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EGGS ARE COOKED 

W. Alexander Gray 

WHEN . they came and told Henderson, 
lying on his side by the little smoky 

fire, roasting and eating peanuts, that he 
would have to go and kill the egg merchant, 
he was not greatly surprised. 

He had been expecting them for the past 
five minutes, since Masauka had stalked 
away from him with the aggrieved look on 
his face, and Henderson had realised that the 
boy was not going to "forget it" as he had 
been blithely counselled. 

As the creado had stalked away outraged for 
the second time that afternoon, Henderson had 
wondered whom he would seek to redress the 
injustice under which he suffered. 

He shouldn't have to look far, he had thought; 
champions were never so easy to find. 

And when the black boy had made a bee-line 
for Willis and Nevins as they played a desultory 
game of two-handed poker, Henderson approved 
his choice. 

Masauka's got a good instinct, he noted; he 
couldn't have found better. Soon now you'll lose 
that harrowed look, my boy. Soon that big bright 
smile will be splitt ing your young face from ear 
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to ear again. Just tell Willis and Nevins your 
troubled story as you told it to me (no embellish­
ments needed; you had no success with me, it'3 
true, but you are working with better material 
now) , and your troubles are over, and your enemy's 
just beginning. 

And mine too, l. imagine. The egg man belongs 
to me. To me belongs the right to put a bullet 
in his brain. Willis and Nevins will be fair . They'll 
follow the Golden Rule. They would be displeased 
if I were to usurp their prerogative by putting a 
bullet in the brain of anyone within their domain. 
They expect their r ights to be respected and they'll 
accord me the same right . Accord?-they'll insist 
on it. 

And if I had the brains of a louse, I'd get out 
of here while the going's good, instead of lying 
here, gorging myself with peanuts . What was that 
my old man used to say about peanuts? The man 
doesn't live who can stop eating them while there's 
any left in the bag. Only I'm not eating th em from 
a bag; I'm eating them from a mess tin. But it 
doesn't make any difference; it still holds good. 
And, what's more, I'm burning my fingers and am 
half-blinded and choked with smoke, and liable 
to be besieged at any minute by the righteous 
Willis and Nevins, and still I lie here, eating the 
damned things. 

* 
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"Have to kill him?" Henderson said, "Why?" 
"Why?" Willis and Nevins echoed together, and 

Masauka, not comprehending the English, nodded 
his head and copied the "why" expression of the 
two white men. 

"Is it true what Masauka told us?" demanded 
Willis. 

"How do I know," Henderson replied. "I don't 
know what he told you." 

A look of impatience crossed Willis' face. "He 
told us that you gave him money an hour ago to 
go out and buy eggs, and that the egg feller twisted 
his arm, took the money and told him, 'No eggs for 
Australian soldiers; only for Japanese.' Is that 
right?" 

"P robably is," Henderson said. "I've never 
known Masauka to lie." 

"Well, what do you intend doing about it?" 
Nevins demanded. 

" I 've done all that I intend doing," Henderson 
said. 

"What have you done?" asked Willis. "Masauka 
said that you did nothing; only _laughed at him.'' 

"That's right," said Henderson., "It was very 
funny. Especially when the egg man added insult 
to injury by kicking his backside out of it. Didn't 
Masauka mention that bit-how he got his back­
side kicked, into the bargain? That was the 
funniest part of the whole story.'' 

"How about losing your money," Willis said. 
"Was that funny too.'' 

"Not particularly," replied Henderson, "but I've 
paid a lot more for a theatre seat and not been 
half as amused.'' 

"You've got a peculiar sense of humor, haven't 
you, Henderson " evins said. 

"You say so," grinned Henderson. 
"Well, even if you do think it's funny to have 

your creado knocked around, and you don't mind 
being robbed, the fact remains that this joker is 
an amigo Jap., and it's still up to you to go down 
there and bump him off." 

"Why?" Henderson again asked. 
And "Why?" they both re-echoed, Nevins con­

tinuing: "Because it's orders, for one thing. The 
O.C. said--" 

"The O.C. says lots of things," Henderson inter­
rupted. " 0 .C. says, 'Don't get drunk.' O.C. says, 
'Don't go off without a pass.' O.C. says, "Shave 
every day.' O.C. says, 'Always salute an officer.' 
O.C. says, 'Love the M.P's.' 0.C. says, 'Keep all 
your buttons done up.' 0.C. says. 'Don't gamble.' 
O.C. says, 'Leave the girls alone.' 0.C. says lots 
of silly things, but only a few take any notice; 
certainly not you or I, Nev, or Willis here.'' 

"I know all about that," Nevins said, "but this 
is different.'' 

"Yeah," said Henderson; "this is different. O.C. 
is on the side of diversion this time. He's all for 
it. He believes in sportiv eness. He's one of the 
boys. Hooray for the O.C.'' 

"Jeer all you want," said Willis, "but some­
thing's got to be done. You can't let a nath·e be­
have like that and get away with it. What about 
our authority? What about our prestige?" 

"If our authority is being fl.outed and our pres­
tige dimming," Henderson said, "it's not because 
we're not killing enough Jap sympathisers; it's 
because we're not killing enough Japs. If we 
were, there'd be no amigo Japs." 

"As simple as that, eh?" Willis said. 
"As simple as that," Henderson repeated. "If 

you yearn for love and respect from the natives, 
all you have to do is spread Jap corpses around 
the towns and countryside. Don't stint yourself; 
the more the merrier; and you'll have all the 
authority and prestige and adoration you want.'' 
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Willis snorted. "Aren't you overlooking a little 
something?" 

"Could be," said Henderson. "What?" 
"That we're outnumbered by two hundred to 

one," answered Willis. "Don't forget that.'' 
"Oh, I won't,"' Henderson said. "I never over­

look that fact and figure. It's with me day and 
night, believe me. It ruins my sleep; it plays hell 
with my appetite." 

Willis looked down at the roasting peanuts. 
"I've never noticed it," he said. "Look, Henderson, 
I agree with you that if we got more Japs, the 
prestige situation would take care of itself, but 
how are we to get more unless we have the sup­
port of these people?" 

"You figure on getting a man's support by killing 
his brother?" Henderson asked. 

"Yes," Willis replied. "If his brother's an amigo 
Jap.'' 

Henderson smiled. "I'm sorry, Will, but I seem 
to belong to a different school of thought.'' 

"Look!" Willis said; "tell me what would hap­
pen if a guy stood up in Dilli, right in the middle 
of ten thousand Japs, and said, 'I'm an amigo 
Australian'?" 

"I don't know," Henderson said; "I've never 
been to Dilli.'' 

"Don't clown," Willis said. "What would hap­
pen?" 

"They'd probably take him to the psycho ward 
for seven day's observation," Henderson said. 
"That is, if they go in for head-reading in the Jap 
army.'' 

"The only interest they'd have in his head," 
said Willis, "would be in slicing it off his shoulders, 
and they wouldn't take seven days to do it either. 
Or if a guy stood up and said, 'No eggs for Japan­
ese soldiers; only for Australians.' What would 
h appen to him?" 

"He, too, would need a visit to an alienist," 
said Henderson. 

"He'd pay a visit to the chopping block," said 
Willis; "and well you know it.'' 

"If it'll make you feel any better, Will," smiled 
Henderson, "I'll admit it." 

"Well, if they can kill amigo Australians, why 
can't we kill amigo Japs?" demanded Nevins. 

"A little while back," Henderson said, "you asked 
me if I wasn't forgetting something; and now the 
same question is boomeranging right back at you." 

"What do you mean?" asked Willis. 
"A matter of arithmetic," Henderson said. 
"Arithmetic?" Willis repeated. 
Henderson smiled. "Two hundred to one, or if 

you prefer, 40,000 to two hundred. If our unfavor­
able arithmetical situation prevents the military 
conquests we hunger for, it prevents also the 
political autocracy we, apparently, equally hunger 
for. Arithmetic, the great shaper!" 

"To hell with arithmetic!" Nevins said. "School's 
out now. This is important. Are you going to keep 
on eating those bloody peanuts and talking non­
sense, or are you going to go out and kill that 
amigo Jap bastard, like the O.C. says?" · 

"I'm going to keep on eating bloody peanuts and 
talking nonsense, and let that poor bastard live a 
bit longer," Henderson said. "Tomorrow he may 
refuse to sell your creado eggs, and then you can 
march down there and triumphantly blow his head 
off.'' 

"I'm not going to wait for tomorrow," Nevins 
said. "T onight he may lead the Japs to us, and 
there'd be no tomorrow. If you don't want to do 
your duty, Willis and I will do it for you.'' 

·"And then you'll sleep in peace tonight, eh?" 
said Henderson. 
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The Trap 

"I love you" said the child; 
but the parrot with its burning breast and 

wing 
flaunted in the high tree, love's very beck-

oning, 
an d would not be beguiled. 

Look how first innocence 
darkens through shades of knowledge and 

desire: 
the bait; the trap; the patience. When the 

wire 
snaps shut, his eyes' triumphant insolence! 

'I loved it and it would not come to me." 
Now love is gone. 
Cunning and will undo us. We must be 
their prisoners, boy, and in a bitterer cage 
endure their lifelong rage. 
Look round you; see the chains on every 

one. 

Quick: save yourself. Undo 
that door and let him go. 

JUDITH WRIGHT 

"Yes, we will," Nevins said. 
Henderson smiled. "You'll feel a bit let down, 

won't you, if, after all your trouble, somebody 
else-say, the egg man's brother-leads the Japs 
in?" 

"Come on, Willis," Nevins turned away; "let's 
get going." 

Henderson watched them going, with Masauka 
running ahead, waiting for the two white men to 
catch up, and then running ahead again. 

"He's more eager than they are," he thought. 
"Understandably so: a twisted arm, a stolen six­
pence, and a kicked backside are tangible argu­
ments." 

After thinking it over for a minute or so, he 
decided to follow on. 

"Maybe," he thought, "I can argue or divert 
them from their high duty." 

Masauka, looking back, saw Henderson coming 
and bounded back along the track, his face shining 
and his entire body wriggling with pleasure "at 
his Tuan's awakened manhood," Henderson grin­
ned to himself. 

Taking in the fact that Henderson wasn't armed 
right to the teeth, Masauka continued on past him 
to the camp and overtook him before he had caught 
up with the other two, carrying his master's 
bayonet and grenade belt. 

"Th ank you, Masauka," Henderson said; "very 
thoughtful of you." 

"Tuan?" 
H enderson smiled. "Terima kasih, Masauka." 

* 
h en the three soldiers and the creado came 

o -er the crest of the hill· overlooking the village 
• ey were bound for, they saw scores of people 
darting from their dwellings and joining the long 
tine of villagers streaming along the track leading 
m-er the next hill. 
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"The word has got around," Henderson said. 
"Look at them flying before the Australian wrath 
to come. Doesn't that sight make you boys feel 
pretty pleased with yourselves? Think of it! Put­
ting a whole village to flight!" 

"There's no need for them to fly," Willis said, 
"as long as they're not amigo Jap." 

Henderson laughed. "They've probably learned 
long ago that bullets sometimes fail to discriminate 
between amigo this and amigo that." 

In another three minutes they were entering 
the village and following Masauka between the 
two rows of deserted houses. 

"Might as well turn back," Henderson suggested. 
"If the amigo Australians have all flown the coop, 
it's a certainty that the lone amigo Jap is not 
sitting on his perch waiting for you." 

Neither of the two replied, but quickened their 
pace to keep up with the creado, who was twenty 
yards ahead and almost to the far end of the 
village. 

Twenty yards from the end he stopped on a 
level with the second last house, and the three 
coming on behind saw him throw up his arm 
excitedly and point at it. 

In a few seconds they were alongside him, and, 
following the direction of his pointing finger, they 
saw, standing in the doorway of the house, the 
only two p eople left in the village; a man in his 
middle thirties and an older woman-the amigo 
Jap and his mother. 

He walked out in front of his house and stood 
w ith his arms folded across his chest; and in 
answer to Willis' question, said that, yes, he was 
an amigo Jap. 

His mother burst out that he was no such thing; 
that the whole family were amigo Australian and 
always had been and always would be; that he 
was mad and didn't know what he was saying. 

She seemed to sense that Henderson was the 
least vengeful one, and went down on her knees, 
embracing his, pouring out an impassioned defence 
of her son, covering his history from infancy, and 
relating instance after instance of his perverseness. 
Then she began his history on the other side, speci­
fying his many virtues; chief among them being 
his good care of her. 

Throughout his mother's appeal he never said 
a word or budged from his arms folded position. 
Nor did he move a muscle when, at the end of 
the appeal, a native soldado from the disbanded 
local militia, who had wandered up, drew his 
sword and slashed at his neck. 

Henderson, unable to reach the soldado because 
of the woman's grasp on his legs, just managed 
to push her immobile son out of the sword's path. 

The soldado made a move towards the fallen 
amigo Jap, and Henderson, stepping · out of the 
woman's embrace, moved into his path, thinking. 
"I don't like this feller. All the evil in the world 
is in his face. I quite definitely dislike him. And 
where did he come from all of a sudden? Perhaps 
he's here just because a defenceless man is here, 
regardless of everything else. Perhaps a t any time 
or place in the world's history a victim has only 
had to open his eyes to see such a face looking 
at him." 

Henderson surprised h imself by telling the sold­
ado that if he lifted his sword again he was a dead 
man. 

"How do you like that?" asked Nevins. "If that 
isn't typical of the wrong-headed bastard; to 
threaten a good amigo and yet not care about a 
bloody traitor." 

"Look, fellers, " Henderson said quietly, "I'm 
not trying to be wrong-headed. I know how you 
feel, and I w ant to go on living just as much as 
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you do, but let's try to be objective about this. 
You can't murder this feller -. for just being sym­
pathetic to the Japs. These people are not at war 
with Japan and they have no reason to hate the 
Japs. If they have any reason to hate anybody, 
it's · the Europeans who have been lording it over 
them for centuries. And they certainly don't owe 
us anything." 

"Go and argue with the 0.C. if you want to," 
Nevins said. "I know what he said to do with 
amigo Japs, and I agree with him-if it is for 
the first time." 

"But we can't even be sure that the man is an 
amigo Jap," said Henderson. "I know he claims 
to be, but then again, his old lady claims he's 
nuts. Why don't we w_ait and check with some­
body else before we do something we can't undo?" 

"There's nobody here to check with," said 
Nevins, "and there won't be anybody back till after 
we're gone. Anyway, that's only a story she cooked 
up to try and save him." And turning to the 
woman, he told her that they were very sorry, but 
that her son would have to die. 

She burst out in another frenzied 1 appeal for 
his life, in the midst of which Nevins raised his 
Tommy gun and placed its muzzle against the 
back of the amigo Jap's head. 

"Wait," Henderson said, and wondered what he 
was going to say. It's futile, he thought, to attempt 
to save him by arguing along my former lines. 
The argument is lost. I was licked before I started. 
OK, if I can't save his life by winning the argu­
ment, maybe I can save it by throwing the argu­
ment out of the window. As an abstraction I'd 
stick by it till hell freezes over, but right here 
and now it's not giving much service to this poor 
bastard-or his mother actually, since he himself 
seems to be in love with the idea of death-so 
to hell with it. 

"What for?" Nevins said. 
"I've been thinking," Henderson said, "and I've 

come to the conclusion that you fellers are right. 
We do have to take a firm stand with amigo Japs, 
and beyond any shadow of doubt, this feller is 
one." 

"I'm glad to hear you finally admit it," Willis 
said. 

Henderson went on to declare that nothing short 
of the most severe punishment would fit the case, 
and proposed that they make an example of the 
amigo Jap by burning his house to the ground, 
confiscating his money and live stock, and strip­
ping him naked to wander abroad as a deterrent 
to any others who might similarly be inclined to 
favor Nippon. 

Watching Willis' and Nevins' faces for the effects 
his words were having on them, Henderson 
thought, they like the picture I've drawn. They 
find it enchanting-and so it is. It would divert 
the most dedicated assassin from his own blueprint 
for holiday. 

"That's great, Henderson," Willis said. "That's 
· a great idea. What do you think of Hendo, now, 
Nevins'? Isn't that a beaut. idea?" 

"I like the taking his dough part," grinned 
Nevins. "Money always comes in handy, even in 
a place like this. I didn't know you had it in you, 
Henderson." 

"And think of all those chickens." Willis licked 
his lips. "And pork too-all those pigs are his." 

Nevins looked over his shoulder at the house. 
"It'll burn well- all that bamboo and grass. It's 
been a long time since I've seen a good fire. I've 
always liked them, you know. As a kid I couldn't 
get around . to enough-chased the fire engines 
everywhere." 
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They seem to be hooked, Henderson thought. 
Madam, your son's life is safe--providing these 
two happy fellers don't stop to consider that there's 
nothing in the whole wide world to prevent them 
from having all this and the butchery too. 

"Take his money belt for a start, Willis," said 
Nevins. "Say, wait a minute! What's to stop us 
from killing him as well?" 

Willis, looking up from his examination of the 
money belt, said, "Nothing." 

Henderson groaned to himself. You've done it 
now. Have you got any more brain waves, you 
prize idiot? You'd better keep your big, stupid 
mouth shut, from this out, or you'll be getting 
the old lady killed as well. 

Nevins raised his gun again and levelled it an 
inch from the amigo Jap's head, and the mother, 
babbling incoherently, threw herself once more 
at Henderson's feet. 

"Nevins, wait!" Henderson said. "I thought you 
liked my idea." 

"We do," Nevins said. "Don't we, Willis? We 
do like it, Hendo. and you can put the first match 
to the house if you like, seeing as how it was your 
idea; and you'll certainly get your cut from the 
money belt. We're grateful to you, Hendo. We're 
glad you came along." 

"But what about the stripping him naked to 
wander abroad as a deterrent?" Henderson said. 
"Why, that's the best part. And we could even 
shave his skull. That'd really be something." 

Nevins laughed. "He'll be deterrent enough ly­
ing here with his skull in pieces, won't he, Willis. 
How about that?" 

He put his gun on automatic, and Willis clap­
ped Henderson on the shoulder. "You're out­
voted on this, Henderson," he grinned, "but we're 
still grateful to you for your other suggestions. 
Go ahead, Nevins." 

The woman's clutch on Henderson's legs tight­
ened, and for a second he looked down at her 
grey head before looking up at Nevins. "For 
God's sake, Nevins," he said, "if you have any 
pity at all, at least take him where she can't see 
it. This is his mother, man." 

"Anything to oblige," Willis said. "Take him 
into the bushes, Nev, and spare the ladies the 
sight." 

Nevins walked the amigo Jap into the bushes, 
and, as the short burst sounded, Henderson felt 
the clutch on his legs tighten and loosen. Averting 
his eyes from the woman, he saw Nevins coming 
out of the bushes, grinning. 

"That's that," Nevins said. 
"One amigo Jap the less," said Willis. "Good 

work, Nev." 
"Don't you want to see him?" Nevins asked, still 

grinning. 
"Sure I do," said Willis. "You coming, Hender­

son?" 
When Willis, the ex-soldado and Masauka had 

followed Nevins into the bushes, the woman re­
leased her hold on Henderson's legs and, rising to 
her feet, walked into the house, drying her eyes 
as she went. 

Alone in the yard, Henderson sighed. 
"One amigo Jap the less," he thought; "one son 

the less; one fool or martyr the less. A creado 
revenged. An ex-soldado gratified. A tall soldier 
content. A short soldier elated. A woman-what? 
As a mother she does everything in her power 
to save her son and is devastated with terror and 
grief at the thought of his approaching end. As 
an ex-mother, once his death is an accomplished 
fact, she turns her face to life again without 
further lamentations or apparent concern. What is 
she doing inside now while strangers stare fas,­
cinatedly at the flesh she bore? Husking dee for 
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supper? Moving her sleeping mat to the hut's one 
good corner which the dead man had always 
monopolised?" 

The four men, the two white and the two black, 
came out of the bushes, smiling. "And now let's 
get started on Henderson's plan," Nevins was 
saying. 

"No dice," Henderson said. 
"What?" said Nevins. 
"The Henderson Plan is out," Henderson said. 

"It's null and void. It became so when you pressed 
hat trigger." 

"What is this?" Willis asked. "Are you off 
again?" 

"This house and everything in it, and this live 
stock doesn't belong to the amigo Jap anymore," 
Henderson said. "It now belongs to his mother, 
and she's an amigo of ours. Therefore, the Hen­
derson Plan is out." 

By the time he had finished speaking, the smiles 
w ere completely off the white faces and half off 
the uncomprehending black ones. 

"By God!" Willis spat out, "that's right." 
And Nevins, after thinking it over for half a 

minute, said that he supposed it was. "But we're 
not giving up the money belt though." 

* 
In camp, half an hour later, they went about 

the dividing up of the money, Henderson not feel­
ing obliged to absent himself from the operation, 
and not omitting to mention that he had to get 
sixpence out before it commenced. 

"You want to get more out of this divvy than 
me or Willis?" Nevins asked. "I like your nerve, 
after the way you hung back and argued at every 
turn ." 

" I don't want to get more out of the divvy," 
Henderson said; "I just want to get my own money 
back before it starts." 

"What money?" asked Willis. "What are you 
talking about?" 

"The dough he took from Masauka," Henderson 
explained. "The sixpence that started the ball 
rolling." 

' 'You said, before we went down there, that the 
loss of the zack didn't bother you," Willis said; 
"that it was worth it for the laughs you got out 
of i t ." 

"Maybe I did," Henderson admitted, "but that 
as then; this is now. A lot has happened in the 

meantime. If nothing had happened, if you'd let 
things alone, if you'd continued your card playing 
and left me undisturbed to eat my peanots, I still 
should be content to have lost it and much more. 
But you didn't leave things alone. You chose, in­
stead, to take the comedy and turn it into a tragedy; 
• erefore I no longer laugh; therefore I want my 

oney back that I paid for a comedy. I refuse 
be cheated." 

" It seems to me," said Willis, "that you do noth­
ing but start arguments." 

'And lose them," Nevins said. 
"H ell," Willis said. "Let him win this one. If 

e wins one it might cure him. Here, Henderson, 
nere's your sixpence." 

The money in the belt came to thirty-five shil­
. gs· Willis and Nevins getting eleven and six­

penc~ each, and Henderson, twelve shillings even. 
Going back to his fire, which Masauka was 

· uilding up, Henderson took his boots off and 
stretched out on his ground-sheet. 

" I w ant you to go shopping again for me, Mas­
allfill," h e said. 

"Tuan want eggs?" 
• o. No eggs." 

ore peanuts?" 
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The Bush-Fiddle 

The bush-fiddle's broken. 
A thin pale nylon 
note unspoken 
curls to silence. 

The string unswinging 
that fished for death 
lives transfixed, singing 
its one drawn breath. 

Like a sprouting twig 
of the mantleshelf 
it hangs by a peg 
and sings itself. 

Tentat ively 
the little gourd 
dreams its symphony 
( ''The Unheard") . 

Keats would have liked it. 
Keats died young. 
:aut it's not unlikely 
he knows the tune. 

Calmly it ponders 
the cold square hearth 
and grows to the roundness 
of sky and earth. 

Its bush-fruit belly 
is fat as tqe sun 
and brown as a gully 
and quite as long. 

The calabash made once 
a coolamon 
for a black bush baby; 
for me a song 

a slow ripe :fall 
of fruit and tendril 
so full so still 
I cannot mend it. JUDITH G REEN 

"No peanuts." 
"Tuan wants?" 
"To get drunk, Masauka." 
"Yes, Tuan. Toeak or samsoe?" 
"Samsoe. You couldn't carry all the toeak I'd 

need. Here's twelve shillings." 
"Twelve shillings, Tuan? Too much , Tuan. Sam-

soe only two shillings." 
"It's not too much, Masauka; I want a girl too." 
"Tonight , Tuan?" 
"Tonight, Masauka. All night. Well, what are 

you waiting for? " 
"Still too much m oney, Tuan. Much too much." 
"Well, get two bottles of samsoe and two girls. 

Get in a party yourself, Masauka." 
"Tuan?" 
"Nothing. J ust keep the change." 
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MELBOURNE UNIVERSITY PRESS 
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"COME ON MURRI!" 

Xavier Herbert 

'fHE preliminary bouts were over. The 
referee, tall and white-haired, stood alone 

beneath the blazing ring-lights, calling the 
contestants for the premier event of the 
night, which was in fact the event of the 
year, the District Championship, the Golden 
Gloves ... "Gordon Carey, at ten stone two 
. .. Marty McGann, at ten stone one ... " 

The crowd, from the merry mood in which they 
bad barracked the slather-and-whack battles of 
the preliminary kids, had fallen silent, serious. 
For there was a good deal more to this con.test 
than was being declared by the referee. It might 
m ean that this backblocks town would eventually 
have a State Champion to brag of, who might go 
on to win the Australian Title, who might even 
establish the name of his home town in the great 
world. 

But something even more than this caused the 
crowd to become serious. It was revealed with 
the appearance of the contestants. 

First up through the ropes was a golden head 
and a torso gleaming white in the glare. Half the 
crowd clapped, yelled, stamped . . . "Good on you, 
Gordon!" 

Gordon Carey, a handsome boy, superbly built, 
raised a hand in unsmiling salute. 
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Then the other half of the crowd, the dark mass 
in the gloom on the left side, let out an explosive 
yell at sight of a dark curly head and copper-brown 
body popping up into the opposite corner of the 
ring . . . "Marty . . . our boy Marty . . . show 'em 
murri ... yakkarai!" 

Marty McGann turned his Aboriginal grin on 
the whole house about him. There was a ripple 
of clapping for him from the white side. He was 
half-caste. 

The fact that half the crowd were "murris", 
people of Aboriginal stock, did not mean that the 
district was populated in like proportion. Whereas 
it was simply the sporting section of the whites 
of the district who were represented, pretty well 
the whole of the colored population were there, 
denizens of that slum on the outskirts of the town 
called "Boongville", augmented by their brethren 
from the Government Mission and also by workers 
from the cattle stations for many miles around. 

That there was antagonism here between white 
and color would have been denied, just as in any 
other Australian town. Indeed, the denial would 
be well supported by the way these boys, Carey 
and McGann, when called to the middle of the 
ring by the referee to show themselves and make 
their pact of fair dealing, gave each other a swift 
hug. Nevertheless, there was the existence of 
"Boongville", from one of whose hovels McGann 
h ad come this night. 
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"The best of six rounds!" cried the referee. 
The boys went to their respective corners and 

the supporters there awaiting them. Marty Mc­
Gann's second was a white man-or rather, a red 
man, so ruddily did his plump face glow. He was 
Tom Tasker, the publican, leading sportsman of 
the town. For the rest Marty's supporters were 
half-castes like himself. One of them was his 
father, a huge, fat, wheezy man, with a hide 
like old saddle leather. 

Dong! 
"Round one!" chanted the referee. 
The crowd went wild as the boys stepped out. 
"Good on you, Gordon!" 
"Come on, murri ... yakkarai!" 
There was nothing to that first round except 

to show the style of the contestants and the fact 
that they were well matched. Carey was a dancing 
man, for ever on the go, advancing or retreating, 
menacing in his grim-faced eagerness. McGann 
used little footwork, seeming simply to glide, and 
yet to be exactly where he ought to be, effortless 
in every movement, grinning all --the while. 

Lead and parry and block and slip . . . it was 
a pretty exhibition, but hardly fighting. The crowd 
sat silent, waiting. 

Dong! 
The boys returned to corners. As Marty sank 

to his stool, Tasker, beginning to massage his dusky 
belly, said: "Get into him, son. You got to start 
wearing him down. Get him swingin'. You know · 
that's his weakness." 

Old McGann, fl.ailing the towel, wheezed: "You 
got 'o 'it 'im, boy . . . you got 'o 'it 'im 'ard!" 

Marty nodded, still grinning. 
Dong! 
"Round two!" 
Carey came flying to the attack. He pressed it, 

left right, left right, jabbing and hooking. He got 
one in on Marty's jaw that made the white crowd 
roar and sent Marty staggering back, shaking his 
head, for all the retention of the grin. 

"Get after him, Carey!" 
"Give it back to him, murri!" 
Carey tossed a straight left. Mart ducked, came 

up with an upper-cut. 
Now tl1e black crowd roared. 
Lead and slip and counter. 
Dong! 
Back in the corner, Tasker said to Marty: "You 

are not hitting hard enough, son. You let him get 
points on you that round." 

Dong! 
"Round three!" 
Out again . . . to the dancing, and the gliding, 

to the blocking and slipping and countering, lead 
and feint and hook. Carey was mixing it vigor­
ously. Marty kept mainly on defensive, dodging, 
ducking. Carey jabbed viciously, right, left. Marty 
blocked most of it, and kept on grinning through 
what he took. 

The whites roared: "Into him, Carey . . you're 
gettin' him!" 

The murris· screamed: "Hit him, Marty . . hit 
him!" 

Carey shot a vicious straight left to Marty's 
face. Marty slipped aside, flung the aggressive 
glove high, then upper-cut. The black side rocked 
to the yelling and the stamping. But Carey did 
not go down as he should have to such a blow. 
Indeed, so slightly was he stopped that he was 
back in a moment, jabbing, hooking, forcing Marty 
to smother . . . while the crowd ramped. 

Dong! 
Tasker spoke angrily to Marty: "You should 'a 

dropped him with that upper-cut. What's the 
matter with you?" 
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Old man McGann, working with the towel, 
wheezed: "He been too much friend long dat boy. 
I been tell 'im before it ain't no good." 

Tasker, massaging, growled: "There's no friends 
in the ring." 

* 
It was, in fact, the very rivalry into which they 

had been pressed to make a champion for the dis­
trict that had brought Marty McGann and Gordon 
Carey together. It was a curiously dignified friend­
ship for a pair so young. They were both eighteen. 
They would stroll together through the township, 
drop in at Con's Cafe, solemnly discussing the 
latest in boxing as reported in the metropolitan 
press. They lent each other sporting papers and 
romantic novels dealing with the noble art. Occa­
sionally they went to Tasker's billiards saloon and 
played a game together, ignoring the admiring 
mob that invariably clustered round them there. 
Once Carey took Marty home to tea and introduced 
him to his mother and sister. It was the .first white 
home Marty had been in. It was a poor enough 
place, because old Carey was only a fireman at the 
timber mill: but it was a palace compared with 
what Marty came out of. The Careys had treated 
him very nicely. 

* 
Now attending Marty there in his corner, Tasker 

added to what he had just said: "Don't forget this's 
your big chance, son. Don't go losing it being 
silly." 

Old McGann said: "You got 'o win, boy ... you 
got 'o, for us lot murris." 

Dong! 
"Round four!" 
Both leapt into the fray, to mix it with such 

vigor that the crowd were brought yelling to their 
feet. 

"Into him, Carey!" 
"Come on, murri!" 
"Ah!" 
"Got 'im!" 
"Yakkarai!" 
Back and forth, retreat, advance, to jaw, to 

body, parry and block and lead and cross, straight 
left, right hook, jab, and upper-cut. 

" Carey, you beaut!" 
"Marty, our boy Marty!" 
"Oh!" 
"Ah!" 
Dong! 
Old man McGann grabbed Marty as he came 

in, hugged him, wheezing: "Good on ya, boy . . . 
good on ya!" 

While Marty lay back panting, Tasker, working 
on him, muttered: "You got him, son. He can't 
stand that pressure. · He's startin' to swing.. An­
other half-minute you'd 'a had him. Get stuck 
right into him this time, he won't last half a 
round. Finish him off." 

Still Marty grinned. 
Dong! 
"Fifth round!" 
Again they went at it full pelt . . . while the 

mob bellowed and shrieked and made thunder 
leaping on their seats. 

"Come on, Carey!" 
"Come on, murri!" 
"Stand up to him!" 
"You got him!" 
"Oh!" 
"Ah!" 
"Yakkarai!" 
Carey was. fighting desperately, swinging wildly, 

staggering to the jabs . to the body he took every 
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Captain Cook's Cottage 

As I walked past the cottage door 
A little boy said: "I say, Miss, 
Is there a ghost inside?" 
Well, if the Captain walks this earth 
He'd hardly keep his spirit warm 
In this transplanted shell. 
More like he'd linger by a site, 
With fireweed rankly overgrown, 
Along some Yorkshire lane 
To hear the robin's autumn wail 
Out from the rusty elder bush 
That shades the weedy well 
Where once he'd caught a star or two 
(Before he'd heard of Southern Cross) 
Within his mother's pail. 
Meanwhile his cottage glumly sits 
And bakes itself the summer through 
Beneath the spiteful light. 
It shrugs the jacaranda blooms 
And glares out of its hooded eyes 
At tree-ferns by the ride . .. 
Perhaps the Captain stands to muse 
By that remote sea-smothered strand 
Where once he dipped his sail. 
Seeing the two dark figures posed, 
Dumbstruck against the dazzling sand, 
Stork-legged to fly or fight; 
Sensing perhaps as the wave slammed 
This was the death gun of their race­
D0omed not to rise again. 

D. A. ROOK 

time Marty ducked his flying arm. His face was 
white and twisted. 

"Kill 'im, Marty!" 
Carey took a straight left to the mouth that tore 

out his mouth-guard, so that it dangled down his 
ch in. He staggered back to the ropes, gasping; 
goggling. 

"He's done, Marty!" 
"Finish 'im off, murri!" 
Carey was trying to push the mouth-guard back 

into place with his gloved hand, defending himself 
with single arm cover, but defending unnecessarily, 
because Marty held off. 

Th en Carey spat out the guard, and came stumb­
ling to attack. He swung wildly with his right. 

arty knocked up the swinging arm, crouched, as 
if to deliver the knock-out, but just hung there. 

The black crowd screamed its disapproval: "Hit 
'im, murri ... drop 'im!" 

Carey came back swinging with the left. Again 
:Marty flung up the blow, this time stepped aside. 
But Carey was recovered now. He turned smartly, 
shot out his right, caught Marty in the midriff. 

arty staggered. Carey hit him in the neck. Marty 
sank t o his knees. 

The crowd gasped: "Oh!"· 
The r eferee leapt between the contestants, began 

counting over drooping Marty: "One, two, three, 
four, five . . ." 

Marty w as rising. 
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The referee stepped aside. 
Carey leapt in, brought his left up under Marty's 

unguarded chin. 
"Oh!" 
Marty crumpled in a heap, with the referee 

counting over him: " seven, eight, nine-out!" 
"Yah!" 
"Boo!" 
"Carey good on you, Gordon!" 
"Chucked the fight away!" 
"Hooray!" 
"Boo-00- 00! " 
Carey lent a hand to help Marty to the corner. 

Marty looked yellow as soap now. But opening 
his eyes to find Carey's hand patting him, he 
grinned again. 

As Carey withdrew, the referee seized him and 
took that hand of his and raised it in triumph. 
Th e whites r oared and w histled and stamped. The 
murris w ere silent. There was silence also in 
Marty's corner. 

* 
Marty, outside the ring with the others, grinned 

through the presentation of the trophy to Carey, 
hugged Carey on the w ay to t he dressing-room, 
and fondled the trophy. 

The boys had their best clothes with them, 
because Tom Tasker was giving a party at his pub. 
Marty 's outfit was blue-grey terylene strides, 
green-striped yellow nylon shirt, a green tie with 
a picture of Joe Louis. 

The boys travelled the little distance into the 
neon-lit centre of the town, sitting together in 
the back of Tasker's big car. Only Carey spoke: 
"It was a great fight, Marty." After a while he 
added: "You nearly had me, mate." Marty only 
grinned. 

They alighted at Tasker's, went through the 
bright hall to the dining-room at the rear. A crowd 
was already there, milling about the tables on 
which were jugs of beer and piles of food. 

The boys were hailed. Carey was mobbed, to 
have his hand pumped and his back pounded. 
Someone took his trophy and put it in a proud 
place on the central table. Others brought beer. 

Marty and Carey raised their glasses to each 
other: "Good luck!" 

Then somehow Marty was shouldered away from 
Carey and left grinning at no one in particular. 
Tasker, carrying a jug of beer, thus found him, 
filled his glass for him, and raised his own to him, 
saying: "Good luck !" 

Tasker stood for a moment silent, staring at the 
crowd. Then, looking at Mar ty, he said: "Well, son, 
you chuck ed away ' y our big chance." 

Marty dropped his dark eyes to the patent-leather 
shoe with which h e kicked against a table-leg. 

Tasker went on, with an edge of anger to his 
tone: "It couldn'a been a worse chuck-away if you'd 
of laid down." 

Kicking, Marty muttered: "Aw . . . I on'y was 
givin' him a go. I didn' reckon he had a punch 
lef' in h im." 

Tasker sighed: "You give it away, son , you give 
it away. I ain't happy about it, neither. I put a 
lot o' t ime into bringin' you up." 

Marty swigged off his beer and shoved the glass 
towards Tasker. They drank together again. Then 
Marty asked: "What you reckon I better do now, 
Tom?" 

"Better do 'bou t what?" 
" 'Bout fightin'. Reckon if I go down south 
"No good, son. You ain't got what it t akes ." 
"Eh? You reckon' I'se first-class . .. " 
"I didn't k now you properly, son. You'll never 

be a fighter, givin' the other bloke a go." 
Marty concentrated on his shoe again. 
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Tasker said: "Aw, well .. . better be seein' to 
my guests." 

Marty stood for a while, sipping his beer, watch­
ing the milling mob, eyeing the trophy, grinning. 
Then he set his glass down, and moved to the 
door that led to the back veranda, an d stood out 
there for some minutes, looking a t the starry sky. 
At length he stepped off the veranda and made 
his way across the dark yard, w ent out by the 
back gate. He went through the r esiden tial part 
of the town, to the road leading out t o that other 
part unofficially called "B oongville", away beyond 
the limit of the lights. 

"Boongville" suddenly r evealed itself with a few 
dim points of light , then with an uproar of dogs. 
Marty made his way through the darkness t o a 
glimmer that eventually became a hurricane lamp. 
The lamp stood on a bush table in a bark lean-to 
that served as kitchen and dining-room to a sprawl­
ing hovel built of bark and rusty iron. Th e table, 
though clean, was swarming with red m eat-ants. 

As he entered, a barefoot woman came from 
somewhere within, a lean half-.caste woman, 
mahogany-skinned, as such people , become w ith 
age, with scraggy grey hair and eyes so deeply 
sunken that only a glint betrayed them. Sh e said: 
"'Lo, Marty . .. you 'ome hearly." 

" 'Lo, Mumma." 
She studied him for a m oment: ''You got beat, 

eh?" 
He answered casually enough: ''Yeah." 
She moved t o the ant -bed fireplace, saying : 

"More better, too. Dat fightin' bus'ness no good. 
You like 'im dring o' t ea?" 

"No more, Mumma. Goin' 'o bed." 
A couple of h ours later, as he lay in sleeping­

shorts in his sacking bunk, he was roused by 
voices. A moment la ter se,·eral half-caste men 
burst in upon him, for emost of them his massive 
father, who was w aving a lantern and vociferating 
drunkenly in tha t wheezy voice: "There yu'are 
. . . blurry dingo!" 

Marty jumped up. 
His father reeled before him: "Lettin' all us 

murris down . . . lettin' white bukker win . . . 
come ou'side, I give 'im you givin' da fight away." 

Marty shoved him off, muttering: "Lemme 'lone!'' 
"Doin' me dough on you .. . 'ere, some'dy take 

'im dis lamp . . . I goin' 'o belt him." 
The man who took the lamp go in betv.een 

them, pushed old man McGann onto the bunk. then 
shoving Marty through the r est of the gathering, 
said to him: "Go for y'life, Marty! ' 

Marty had had to do the disappearing trick often. 
He slipped out and away from the bumpy. ~ "ow it 
was palely light outside with the late moon's ris­
ing. He went down to the creek, and amidst the 
granite boulders found a patch of silky sand. With 
a sigh he lay down. Somewhere away in the timber 
standing ragged against the hump-backed moon an 
owl was calling ... mopoke . . mopoke! 

* 
In the early morning Marty came back home. 

The adult males were then dead to the world, 
with no reason for early rising, since it was Sat­
urday. He had breakfast with the kids, ignoring 
their questions about the fight. 

Later, when he heard the men stirring, h e slip­
ped out again, back to the creek, but this time 
to follow it down to the river. He spent the day 
by the river. He swam, dived for cockles, caught 
yabbies and had a meal cooked blackfellow-fashion 
in the coals. He slept a little. But mostly he just 
sat staring at the sliding water, his bruised chin 
cupped in a slender copper-colored hand, his deep 
eyes brooding. · 
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Girl on a Swing 

A child no more, 
A child again, she swing/> 
In autumn sunlight by the dahlias 
Swaying like this hopeful season, through 

red 
And green, through many yellow failures 
Falling where fresh grass springs 
From its hard bed. 

All body she, 
All loosed emotion, hair 
Afloat as soft as smoke, her waist 
As flexible as rope, and all her curves 
Pressed tight as arcs that have no haste 
Nor nerves but praise the air 
On bending knee. 

Her joy exists. 
Such arcs describe her, no circle 
Closes round her, nothing final, 
Her rise and fall takes winter 

spring, 
boughs to 

Sends out from each stiff vertical 
Tremors from spine to wrists, 
This girl on a swing. 

GEOFFREY DUTTON 

He came home stealthily in the red evening. His 
father's wheeze could be heard :raised in disputa­
tion in a distant bumpy. He went into his own 
place and sat w hile his mother got him a meal. 
His mother asked him if he were going out again. 
He said h e would take a stroll in for a game of 
billiards. 

H e went into town and to Tasker's. The billiards 
saloon was crowded. Carey was there, playing pin 
pool. The usual crowd of admirers were there. 
They all hailed Marty. He responded with his griin, 
and came up to stand beside Carey. But whereas 
the admirers had always fawned as much on 
Marty as on Carey, now they forgot Marty and 
concentrated on Carey, whom they were calling 
"Ch amp." Marty's grin slowly faded, and gradually 
he retreated from the billiards table, to sit at last 
on the high bench against the wall. 

The pool game dragged through. Carey won it, 
and rising from the winning shot, shook his golden 
head like a proud young colt, and turned his happy 
grin on the lesser ones about him. Marty, sitting 
chin in hand, met the grin stonily. But as Carey 
turned away to put his cue up in the rack, 1'4arty's 
face suddenly jerked in the Aboriginal way that 
betrays deep emotion. 

Carey turned to leave the saloon. 
Marty leapt off the bench and came after him, 

muttering: "Eh, wait a minute!" 
Carey halted, with blue eyes widening at sight 

of the quivering dark face: "Wha's wrong?" 
Marty's voice was strangled: "What 'bout you'n 

me 'avin' 'nother go?" 
Carey paled. He asked thickly: "What y ou mean 

'nother go?" 
"You never been beat me dinkum las' night, 

Carey." 
Carey swallowed, said deliberately: "Says who?" 
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"Says me!" 
Carey's lips thinned in a slight sneer: "The ref's 

decisi-on'll do me,. mate!" 
Marty struggled to answer that. Carey turned 

away.-· ·Marty grabbed his arm: "Wait on!" 
Carey jerked himself free, hissing: "I got an 

appointment." 
Marty slipped in front of him: "You got a 'point­

ment .- with -me first." 
Carey snapped: "Talk sense!" 
He tried to pass, Marty grabbed him again. 

Carey swung on him with fists tip. · 
Up caine Marty's fists: "Okay, you wan' 'it bare 

mitts!" 
But Carey dropped his hands: "I can't go brawl­

in'. I'll get disqualified." 
" I'll disqualify you, Carey . . . come'n put the 

gloves on!" 
"I told you I got an appointment, Marty." 
"You mean you ain't game for another go," 
"I mean I .got no time to argue the toss now. 

I'll see-you -.about aqother go later." 
Carey turned, . _from him. Marty grabbed his 

shoulder, spun him round, hissing: "You won't put 
'em up-well, cop this!" 

He slapped Carey's face. 
Up came Carey's fists. Marty's left shot out, 

caught Carey under the ear. Carey staggered, came 
back swinging his right. Marty ducked under it 
and slammed his own right into Carey's ribs, and 
as Carey went . off balance, leapt in and upper-cut 
him. · Carey · stagged back to the table. Marty 
w ent after him, hammering. Carey smothered. 

Then Tasker and others came running in from 
the adjoining bar, Tasker roaring: "Eh . . . break 
it up!" 

Tasker grabbed Marty's shoulder. Marty swung 
on him, hit him under the ear, sent him sprawling. 

Carey came out of his smother as Marty turned, 
aimed a rabbit-punch. But Marty saw it out of 
the corner of his eye, ducked, pivoted, came up to 
sledge-hammer Carey in the solar plexus, and as 
Carey went at the knees, brought his left crashing 
under his chin. 

Carey toppled backward, fell heavily, striking 
his head on the concrete step below the wall-bench 
-erack! 

Carey lay still, while Marty stood over him 
panting and the crowd pressed round goggling. 

Then there was a clatter of hastening steps, and 
a powerful voice demanded: "What's going on 
here?" 

A policeman pushed through the crowd, looked 
at Carey, then at Marty asking: "What's this . . . 
a grudge from last night?" 

A snore broke. from Carey, and from his gaping 
m outh a bloody bubble burst. The policeman · bent 
o examine him. Blood was now oozing from the 

golden hair. The policeman said: "This boy's hurt 
bad. Someone call the ambulance." 

There was a sudden movement towards the exit. 
Marty moved to join it. The policeman leapt up 
and laid a hand on his shoulder: "Where're ·you · 
going?" 

With face jerking again, Marty muttered: "Off 
'ome." 

"Well, just stick around here." 
Marty pulled away from the restraining hand, 

panting: "Lemme go. I ain't done nothin' . . It was 
fair fight." 

The policeman took hold of him again and 
pushed him to the wall-bench, growling: "Just you 
stay quiet, boy. Looks like you're in enough trouble 
as it is." 
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ART -BOOKS 
OF DISTINCTION 

. AUSTRALIAN ARTIST 
IN SOUTH EAST ASIA 

By Bruce Petty 
Introduction by" Ronald Searle 
In this collection of vivid pen drawings, 
the young Australian illustrator Bruce 
Petty, contributor to Punch, Spectator, 
·New Yorker- and other internationally 
famous magazines, records his. impres­
sions with commentary, of South East 
Asia. 

Price 63/-

FORM COLOUR GRANDEUR 
by Allen David 
Introduction by Russell Drysdale 
A photo . · study of Central Australia 
comprising 23 plates in full colour-17 
examples of scenic splendour and six 
head studies of aborigines, annotated by 
the author. 

Price 63/-

.THE CAMPION PAINTINGS 
by Leonard French 
Introduction and Annotation 
by Vincent Buckley 
A series of paintings by this gifted 
Australian artist, inspired by the life and 
death of the 16th century Jesuit martyr 
Edmund Campion. An. art book of 
superlative quality comprising 35 plates 
in. full colour. Foreword by art critic 
Alan McCulloch. 

Price 168/-

® Published in Australia by 
GRAYFLOWER PUBLICATIONS 

11 7 Collins Street, Melbourne 

The company is represented in N EW SOUTH WALES 
by Ure Smith Pty. Ltd.; in VICTORIA, SOUTH 
AUSTRALIA A."'-'D TASMA."<IA by }I. J. Hewett & Son; 
in QUEENSLA1''D by Jacaranda Press Pty, Ltd,; in 
WESTERK AUSTRALIA by Reg. Thompson Pty. Ltd .; 
an d in L'NITED KINGDOM AND EUROPE by Angus & 
Robertson Ltd., London. 
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NEW POETRY FROM CH ESH IRES 
FLOWERS and FURY Geoffrey Dutton 
This is the third collection of a distinguished 
Australian poet, whose last poetry book won 
the Grace Leven award. Unlike the earlier 
collections, which followed the poet's wan­
derings in many lands, the poems in the 
present book stem directly from his exper­
ience in his homeland. 20/-

NO FIXED ADDRESS Bruce Dawe 
An exciting first volume by a younger poet, 
whose work frequently appears in the 
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Gi!off la Gerche 

TWO PEOPLE MIS S ING 

Tom Errey 

I HAD always enjoyed walking for pleasure but was a novice in this brotherhood of 
bushwalkers when I came to Tasmania a dozen years ago. For a long time most of 

my walking was still confined to day-trips on Mount Wellingt on , near my home, but 
still a marvellous practising-school to be at the backdoor of a capital city. Competing 
interests and, especially, an ill-filled pocket, hindered my acquisition of the gear for 
more ambitious walks into regions without any shelter -huts, but within the past year 
I had about realised the aim of being completely equipped with 3-man tent, ground­
sheets and sleeping-bags, cooking and messing-gear, hatchet, compass and hard-wearing 
weatherproof clothing and boots. Not only I, but Catharine also, thirteen years old, the 
second of my children and the one with most zeal to follow in my tracks. We two had 
prev iously done some five or six trips, each involving at least one night away from 
home, before this Easter of 1962. 
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Yes, from months earlier Easter had been be­
spoke for a longer trip-way back at the year's 
beginning. A friend, Jock, was eager to mcke it 
a foursome, taking in himself, his wife, Catharine 
and me. We left open the choice of an ar ea to 
visit and the route to take until as late as th e 
second week-end before the holiday. On that 
Saturday various alternatives w ere discussed, as 
we quickly flipped through past issues of "T he 
Tramp," a biennial walk-record of t he Hobart 
Walking Club. "How about this one," I said. A 
fairly numerous party from that Club had at Easter 
1949 climbed Wyld's Craig, a Sphinx-shaped semi­
isolated mountain 4,400 feet above sea-level which 
stands to the west of the Lyell Highway, the road 
linking Hobart and the copper-mining t own of 
Queenstown, in the West Coast region . Some of 
the party had returned the way they came, on the 
highway side, but a second group w ent on and 
over the crest, descending its western aspect into 
the upper valley of the Gordon (largest, in volume 
of flow, of all Australia's rivers, so I've heard), 
following this valley to the Adamsfield Track 
twenty miles · or so farther south,, thence returning 
to the Derwent Valley by this t rack leading over 
a high pass on a mountain named by or for some 
Hibernian, Tim Shea. 

I was trying to wean Jock away from an area 
he favored more strongly, and in the end it was 
this plan that got endorsement; but with Jock's 
amendment that it be in the reverse direction, so 
that it would be completed w ith our climbing 
Wyld's Craig from the Gordon R iver on its west 
and descending by one of i ts eastern spurs to a 
new private forestry road in the Florentine Valley, 
promising an easier outlet route in 1962 than the 
Walking Club had availab le t6 them thirteen years 
previously, before this r oad existed. 

Here was plenty of hard going, we knew, but 
if the party consisted of four fit and adequately 
equipped walkers it should be within their ambit 
over the six-day Easter-cum-Anzac Day holidays, 
unless very adverse weather dictated either r etreat 
at some point or-as is no infrequent experience 
for walk ers beset by heavy rains or snow-staying 
put in a camp somewhere until river-levels sub­
sided. Jock took away my copy of "The Tramp" 
intending to make contact with one of the people 
in the 1949 party, looking for any further advice 
that m ight be volunteered on this seldom-visited 
area. In the upshot this contact wasn't made. Jock 
himself, lacking several essential items of camping­
gear, f ailed in endeavors to borrow them, and 
on the Monday of Easter week rang me to say 
he and M. would have to cry off the trip. 

* Why then did the Erreys go on to tackle it alone'? 
The bushwalker needs to organise his efforts if 
they are to bring him back from his trips in safety. 
He leaves behind most of the usual amenities when 
be goes into the scrub--what he needs in there, 
knowledge of the route, protection against the 
weather and other natural hazards, food and bever­
ages and the means to prepare them-all these he 
m ust carry with him. In Tassie's rugged, wet and 
densely-forested terrain such requirements are 
more critical, more elaborate, and consequently 
impose a mor e heavily-weighted pack than would 
be called for by a trip of similar length in main­
land hiker- infested areas. And a party of two 
is foolishness. 

But I was not thinking or acting rationally in 
those pre-Easter days. I made no effective pre­
parations, nor once entertained the obvious thought 
of switching the r oute to confine it to country with 
clearly-marked tracks, w hich should have been 

AUSTRALIAN ART MONOGRAPHS 
The first volume in this series, on CLIFTON PUGH, was published in May, and 
the second volume, on SALI HERMAN, is now on sale. The splendid reception 
given to the first volume in this series indicates the need for books on the work 
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promised for this year, has been unavoidably delayed, and will now be published 
in the second half of 1963. 
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RUSSELL DRYSDALE, by Professor Joseph Burke; ARTHUR BOYD, by Franz 
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my first reaction to the default of half the intended 
party. A mind too utterly vexed with immediate 
questions, a physique wracked day and night 
with pain, were sustained only by a vision of the 
bush. I excluded all consideration of the likely 
hazards of the Easter trip, overlooked the import­
ance of enquiries in quarters where I might have 
learned more detail of the country, and finally­
worst error of all in its consequences-I packed 
no more tucker than I've often taken for two 
persons over a long week-end, with allowance 
for emergencies. In effect we had about four days' 
r easonable supplies, where prudent calculations 
would have suggested twice the quantities. 

It may have struck you as odd that Catharine 
didn't notice this last deficiency. But all of the 
r at ions were to be carried in my pack, and she 
had left their assembling to me. Nancy, most for­
bearing of wives, had also trusted me to work out 
this scale and procure my supplies accordingly; 
as I have done on all earlier trips without serious 
misjudgment. 

With the weather offering almost sinister bland­
ishments we knew no real har dships in our first 
three days. On the second we crossed the Gordon 
by man-hauled flying-fox at the gr eat bend, where 
the river turns west, soon to enter a most formid­
able gorge. But our way led upstream , via the 
western bank, mainly over undulating seas cf 
button-brush and bauera on the lateral creeks, 
which drain the waters of the Denison Range into 
the Gordon. 

Here and there in the valley are magnificent 
stands of eucalypts, Australia's "Mountain Ash," 
denoting pockets of richer alluvium, though the 
surrounding expanses of but ton-brush indicate 
shallow, peaty soil overlying morainic deposits 
from a past glacial period, and it is characteristic 
of such areas that the natural drainage is clogged 
and unpredictable. When the button-brush has 
been burned to its stumps and the intervening soil 
is not wholly saturated from recent rains progress 
across it is easy enough; but when well-grown, 
its spinous clumps jostling each other and con­
cealing the frequent bog-holes between them, 
"mesomelaena sphaerocephalus" forces one into a 
plunging, weaving, most un-rhythmical gait, and 
the tall stands of gums beckon from afar as place3 
of shade and relief. On the edge of the tallest of 
t hese islands of forest, a former osmiridium miner 
n amed Ernie Bond with prodigious energy carved 
out a clearing many years ago, and created a 
very comfortable homestead of split palings, with 
various out-buildings, including a bakehouse. Here 
h e lived alone, but often had company, for he wa~ 
known to hundreds of walkers, parties of survey­
ors, and other odd callers as the King of the 
Rasselas--as this section of the Gordon, north of 
its great bend, is called; and I had been grateful 
for the chance to enjoy his conversation and his 
celebrated kangaroo stew in January 1951, not 
long before he retired from the selection at the 
age of 60-plus to the easier-found life of the city. 
Ernie Bond died in Hobart the day after we were 
found. 

* 
Now, eleven years afterwards, I had brought 

Catharine to this agreeable oasis on Easter Satur­
day night, where no tenant stirred save a bronze­
wing pigeon that flew low through the dusk across 
the clearing from a clump of wattles. The Easter 
moon in no time had hoisted itself into the open 
heavens and laved the camp and its guardian ring­
barks in a soft light. 

When Ernie gave up his camp he left it in trust 
to the Hobart and Launceston Walking Clubs, 
which now and then send parties out to make and 

Overland No. 24, Sep tember 1962 

mend where it is needed. We found the huts dry 
and in very reasonable order and elected to put 
up in one called "The Office," having the smallest 
interior to warm up . The interval between supper 
and bed -time w e spent in a close study by candle­
light of all entr ies in the Camp "Logbook" in the 
disappointed hope of finding some account of a 
party having arrived there from Wyld's. I should 
have been disconcerted by drawing such a blank 
on details of the Craig's perimeter, but that night 
w as one to dispel any unease. "The heaventree of 
stars hung with humid nightblue fruit." Read 
Joyce and be glad. 

Nor was this sense of well-being much eroded 
during the sunlit hours next day, although we 
failed to make as fast progress as I had hoped up 
the Vale of Rasselas. Our camp that Easter-day 
evening was in a belt of gum-scrub, on slightly 
higher ground west of the button-grassed valley. 
Here at last I began to realise the significant void 
in our tucker-bag; it grew into alarm as I mentally 
measured the distance and estimated the hazards 
separating us from journey's end. Sleep was mur­
dered then, as the dreadful possibilities crowded 
through my mind. But this was an unshared bur­
den and the one course that might have lightened 
it, a decision to return on the relatively easy route 
by which we had come, I would not entertain. 

Wyld's Craig was within sight. In the dawn­
light we took a compass reading on it . Since we 
were already in an elevated valley the "net" climb 
couldn't be much more than 3,000 feet; and the 
summit once attained we should see the Floren­
tine Valley before us, our road only about three 
map-miles distant, worming through its depths. 
Daunting the country migh t be, but n ot impassable, 
with three days , (r ations for only one and a half) 
to do it in . Backtracking would have involved a 
far greater mileage. It was St. George's Day an d 
the Dragon must be faced. 

So we went on. As we advanced up the valley 
on that Monday morning, skirting t he fo othills 0£ 
its western side both for the easier walking and 
to k eep Wyld's in better view to judge the right 
mode of approach, we wer e able to discern a broad 
chimney on the high scarp of the m ountain, which 
suggested itself as a likely means to the last stage 
of the assault. But the heavy timber of the lower 
slopes tended to conceal the lie of the ridge by 
which we could attain to t he base of the chimney . 
A couple of miles further north a m ajor creek 
emerged, flowing nor-westerly into the Gordon. 
The r idge forming its southern and partly eastern 
rim was the one w e must ascend by. It divided 
the watersheds of two systems of streams, the 
one just mentioned, feeding the Gordon, the other 
first falling sou th then wheeling easterly t o pass 
beneath the south ern, highest feature of Wyld's­
the "Sphinx's h ead" as I saw it- and render its 
tribute on the far side of the mountain t o the 

17 



Florentine. So much we could see from our map, 
but this map was o:f too coarse a scale to be more 
than generally indicative. 

Now we had to cross the Gordon again, from 
west to east, and this crossing divided the stages 
of. the journey quite decisively. Through swampy, 
thicketed flood-plain we reached the river-bank 
at about eleven on an overcast morning-and 
immediately before lay a bridge-of sorts! Formed 
naturally of two fallen trunks, one from each bank, 
making an obtuse angle concave to the current 
where they intersected, the "bridge" lay partly 
submerged about midstream, and the longitudinally 
ridged appearance of the longer and lower of the 
trunks, that thrusting out from the far side, bore 
witness to the whole having often been under 
water. Nevertheless it augured as good a crossing­
place as any we might stumble on in a couple of 
hours' tedious searching, and I went ahead to tes t 
its practicability. 

The tilt of the near log was rather steeply down­
wards, and my worry was to avoid gathering too 
much momentum before arriving at th e aw kw ard 
angle of transfer, in two planes, to , the segment of 
the farther trunk that lay submerged. My pack 
threatened to unbalance me, but somehow I con­
trived the tricky manoeuvre and stood up to my 
hocks on the sunken part, which proved to be 
badly split. The black river flowed with no more 
than a faint gurgle beneath the big log and on 
the downstream side produced an evil-looking 
vortex. Under me there was an ominous trembling 
of the split trunk, but I edged onwards, and after 
a few more yards was able almost to stride for­
ward with confidence on the firm and wider-girthed 
part of the tree until I reached the far bank. 

In the meantime Catharine had been taking off 
her boots, which being rubber-soled where mine 
were hobbed might have behaved treacherously 
on the more slippery part of the bridge. I returned, 
first to take her pack over, then once more to 
lead her across. All of this we managed, rather 
tremulously but without mis-stepping, and at last 
were over our Deep River, a barrier at least one 
hundred feet wide safely passed. 

Compared with the rather stunted scrub of the 
opposite bank the over-arching myrtles on this 
eastern side looked enticing. The river appeared 
almost motionless close inshore over a shoal, and 
though the color of tea it allowed us to see it s 
pebbly bed, perhaps not more than four feet down . 
Here was a pleasant place for lunch, which w e h ad 
without boiling a billy. The Gordon water, stained 
by button-grass, nevertheless tasted well as a cold 
draught. 

* 
We had hardly got to our feet again when we 

met and straightway recognised the bane of walk­
ers in the Tasmanian r ainforest- horizontal scrub. 
Whiskered with a rich green moss the super ­
imposed arches of the scrub looked lovely- and 
malevolent. Frustrated by this obstacle, in my 
intention to move north for some distance along the 
bank, we climbed uphill, through m yrtle and later 
through gum forest . To recite the story of this 
next day and a half in the forest w ould be t edious. 
Wyld's Craig has redoubtable defences on this 
side . Checked at various times by undergrowth too 
thick to penetrate, we writhed to left and right, 
without any glimpse of the rocky ramparts that 
were our goal. We had virtually to "feel" for the 
divide between the watersheds and not t ill about 
noon on the following day were we sure w e had 
attained it. Though we had been obliged to descend 
into several creeks and climb steeply out of them , 
our general progress had been upwards, and now 
we could trace ahead of us the line of the. spur 
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leading up towards the Sphinx's shoulder. Yet 
here the difficulties increased. It was critically 
important to hug this spur, but the going was des­
perately slow, every step contested by the thick 
understorey of vegetation. Where, unencumbered 
by packs, we mig_ht with reasonable agility have 
wormed our way forward, the very bulk of man­
cum-pack simply would not go. For three hours 
that afternoon I had no other recourse than to 
hack a way through the fortifications of young 
beech, celery-top pine, bauera, and-most intract­
able of all-virtual groves of close-growing giant 
hea th, richea pandanifolia, the trunks of which 
w ere often as thick as a wrist, while the confined 
space hampered the use of my hatchet. 

T hey w ere two rather depressing camps that we 
spent in the forest, without a fire on either occa­
sion , for the shortness of the days limited the 
amount of effort we could expend over and above 
m erely w inning ground, while, on the other hand, 
our small rations seemed scarcely to warrant any 
elaborate preparation. Most of our food was edible 
in cold form, anyway. My apprehensions of dis­
aster, moreover, again gathered in and tormented 
me out of sleep during those nights. In each of 
them a mountain shower came on, and although 
both times it ceased in about half an hour it filled 
me with anxiety over the risk of a real break in 
the weather, which would bog us down for days 
during which our tucker would run out. 

* 
But the rain did not, in fact, set in, and on 

Anzac Day morning, as we struck our tent after 
that last cramped forest-camp, perhaps 3,000 feet 
high on the spur, the dawn looked very promising. 
Fairly soon we broke free of the worst of our 
trammelling undergrowth and began the steeper 
part of the ascent, with more and more rocks 
obtruding now amid the prickly mountain-berries 
and gum saplings. Upwards we panted, resting now 
and then to recover breath and survey the steadily 
enlarging vista to the west. Now, looking back and 
over the roof of the forest we had forced a way 
through, we could see the gaunt grey shapes of 
dead King-Billy pines rising above the greens of 
living trees, and it was fairly apparent that one 
or more big fires must have roared up these slopes 
at no very remote past time, and the regrowth we 
had fought through was its legacy to us. Turning 
back to our present business, and traversing a few 
chains to th e left, we reached the base of the 
chimney described from so far back, and to our 
delight it was an even more negotiable staircase 
than m y best hopes had dared make it. Some­
w here about ten we began the climb in the chim­
n ey, and being tucked in close to the western face 
of the mountain would have felt cold in its shade 
but for our exertions. Now that attentions were 
less distracted by such obstacles as marked the 
assault course lower down, and only the gradient 
presented any difficulty, we became more conscious 
of our enfeeblement, and it seemed to me to take 
an unconscionable time to get up those last hun­
dreds of feet to where the sun was striking over 
from the east. 

Glory be! About eleven we were there, on the 
crest, the cairned summit visible to our right, not 
mor e than three hundred yards of sharp ascent. 
Earlier we had agreed that we'd be content with 
crossing the backbone of the mountain; but now, 
on this crystal-sharp morning, the temptation was 
irresistible. Downing packs, in spite of our feeling 
of weakness we almost scampered up to the cairn. 
High elation! We were near enough to being in 
the centre of the island, and on an islanded peak, 
from which in that clear autumn atmosphere prac­
tically every range, all around the compass, was 
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Invitation 

Summer's done, it's winter now; 
Fresh and green for brown and dusty, 
Earth's dry crust turned lush and lusty. 
Smooth the long, doubt-furrowed brow. 
Surcease for desire's hot aching, 
Fireside kisses, dear disrobings, 
Sweet involvements, midnight probings, 
Summer drought, but winter slaking. 
Songs they made for me to sing you, 
I, the canvas and the crayon, 
I, the instrument they play on. 
These, and more than these, I bring you. 
Tunes I'd make for you alone, 
Portraits that I cannot paint, 
(Spirit willing, flesh so faint,) 
Uncut miracles of stone. 
Live with me and be my sweet, 
Breath to breath and heart to heart. 
Thrones and powers may fall apart, 
Let there be one thing complete. 

0. D. WATSON 

seen sharp-etched and easily identifiable. At the 
city shrines the annual Anzac essay in morbid 
remembrance of a bloodbath was being conducted. 
For us the luminous sky and the soft airs of the 
high places. We had the best of it; and now we 
were going to come down, on the east side of the 
Craig, to our outlet road by the Florentine. Against 
all odds, against my own stupidity, we had brought 
it off. Not much tucker left in the bag, but it was 
the moment for a victory banquet. On the plateau 
of Wyld's Craig we had our first cooked meal 
for over forty-eight hours. The last of our bacon, 
the last of our raisins, but the stern visage of the 
quartermaster had momentarily relaxed. 

What misplaced confidence! For Wednesday's 
pride was to have its sequel in Sunday's humilia­
tion. Unable to discern any recogniseable track 
on the Florentine side we decided to navigate by 
compass. The going was not easy, mainly because 
of fallen spars, and maintenance of a steady course 
was impossible. Our weakness was telling on U5 
now, and I, in particular, fell often. My judgment 
clouded by impatience, I led Catharine into a 
creek-system not shown on the map, and kept on 
descending through it, until darkness obliged us 
to desist from the attempt to wind any further 
through what had become a labyrinth of huge 
criss-crossed, moss-wet, fallen trunks, lying at all 
sorts of angles to the cascading creek. There are 
degrees in misery and that night's camp in point 
both of its location, b etween two trees on a 30-
degree slope, and what it represented in frustrated 
hopes, was like the trash-rack of the world . 

* 
In the fourteen hours of painfully-drawn-out 

darkness my torments continued. The things pre­
sent as spectres only on former nights were begin­
ning to assume the shape of reality. Though the 
road could not be, at most, more than half-a-mile 
below us, the labyrinth seemed to close it off from 
us. It was murder for Catharine, with those 
wretched rubber soles, to keep her footing on those 
slimy-mossed logs. We were now overdue; at home 
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concern would be mounting at our non-appearance 
Tomorrow we must escape from this infernal maze 
of trunks, and the only way to do that would be 
to clamber out of the watershed onto its southern 
rim, and follow down the spur. 

Thus spoke reason, but there were other voices 
in the night. In the rushing waters of the creek I 
caught an over-sound, something like a babble of 
human speech or singing. It had a sinister quality 
and the image that accompanied it was of some 
obscene revelry, as though the hideous creatures 
of Hieronymus Bosch had joined in song and dance. 
I fought off this horror, but it kept recurring. 

At last sounded the raucous calling of moun­
tain-parrots, and in came the dreary dawn. Our 
camp chores were simple, but we weren't yet 
packed when a plane flew over, high up, invisible 
above the forest roof. It could hardly be that 
aircraft would so soon be brought into a sear ch 
for us; but I had been living on conjectures for 
days- and nights. Just perhaps! So we lit a heap 
of debris on the forest floor and stayed by to feed 
the fire for three hours, till noon; but as the plane 
did not return I reverted to the plan to save ·mr­
selves by our own efforts. We set off again, up 
the slope, laboriously climbing over, or along, or 
around the enormous logs, all naturally fallen, and 
were put to various devices, as usual, to cross the 
broken ground in between. But two hours later, 
and three more creeks behind us, all apparently 
curving around to join the deep one near which 
our fire had been lit, I realised I'd come to the 
end of my tether. 

The last of my stamina had ebbed away, like 
the last sputter of an engine run out of juice. and 
no will remained either to drive my leaden legs 
uphill or to face again the laced-up gullies. When 
I saw a moderate enough slope to provide a toler­
able camp-site, and half a chain away from it a 
large splintered branch fallen out of one of the 
towering swamp-gums, I threw down my pack 
and said to Catharine: "This is where I'm going 
to camp. All my energy has suddenly run out. I 
couldn't carry this pack another hundred yards. 
We'll get this splintered wood alight and keep the 
fire going until they see it and come to fetch us 
out. We'll pitch the tent up there, and seeing that 
the road is so close, they can hardly miss seeing 
our smoke. Anyway it shouldn't be later than 
tomorrow." 

* 
That's about how I recollect it. Until this dread­

ful feeling of utter exhaustion overtook me I hadn't 
ever thought of ,us as detached from society. We 
were physically apart from t he towered cities 
and busy hum of men, but on our way to rejoin 
them. ow it was as though a shutter had fallen 
and cut the familiar world off from us. We were 
here, marooned in the bowels of the forest, and 
beyond its bounds, invisible, amorphous, were 
they, the rest of mankind. 

Catharine was terribly dismayed. She knew 
that our food supplies were now desperately short, 
down to two meals a day, and soon nothing but a 
little brown rice would remain . But m ainly she 
was concerned at my physical weakness, patently 
worse than her own condition, and the prospect 
of my becoming more helpless still. 

In anguish I pondered the mounting apprehen­
sion of Nan back at Fern Tree, and of other kins­
folk, especially our mothers, Nan's and mine, both 
in Adelaide, if there were much delay in our being 
found, and their fearful speculation turned over 
the whole cardpack of horrors. My thoughts 
ranged very widely during those hours. Largely 
they were concerned with the domestic mess if I 
did die. There was, besides, a film society that 
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would find itself without a secretary, and there 
was an appointment with a Parliamentary Com­
mittee of Enquiry, which would not be kept. Ha! 
That's a rich one. Stirred up by the clamor of 
Tory bastards to bring back Port Arthur penology, 
the birch or the lash for delinquent youths, I had 
submitted written evidence on the futility of such 
methods to a Select Committee enquiring into 
Crime, Punishment and the Police, and now they 
wanted to question me upon it. Sure, and w as I 
not the biggest delinquent of them all, the mur­
derer-designate of my child, the ruination o! m y 
family, the violent embarrassment of my friends? 

My daughter is of taciturn temperament, and 
our conversation during these days was desultor y . 
After one hesitant overture I drew back from any 
direct attempt to plumb Catharine's feelings. We 
had with us Mick Sharland's book on Tasmanian 
birds, and a Penguin volume of sever a l Shaw 
plays, and Kate wolfed the latter, prefaces and 
all, but for myself I had little impulse to read. 
Yet there was an intimacy present th at had little 
need of speech. The kid helped bathe and bandage 
the wounds I had incurred as ,track-cutter of the 
expedition (and which made further use o! my 
hatchet almost intolerably painful) , and in various 
ways affirmed her trust in the eventual success o! 
our enterprise, which was narrowed a t this time 
to the single object of hanging on till help arrived. 
I watched covertly the rare spasms of despair that 
seized her, but which showed in n o more than a 
face stained by tears. Not once did she utter a 
reproach. It w as so short a time before, a bare 
three months, that we had been among the tens 
of thousands w h o h ad waited torn by anxiety for 
news of her schoolfellow, a 15-year-old lad who 
got separated from a party on a southern Tasman­
ian mountain, and w as not seen again, though a 
search by scores of bushmen h ad gone on for 
weeks. Now, though immeasurably better equip­
ped for survival, we w ere the "missing" and could 

come a little closer to the sensations of the lost 
who never are found. But still a long way off. For 
our privations must not be exaggerated. We had 
food to eat each day, water to drink; our clothes 
though badly ripped and our tent and sleeping­
bags gave us protection •from the elements. Finally, 
we had fire. 

* 
On Friday morning, when the sky was blue 

where visible through our forest ceiling, an aircraft 
flew over, and now we knew that its flight con­
cern ed us. Our smoke, stained by the gases from 
saturated beech-logs flung on the fire for that 
purpose (with small need of the hatchet we were 
able to feed the fire adequately with debris from 
a 30-yard radius) dispersed somewhat between the 
trees, but I felt sure enough of it must rise above 
the forest to attract attention in the search-plane. 
Later in the morning we heard the engine's drone 
again, and though it seemed fairly high Up we 
still retained some hope that from it our fire would 
have been seen. Disconsolately we turned in that 
night when no help came, and then purgatory 
descended on us with the long-feared bust in the 
weather. 

At nine on Friday night the rain began. Thun­
der crashed on the Craig a couple of miles away, 
and reverberated through our trees. After each 
big clap the rain beat down harder, but no real 
i-lackening occurred all night. When the sun should 
have risen the forest remained tenebrous. The 
rain kept on during the morning, but during its 
quieter intervals we heard the creek roaring below 
us. Our tent remained rain-proof, but there was 
not enough light to read by: confetti of beech­
leaves, shaken down by the storm from the ceiling 
above, flecked such daylight as did penetrate the 
ja para cloth. To keep the fire going seemed fatu­
ous under such conditions, but it was my only 
gesture against total despair. Kate and I sang 

AUSTRALIAN NOVELS 
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BUT STILL THE STREAM, Nancy Cato 
As in ALL THE RIVERS RUN and TIME 
FLOW SOFTLY, the first two novels of this 
Australian trilogy, Nancy Cato has memor­
ably portrayed the Murray River through 
the eyes of her heroine, Delle Edwards. 22/6 

Coming late October 

THE WORLD TURNED 
UPSIDE DOWN Donald Mclean 
This is a vigorous and exciting novel about 
teen-agers in Sydney during the 1880's, of 
"The World Turned Upside Down", a rowdy 
pub in the docks area and of the inevitable 
corruption of the family that ran it. 26/ -

THE WILL OF THE TRIBE 
Arthur Upfield 

Once m ore Arthur Upfield shows his unique 
understanding of the Australian Aborigine 
and his white neighbor as Detectiv~ Inspector 
Napoleon Bonaparte works on his assignment 
in North-Western Australia. 17/6 

Coming late October 

DOWN THE GOLDEN MILE 
Stuart Gore 

A gripping first novel set in Kalgoorlie. The 
author's understanding of life in the mining 
country has enabled him to write a novel 
combining action and suspense with a sen­
sit ive diagnosis of a social problem. 22/6 

AT EVERY BOOKSHOP 
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songs, sacred and profane; we played word-games, 
recalled poetry, tried to fill our minds with dis­
tractions. By the afternoon there was a tapering 
off of the showers but the cloud ceiling kept low. 
No ·question of a plane sighting us, but if a ground 
party were sloshing through the area they might 
just happen to smell or catch sight of our smoke. 
And thus we came to our fourth night overdue. 
From sheer weariness I slept an hour or two, but 
in the longer wakeful hours my familiar devils 
were present again, carrying on their obscene 
choruses. 

Sunday seemed reluctant to show its face at all. 
When at last enough light had filtered through the 
tree-canopy, we could see that the forest was 
enveloped in mist. Unless it cleared our signal 
smoke again would be vain. But this was 
Sunday and there would be prayers offered for us. 
That w~ knew, and I tried to convince Catharine, 
who like me but not through me is a religious 
sceptic, that the concentration of so many minds 
upon our plight must issue in an intensification of 
activity in the search for us. The truth is that I 
pinned my last hopes on Sunday only because, as 
a rest day, it would allow larger numbers to be 
involved in the search, and I felt with one part 
of my mind a distrust of the almost light-hearted 
mood that took possession of me during the day. 
I had decided in any event that, as we had left 
only two of our serves of boiled rice, we must 
attempt to move again on the Monday morn:ing, 
jettisoning all our gear save the tent and sleepmg­
bags. The lightness of our food consumption would 
have told against us, but in other ways I felt fitter 
than when I had stopped. I had benefited by the 
rest, and most of the twenty-odd wounds and 
scratches incurred in my contest with the bush, 
a number of which had become pus-laden, were 
beginning to heal. Catharine at no time was so 
physically reduced as I. It is ironic to_ reflect that, 
had our deliverance by external agencies not been 
effected when it was, we would have emerged O'l 
the road the next morning, for the tract of forest 
se~arating us from it was neither as extensive as 
my fevered surmise had made it, no1; nearly as 
formidable as the country through which we had 
recently struggled. 

* 
But on Sunday afternoon the mist lightened ~nd 

lifted to some extent. Enough for the searchmg 
Cessna to spot our smoke. It came roaring in _at 
treetop level, circled twice and made off agam. 
As I write this account of it, that inerasible memory 
surges up, and the emotions that accompanied it. 
We were crazy with joy and relief. "Hope I can 
meet the pilot to thank him," said Catharine when 
we had stopped leaping about like leprechauns, 
"Won't Mummy be glad!" Sundown was barely 
half-an-hour off, and I didn't give us a chance of 
seeing a ground party arrive that night. (This was 
deranged thinking also, for the search leaders, 
police officers, had to make sure we we~e 1?oth 
there and uninjured, and to allay general d1sqUiet). 
So ...,;e turned in for the last time at that camp, 
for what we reckoned would be the longest night 
of all. It was soon after seven that we heard the 
first axe-blow. Then another, closer-seeming. I 
charged from the tent to make the fire flare up, 
and soon could see the strong torch-beams p robing 
up towards us. About twenty minutes after the 
first sound reached us the rescue party, six strong, 
came up to the fire. Before, that, as s?on _ as they 
were within hail of us, they d had their big ques­
tion answered, that both of us were there, and 
both well. 

In the firelight we could see that the burly 
bushman who had axe-blazed the way, directed 
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by the compass-bearing of the leader, was swim­
ming in sweat. They lost no time in swooping on 
our tent and gear, and within minutes had begun 
to help us out, down the blazed trail, to the road. 
I asked whether, by good chance, the pilot of the 
aircraft was among them, because my daughter 
wanted to thank him for spotting us. No, said one 
of the constables, but here is the bloke who saw 
your smoke, and then when the Cessna circled, he 
spotted your tent, too. That was how we met Don 
Frankcombe, who had led the ground party in. 
Logging Superintendent of Australian Newsprint 
Mills, Frankcombe is a vigorous, quietly efficient 
bloke, who probably found the publicity that came 
to him through this episode as distasteful as ours 
was to me. He certainly had no cause to respect 
me, who had trespassed on the Forestry Concession 
granted to his Company and given him endless 
trouble, but no-one was more to be thanked than 
he for extricating us. 

Shame; indeed, had quickly succeeded the joy 
of being found, for me. It seemed so small an 
effort, in relative terms, to reach the road and 
now I could begin to apprehend the untiring exer­
tions of "the others," no longer a faceless mass, 
since the emergency began. But I would have to 
live with this mortification. 

* In my end is my beginning. The news went 
out that we were lost, and a wave of emotion 
rolled back towards my family, expressed in let­
ters and telegrams from all parts of the Common­
wealth and by support rendered by those close at 
hand. The news went over that we were found, 
and a new wave rolled in. A clod, it was feared, 
was about to be lost to the main. Somewhat later 
there came relief; that clod will wash away in 
time, but its time is, after all, not yet . . . 

Without radio and press headlines would a whole 
community have been stirred so much by the 
thought of losing two of its members? Surely not, 
for every day the community suffers such loss, 
and often more grievously in point of the quality 
of those for whom the knell is sounded. Yet in all 
Australians save 'the newest arrivals there dwells 
a scarcely-veiled horror of death by starvation or 
thirst, in isolation in the bush. It is expressed in 
our short stories, in our verse, it was produced to 
an unutterable poignancy in the film "Back of 
Beyond". And even today, when our search and 
rescue equipment is comparatively well developed, 
a few hapless ones pass through its meshes and 
die in circumstances we would prefer not to 
imagine. A year or so ago in the Flinders Range 
near Wilpena an 11-year-old lad failed to return, 
on Tasmania's Mount Picton the high-school boy 
disappeared only last January. No marvel then 
that pathos invests every report of threatened loss, 
and the deep roots of community are exposed in 
the response to it. It is not, I think, a demeaning 
of Donne's devotional thought to suggest that our 
national history has so wrought· on the imagination 
of Australians as to make them peculiarly aware 
in this specific situation that "any man's death 
diminishes me, because I am involved in Man­
kind." Perhaps we can go on to cultivate our 
compassion more widely, starting from this still 
centre. 
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This outstanding bronze trophy ia 
awarded to the winner of the GMH 
Theatre Award. It was specifically 
dc:3igned from an aboriginal motif 
by Lyndon Dadswell. 

Building a Creative Tradition in the Australian Theatre -

THE GMH THEATRE ·· A WARD 
To progress, a nation must develop culturally 
as well as industrially. Strong in this belief, 
General Motors-Holden's established, in 1958, 
a series of annual awards for creative work: in 
the Australian theatre. Under the terms of this 
award, GMH offered a first prize of £300 and 
a bronze trophy, together with a second prize of 
£75 and a third prize of £50 for the best play 
written by an Australian but not previously 
produced. Winner of the first prize was Peter 
Kenna. His play, "The Slaughter of St. Teresa's 
Day", has since been successfully performed 
by both amateur and professional companies. 
In 1959, the General Motors-Holden's Theatre 
Award was offered for the best production by 

a wholly professional company. The 1960 
award was again offered for an original Aus­
tralian play and was shared by four authors. 
The next GMH Theatre Award will break new 
creative ground. This time, it has been decided 
to confer the award for a full-length musical 
play. Interested Australian writers and com­
posers are invited to obtain conditions of entry 
and an official entry form from the organisers, 
the Australian Elizabethan Theatre Trust. 
By offering this practical incentive, General 
Motors-Holden's stress the conviction that 
Australians are capable of creating a "musical" 
as vital, exciting and theatrically valid as any 
from overseas. 

GENERAL MOTORS-HOLDEN'S PTY. LIMITED 
BRISBANE e SYDNEY e MELBOURNE e ADELAIDE e PERTH 

049e 
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MAD JACK'S 

WEAKNESS 

W. N. Scott 

Overland No. 24, September 1962 

Mad Jack Bell from Hopeless Mountain 
Spends his cheque and goes back bush 
To the jagged gullies, bitter rockholes, 
Speargrass flats and evening hush. 
Golden beetles bore in his skullbones, 
Peer from behind his pale gold eyes; 
Heart as cold as an old grey ghost-town, 
Hands as restless as the flies. 

Mad Jack comes from Hopeless Mountain 
Twice a year and all alone. 
Sneers at the township (how we hate him!), 
Picking his path through the broken stone. 
Flour, salt, a bag of bullets, 
Plug tobacco, tea, and rum 
Slung on the packhorse; then he'll vanish 
Back to the silence, to his home. 

Young Tom Conway tried to find his 
Rumored reef, but rumor lied. 
Tom got bushed and missed a rockhole, 
Filled his mouth with sand, and died. 
Mad Jack found him six months later 
White where the crows and ants had fed. 
"I left him there," he told the Sergeant, 
"He shouldn't have come out bush," he said. 

Knobbed and grey as a weather-bleached 
fence-post, 

Lonely and grim stalks Hatter Jack. 
Quartz-white hair and bleak gold eyeballs, 
Never a word when we pass on the track. 
Ashamed that I should know his weakness 
Who found, with the Sergeant, a cairn of 

stones 
And the old blue blanket he had wrapped 
So gently around the pitiful bones. 
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This year's exclusion of Overland from the aid 

of the Commonwealth Literary Fund has become 
such a public issue throughout Australia that our 
comment is hardly necessary. 

We could refer in detail to the protest signed 
by distinguished literary and academic figures from 
all over Australia, including six professors of 
English; to the airing of the issue in the pages 
of Nation, the Sydney Morning Herald, and many 
other publications; to the Parliamentary questions 
on the matter; to the unsolicited letter we have 
received from Mr. Patrick White, offering us the 
use of his name; to the joint protest of many 
Australian editors signed in Sydney recently (the 
editors of all Australian quarterlies have joined 
in protests); or to the unprecedented flood of letters 
and donations we have received ,in protest. 

Instead, we will confine ourselves to three brief 
points. 

1. The C.L.F. Advisory Board* ruled recently 
in Overland's favor for the second year running 
(it is said that this year, unlike last, there was 
one dissentient). The recommendation was re­
jected by the Parliamentary Committee of the 
Fund consisting of Messrs. Menzies, Roberton 
(Cou~try Party) and Calwell, by (it is believed) 
a two-to-one vote. The Menzies Government thus 
continues its tradition, established in recent years 
(notably in censorship cases) , of rejecting the 
advice of its own advisors. 

2. While the entire burden of obloquy cannot 
be removed from the Advisory Committee of the 
C.L.F. who are, as national figures, in a position 
to take action against their own humiliation, 
nevertheless it is undesirable that the responsi­
bility for the Overland scandal should rest with 
them. This was a political decision taken at a 
political level, and its political implications fo~ 
the quality of democratic life in this country neect 
to be understood. 

3. The Overland case is, unfortunately, fast 
bringing the Commonwealth Literary F_und as a 
whole into disrepute. This body does mvaluable 
work much of it on a humanitarian level not 
know'n to the public. It is therefore tragic to see 
it on the Prime Minister's responsibility, drawn 
in'.to the political arena and smudged w ith the 
dirty finger-prints of bias. The issue is thus much 
bigger than Overland itself, and the nature of the 
response to the latest rejection shows that a 
public nerve !_:as been touched. 

* Special mention is necessary of an attempted 
defence of the C.L.F. by Kenneth Slessor (Daily 
Telegraph, Sydney, 28th August 19?2)_. Mr. _Sles­
sor makes some remarks of astomshmg naivety: 
" ... the best kind of literature has no wings, 
either right or left, and . . . a truly 'literary' 
magazine should have not~ing to do w~t~ p~litics 
and everything to do with good writing, for 
instance. 

One doesn't know where to start tackling this 
old-fashioned piece of obscurantism. Whether to 
tell Mr. Slessor that politics is about life and 
so is literature; whether to ask him if it is meant 
as a defence of the decision to bar Overland and, 
• Members of the C.L.F . Advisory Board : Dr. A. Grenfell 

Price (Chairman), Mr. Kenneth Slessor, iyrr. Douglas 
Stewart Miss Kylie Tennant, Mr. Harold White (National 
Librari.{n), Assoc. Professor T. Inglis Moore, Professor 
A. R. Chisholm. 

24 

if so, how he squares it with support to a maga­
zine of greater political (but right-wing) conte_nt; 
or whether just to say that it is an outstanding 
example of cowardice to state the above (obviously 
in relation to the Overland case) and then com­
ment: "It may be left to the readers of Meanjin, 
Quadrant Southerly, Overland, Australian Letters 
and the ;est to decide which of the magazines are 
wholeheartedly devoted to literature rather than 
politics . . . " 

No, Mr. Slessor. In this case it is not up to 
our readers, but up to the Commonwealth Literary 
Fund. If this is your view about Overland, :t 
should be brought out into the open and discussed 
openly. If the secrecy surrounding the operations 
of the C.L.F. means that this kind of view goes 
unchallenged, then it is indeed time that the public 
become uneasy at the prospect of a debilitated 
diet of "safe", committee-type literature. 

* For the record, the following are the subsidies 
r eceived by the five Australian quarterlies this 
year: Meanjin £1,000 from the C.L.F., plus ,;xtra 
funds from the Lockie Bequest of the University 
of Melbourne and from the Myer Foundation; 
Quadrant £1,050 ( £ 800 from the Congress of 
Cultural Freedom, £250 from the C.L.F.) plus 
special advertising revenue; Southerly £1,000 
(from the C.L.F.) plus certain "advantages" in 
publishing; Australian Letters £ 250 (from · the 
C.L.F.) plus special advertising r evenue. Overland 
usually covers its actual losses by readers' dona­
tions, but only just, and at the cost of impover­
ished production and few payments to authors 
and artists. 

The situation does make one reflect on Cyril 
Pearl's comments on the A.B.C. Critics' session 
recently, when he asked how any subsid~sed mag~­
zine could claim that it was reflectmg publlc 
demand. Subsidies have, of course, kept alive 
magazines which should have been allowed to die 
a natural death. Yet monopoly and mass-com­
munications have created a wasteland where we 
can be quite sure that desirable music, drama and 
literature will not flourish without some kind of 
superphosphate sprinkled around. Meanjin, for 
instance, is by far the most important qu1:1-rterly 
in Australia today, and one of the finest m the 
English language, yet could not survive in its pre­
sent form a month without its aid. So we have to 
decide that "committee literature" is not the only 
alternative to admass, and fight to find ways to 
ensure this. The kind of problem, of course, that 
Alan Hughes is grappling with in his article in 
this issue. 

* 
If space had permitted I had intended to write 

a short article on the recent literary seminar held 
in Sydney by the Congress of Cultural Freedom. 
The editors of nearly all Australian literary 
periodicals were present, as well as critics and 
observers such as Leonie Kramer and A. D. Hope. 
Also present were editors from the U.S.A., Nigeria, 
New Zealand, Korea and the Philippines. 

The occasion was a unique and welcome one, 
though not without its contradictions: the oversea<; 
visitors, for instance, tended to prevent the Aus­
tralians tackling local technical and organisational 
questions and were clearly puzzled at some of our 
indigenm_;s problems and approaches. Yet William 
Phillips (Partisan Review, U.S.A.) and Robie 
Macauley (Kenyon Review, U.S.A.) brought a 
sophistication and a broa9-er persp~ctive to 01:1r 
discussions; I was particularly mterested m 
Macauley's excellent paper on "Are literary 
journals obsolescent?", in which he spoke of the 
need "to keep our culture from becoming merely 
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sociological", and spoke of the responsibility of 
the little magazine "to emphasise and exalt those 
valuable things that the age seems to ignore": 

In a lax, easy and self-satisfied age it should 
practice a vigorous cultural criticism. In an 
age that goes in heavily for excellent report­
age and critical examination, it should do its 
utmost to preserve and encourage imagination 
sensibility and philosophical speculation. On~ 
o! th~ foolish glories of the unpopular maga­
zme 1s to offer poetry when everybody wants 
to read reports or editorials. 

A useful comment, I thought, on the questions 
regarding "sociology" that I raised in this column 
in our last issue. 

Prima facie one would have expected a seminar 
organised by the Congress of Cultural Freedom 
to be concerned with getting good value in terms 
of anti-Communism for the five or six thousand 
pounds expended. I would h ave expected a 
stronger emphasis than we got on the "there is 
no third way" line, now run very strongly by 
the Sydney Bulletin, many Catholic intellectuals 
and the right-wing generally. In the intellectual 
world it is, of course, the expression of that fury 
and distrust American senators feel for the coun­
tries that refuse to line up with one of the great 
power blocs. 

Only one speaker, Mr. Harries of the Tutorial 
Classes of the University of Sydney, took us to 
task in this way. He defined for us the "pseudo­
liberal" who is interested in prison reform, the 
death penalty and summit meetings, and con­
trasted him with the "real liberal" who lacks "the 
pervasive sense of guilt that paralyses pseudo­
liberals" and who "takes a definite stand on com­
munism". It was interesting to have such a 
clear-cut expression of what might be termed the 
intellectual death-,vish of our time. 

No; far from having this kind of thing drummed 
into us one of the main complaints I would make 
about the seminar was the lack of in-fighting the 
difficulty of attacking and discussing issues' in­
cluding those Mr. Harries raised. Too mudh of 
the talk was on a high moral level; it was refresh­
ing to hear Wale Soyinka (Black Orpheus, Nigeria) 
ask us what we were doing about the development 
of New Guinea and Aboriginal writers. 

There is no doubt that the Congress of Cultural 
Freedom is dedicated to the anti-Communist figh t, 
and has envisaged it, in this country at least in 
black-and-white terms. The dangers to civil 
liberties in this campaign were excellently mani­
fested in the spurious (and fortunately, abortive) 
attacks mounted not long ago on the Melbourne 
University lecturer Geoff Sharpe. It would be 
idle to deny that the right-wing today holds a 
certain initiative largely because of the failings 
of the left; yet perhaps an occasion such as this 
literary seminar helps to obstruct the polarisers, 
and as such is destructive to the more sterile 
aspects of the Congress' work. One attends it as 
one attends a peace conference or some political 
gathering, knowing that manipulators are at work 
but determined to do a bit of manipulating one­
self. In present circumstances this seems to me 
a useful attitude for the unorganisational man 
to take. * 

Further to my remark last issue on a "take-off 
point" in Australian publishing, the latest figures 
are to hand in "Australian National Bibliography" 
for 1961. Publications in Australia last year num­
bered 1840-a dramatic rise from 839 the year 
before. Works of literature rose from 146 to 185, 
including poetry from 19 to 24 volumes, fiction 
from 84 to 116. Travel, biography and history rose 
from 123 to 161. s. MURRAY-SMITH 
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The Floating Fund 

'!'his magazine has a deliberate policy of 
publishing under cost, in order to keep our 
price to a popular level. This means we have 
a circulation far higher than any other mag­
azine of this nature in this country; in fact, 
there are few such magazines anywhere in 
the non-Communist world which circulate as 
widely. What money we do get goes into 
saying more rather than into the finer points 
of production-not that we wouldn't like a 
more expensive-looking job if we could 
afford it. And a high circulation forces us 
to think of people all the time, not of our 
own amour propre. 

The best thing about this rather crazy­
sounding policy of ours is that it works and 
it works because our readers understa~d it 
and back it. Here is the proof-£309/8/9 
received in donations since our last issue. 

Very many , thanks to: 
Anon £50; GMH £25, EHT £21; KHF £20; 

CBC, ML £10; GGM £9/10/0; KK £6; AGA 
£5/5/0; RC, JDMcL, SB, JVB, PL, MM, IW, HH 
£5; GB £4/10/0; DM, PB, DP £4; GKS, RW £3; 
WRP £2/10/0; KSP, DG, KTF, MC, FD £2/2/0; 
AGD, K WMcC, MG £2 ; OR, BR, RT, ES £1/12/0; 
HM, KM, HJH, AF, JVB, ADE, JvonM £1/10/0; 
FO £1/9/6 ; JCH £1/2/ 0; DNR, RAW £1/1/0; 
RDB, NF, JJ, JS, ewe, FM, LD, RGE, WWM, GS, 
JKE, EWI, JT, VL, AT, MD £ 1; MB 15/9; MWP, 
RJP 15/-; WCG, GK, RDMcL 11/-; GK, WMT 
10/6. 

HRG, DW, JB, HB, JB, SMA, GS, IG, KCM, 
R_T, LB, EM, EH, OL, BB, SYT, JH, EJWM, JB, 
JB, LK, TT, JN, IB, FDD, ELHS, HP, ENH, WY, 
JK, DMcL, LRP, EH, RBR, TS,ACJ, CS, JZ, OSG, 
KF, LCR, CW, BG, CE, WP, GLB, AF, ML, LC, 
TJ, MU 10/-. 

JRL 7/6; AM, DM, YE, NDM, HH, MEB, DB, 
RW, ES, LLR 5/-; RT, CAB 2/6. 
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~* COMMENT 

Nettie Palmer (Vic.) writes: 

Overland is to be congratulated on publishing 
in its last issue a supplement on Spain, the country 
that more than any other perhaps in our lifetime 
seemed the :focal point for the kind of idealism 
inspiring the letters of Whitman and O'Dowd. 

"Spain was a death to us: Munich a mourning," 
Day Lewis wrote in 1940, in a poem beginning: 
"Where are the war poets? the fools inquire," and 
explaining why, at the outbrea\{ of the second 
world war, poets had nothing to say, for they had 
seen it all coming, when those who betrayed 
Spain's natural hope for justice "rigged the market 
for the ruin of man." 

At the present time, though, we are constantly 
reminded that the period when the struggle in 
Spain focussed all the world's eyes is pre-hist->ry 
to the generation now in its 'twenties: and also 
that, throughout the lifetime of this generation, 
people in Spain have been serving terms in gaol. 
Marcos Anna, the young poet released last )'ear 
after learning to write in jail, was only one of many 
who served terms as long as ·22 years in Franco's; 
and in recent months people have been condemned 
to as much as 18 years' imprisonment for actions 
that in no democratic country would be considered 
a crime. 

So it seems a pity that the only article in your 
supplement, dealing historically with the struggle 
in Spain, should have been limited to disl'ussion 
of a particular book, and gave little to put t~e 
Spanish war in perspective for those who know 
little or nothing about it. The Spanish Republic, 
David Martin says in the course of his review, 
could not have survived for six months (after the 
outbreak of war) without help from the Soviet 
Union. True or otherwise, this remark caa only 
be discussed in relation to the general picture of 
the war in Spain-a struggle for independence, as 
Einstein called it, carried on by those loyal to the 
elected government of the Republic against a clique 
of treacherous generals, armed by and serving the 
aims of Italo-German aggression in Europe. 

The Republican government of Spain was one 
enjoying wide popular support, as I had ample 
opportunity of seeing when in Spain in 1936. With­
out the state of affairs then prevalent in Germany 
and Italy, the war in Spain would never have 
happened, let alone lasted six months. 

Adrian Rawlins writes: "One editorial cut in my 
article on Australian art, which .appeared in the 
last Overland, seems to me injurious to my inten­
tion. I refer to the deletion of the second half 
of the sentence: "Painting is, after all, largely a 
matter of using paint creatively; ostensible subject 
matter is of only secondary importance." The cut 
tends to render the sentence emptily portentous. 
I consider it of prime importance to stress that 
pictorial art is a process of creation rather than 
depiction. 
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Apopemptic Hymn 

All was as it was when I went in: 
The pictures right-side up, the chairs in 

place, 
The flowers stood stiff upon the mantel-piece; 
I knew the voice, I recognised the face. 

Outside, the same sky held the same earth 
fast, 

The green leaves shone, dogs barked, the 
children played; 

But suddenly, inside, the air grew cold, 
The evening ceased to sing; I was afraid. 

The chairs began to dance, the pictures 
screamed, 

The suppurating flowers smelt sickly-sweet; 
The white walls crashed together, silence 

howled, 
The floor collapsed in darkness at my feet. 

The door slams shut, the wind is in my hair, 
The sky has gone and in its place there 

stands 
The mighty stranger, blotting out the sun: 
I turn and feel my way with cold, blind 

hands. 

But where I turn he stands before me still, 
Annihilating time, bestriding space; 
Chaos is come, my daughter is unborn, 
And blank and featureless my young son's 

face. 

No point of recognition but the grass­
Even the tree betrays me in the end-
Oh blind hands, feel the toughness of the 

blades, 
And the cold ground beneath them as your 

friend. 
DOROTHY AUCHTERLONIE 

"In this country, as has been shown in the recent 
controversy in the letters column of the Melbourne 
Age, a strong reactionary movement has persisted, 
headed by a group of academic and debilitated 
post-Impressionists and popular portrait painters 
employing, to use Noel Counihan's phrase, 'slick 
photographic naturalism'. This group has persisted 
because a large section of the public is not able 
to distinguish between creation and depiction. 
While things are changing for the better, it is still 
imperative to point out that the success of a paint­
ing rests not on the 'realism' or 'abstraction' of its 
subject's rendering but on the internal logic of the 
overall image and how the medium of paint is 
used to create that image." 
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Looking Back 

Strange, how often solitude and sadness 
dominate the written imitations 
of my thoughts and underline their oddness. 

But when I'm happy I cannot convey 
my tumult-life is much to full to bother. 
Control and polish have no part in joy. 

Yet at times like this I feel compelled to 
write: 

outside, the house has stifled in the mist 
and I've sat here remembering you all night. 

RODNEY HALL 

Epitaph for a Monster of our Times 

The age admires precision 
and this man was precise, 
a passion for names and numbers, 
they say, his ·only vice; 

a kindly man, with blue 
and inoffensive eyes, 
a public servant, slightly 
smaller than life-size, 

who sat at his desk, a slave 
to files and paper-clips, 
while children died and cities 
burned at his finger-tips; 

a Caligula by proxy, 
stiff-collared, dispassionate, 
whose crablike hand made entry 
of number, name and date, 

using the regulation 
form, the official quill, 
to sign with equal flourish 
death-warrant, laundry bill; 

an organisation man 
par excellence, whom we 
need only convict at last 
of gross efficiency. 
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DAVID MALOUF 

On Going to Sleep 

There comes a time, the tide at the ebb, 
The mind receding, the wooden drift 
Of strong affections bedded in sand, 
When the blue haze over the sea's lift 

Lowers and broods on the decline 
Of the afternoon's last lambent hour. 
Then desire, receding, leads on 
Illusion lest the wind swing sour 

On the day's past pace, the night's dance 
When you turned the wits to work at wit, 
Then pen to punctuate the running words. 

But now you sleep: and there's an end on it. 

MAX HARRIS 

Park Orator 

All questions asked, the final answer's lost 
Like men diminishing where paths begin. 
The orator now amplifies the cost 

Where only paper'_s blown on lawns, and thin 
Dogs speculate. Upon his broken stand, 
He awaits their ridicule. But dogs can't grin. 

Next Sunday, crowds will stay and under-
stand 

The speech upon these steps-and quickly 
cheer 

His cause and banishment from every land 

' Where fools comply with bricks around 
their fear . 

But indiscriminant on daydream grass, 
The rubbish left becomes alive and clear: 

He finds a legion there that makes new stress 
And lets him rise, rehearse what should be 

said: 
This multitude will arm and then oppress. 

He must compel again, forgetting dread, 
And show the rabble how revolts are won 
By prophets who may look toward the sun. 
But cleaners come and sweep the crowd 

instead. 
R . A . SIMPSON 
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AUSTRALIAN BOOK WEEK 

NOVEMBER 10-17 

BOOKS 
ARE 

A NATION'S 
IMAGE 

Inserted by the forty-five members of the Australian 

Book Publishers' Association to mark the growing 

stature and importance of Australian Books. 
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WILL DYSON 

Vane Lindesay 

TO state that the golden age of political cartooning is over is to enter only inches deep 
in argumentative waters. For the truth is that today political cartooning lacks three 

essentials. One is the humanism established by Hogarth, Daumier, Steinlen and Forain 
and carried forward by Will Dyson, with its hard hitting comment on humbug, hypocrisy 
and the important issues of life. The other two missing essentials are the technique and 
the artist's independence. 

W. E. Pidgeon (WEP), the Sydney artist and 
cartoonist, recently put it this way: "The daily 
life of the people is today reflected back to them 
in terms of gentle, even inane satire. Jocularity 
is wearing out a million pencils and the straight 
cartoon is as rare as a bonus. On such stately and 
portentious o~casions as the cessation of . war, ~he 
birth of a prmcess, or the death of a pnme mm­
ister, the modern cartoonist groans and trembles 
and produces a funnier drawing than ever." 

For the trend today in draftsmanship is more 
and more to the "cute and dinky" style of draw­
ing. With the rise in popularity of the Halas- and 
Batchelor-type animated cartoons for television, 
this style is predominent in the younger black­
and white artists the world over. Worse still, since 
Thurber's whimsical diagrams caught on, it seems 
internationally accepted that any old scratchy lines 
on paper may pass for. drawing. Hundred-weights 
of this stuff are syndicated from overseas, reinforc­
ing the fashion here. 

Even the styles of well-known cartoonists, like 
Giles of the London Daily Express (with his 
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imitators), and Vicky of the New Statesman, are 
too light to express dignity on important themes 
and issues. · 

Assuming the artist has the technique he still 
faces the problem of his independence, a problem 
which needs little explanation. Today, in a world 
of newspaper combines and takeovers, editorial 
policy is partisan and powerful: the cartoonists 
are there to express it. 

But it was not always so. Late last century, 
when Australians were more concerned with 
national independence and vigorously reacted to 
foreign pressures, the weekly Bulletin was founded. 
One of its strong features was its drawings and 
cartoons. They soon became famous around the 
world. Its discoveries, like Phil May and David 
Low, moved on from Sydney to become interna­
tional celebrities. Despite this, very little attention 
has been paid to the remarkable contribution our 
satiric and humorous artists have made to the 
Australian achievement. The Ballarat-born broth­
ers, Will and Ambrose Dyson, who were schooled 
in the old Bulletin nursery of hard hitting satire, 
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IN THE MIDLANDS: "Mummer, why don't they forcibly feed us?" 

were in the forefront of this achievement: in an 
unbroken line for over half a century until 1952 
(when the third Dyson died) there was a Dyson 
working in the radical tradition. 

The most famous · and influencial satirist Australia 
has produced is Will Dyson, who at the age of 
17, in 1897, started submitting his self-taught 
drawings to the Bulletin. Curiously enough Will 
was to become known in Australia only by his 
illustrations to his brother Ted Dyson's book 
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"Fact'ry 'ands", and by his caricatures of Com­
monwealth personalities, which (published in the 
Bulletin's sister monthly "Lone Hand") started 
him on the road to success. Norman Lindsay, who 
was Dyson's closest friend in this period, states 
that Will left Australia in 1910 for London because 
he could not make a living here. Black-and-white 
freelance work was very badly paid for in those 
days and the only journals available for it were 
the Bulletin, Melbourne Punch, Table Talk and 
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RIGHT-THINKING PERSON: "The visionaries and Socialist demagogues may rant against us, 
my boy, but they can't alter the divine law of the Survival of the Fattest!" 

(in Adelaide) the Critic. The most Will ever 
received for a drawing was ten shillings. 

Dyson, like Low, longed for a larger field and 
wider horizons than the Bulletin could offer him. 
But in London initially he did not find it easy 
though Vance Palmer, who was in London at the 
time, has described how amazed he was at the 
quick way in which Dyson sized up the field he 
was invading-its politics, papers, public men­
although he had only landed in England a few 
weeks before. 

His big chance came when he was appointed 
cartoonist-in-chief to the newly started Labor 
paper, the Daily Herald, where he was given carte 
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blanche to express his own ideas. His work, pub­
lished full newspaper page size, was sensational; 
it stunned the intellectuals and delighted connois­
seurs throughout the world. For the first time in 
England since Gillray, rebel frankness had entered 
into satiric art again. 

Dyson, who was a convinced socialist, hacked 
into the pomposity and humbug of pre-war England 
and again became the first major cultural · figure 
since Dickens to champion the working man forth­
rightly and without reserve. 

Dyson's approach was intellectual. His thinking 
was in humane concepts--universal truths address­
ed to the ruler, the employer, the responsible man. 
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"Once WE were the most loathsome things that fi,ew ! " 
It was reported yesterday that 400 were ktlled .and 1,200 in;ured (n a ninety-seconds' atr raid on Barcelona. 

In British cartooning before Dyson the working 
man had been depicted as a pathetic figure, a 
depressed person in bowyangs lacking any human 
dignity. Dyson drew him young, militant, an image 
of hope with fist upraised. His cartoon symbol for 
Capital, Finance and Power was "Fat"-a gross 
figure with a large paunch, fop hat, spats and a 
cigar, the image of a bully in a world of ignoble 
advantages. Hackneyed now, the symbol was 
original and a notable, successful and justified 
creation in its day. 

Will Dyson was an artist of genius. He employed 
this genius to fight slum landlords, the court, Labor 
renegades, the press, exploitation and Tory reaction 
in all forms. These cartoons of the pre-First War 
era were grimly bitter in attacking unemployment, 
hunger, want and suffering. 

For all his militancy, Dyson, like most supporters 
of the majority Labor movements of Britain, 
France and Germany, accepted the First World 
War as a just and necessary one. In 1915 his book 
of twenty large drawings--"Kultur Cartoons" 
appeared. Although they were aimed at Prussian 
militarism and its monarchy H. G. Wells, who 
wrote the foreword, saw a more profound meaning 
in them: "Dyson takes a figure based on the 
Kaiser, but essentially a symbol, on which to con­
centrate his hatred of the foolish assumptions, the 
cruel vanities, the vile waste of opportunity, the 
perversion and destruction, which is his case against 
militant monarchy." 

In 1915 Dyson became an Australian official war 
artist and was twice wounded sketching. Some of 
his magnificent war drawings were published in 
the book "Australia at War" in 1918. 

Dyson lost his wife just after the war. This, 
together with his doubts about the peace, his 
unsettled mood and general disillusionment resulted 
in his return to Australia in 1925. He accepted the 
offer of a large salary to work on the staff of the 
Melbourne Herald, where he was soon edged from 
his special field into the turning out of pleasant 
comic drawings. Perhaps from frustration, Dyson 
became interested in etching and dry-points. After 
five years in Australia he returned to England via 
America where he exhibited his etched satires in 
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New York, St. Louis and other American cities and 
then in London. These etchings and dry-points 
were not political comments so much as social 
satires. While they helped to reinforce his reputa­
tion they lacked the impact of his pre-war cartoons. 

* 
Commentators have noted how the fire and sting 

went out of Will Dyson from the time of the death 
of his wife (she was Ruby Lindsay, sister of Nor­
man Lindsay). It is true he never recovered from 
the loss. Will Dyson visited Norman Lindsay in 
the late 1920s. Lindsay has recently said in a 
private letter that Dyson was "born disillusioned 
of all pretensions to generous emotion in the human 
ego. He had a mordant wit and could use it with 
devastating effect, when so inclined, and he was 
one of the best after-dinner speakers I ever 
listened to. But an embittered conviction of the 
futility of all effort dogged him through life, and 
he suffered black periods of depression." 

"From the year 1898, when we first met, up to 
the year of our London visit, he was my most 
intimate friend," Lindsay writes, "and we had no 
reserva tions about each other or life in general, 
and my optimistic conviction, or illusion, that the 
job was worth doing conflicted with Eilts dispeptic 
bsistance that life was a fraud, perpetrated on 
us without our consent, and that suicide was a 
logical finality to it. That at least was his pro­
nounced opinion when he returned to Australia. 
Like all expatriates who stay too long away from 
their own country, he found Australia intolerable, 
with all bis interests in England. I had a strong 
conviction that a man should work out his destiny 
in the country of his birth. A man who leaves it 
to live in another country leaves half of his identity 
behind him. 

"I found this to be the case with Bill Dyson. 
"In youth he could be very gay. In those days, 

when there was no such thing as potted entertain­
m ent of the radio or television order, we manu­
factured our own entertainment, which was mainly 
of the sort which put on absurd acts in caricature 
of character creations, sometimes of each other, 
or mutual acquaintances. Bill was amazingly good 
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Alan Hughes 

TO COVER THE EARTH WITH A NEW DEW 

Television and the Pilkington Report 

CONTROL of the mass media presents 
socialists and liberals with the epitomy 

of their old, their very old, dilemma: recon­
ciling defence of the public interest with 
liberty of the individual. Confronted on the 
one hand by the arbitrary power of the 
entrepreneur, the titleholder or the self-made 
but unaccountable private manager, and on 
the other by narrow-gutted bureaucrats, our 
concern must be with the discovery and 
clarification of a third way. 

And with television, what a job it is! The potency 
of -the medium, the hideously low standard of our 
cpmmercial channels and the rich pickings easily 
won by sponsors and licence-holders alike immed­
iately suggest public control. That is, until we look 
at the present condition of the A.B.C., where 
considerations of the public interest have been 
securely married to a horror of giving offence. A 
third way here will be hard to find, but it must 
be found if producers and artists and audiences 
are to be set free from their several captivities. 
And some recent debate in Britain has approached 
this problem. Any solutions, hints, clues? · 

The Pilkington Committee, set up by H.M. Gov­
ernment in 1960 to "consider the future of the 
broadcasting services in the United Kingdom" has 
now, after nearly two years, published its Report. 
It is in some ways an impressive document, written 
in a pleasing vernacular unknown to Australian 
official texts: an Establishment affair, confidently 
delivered, admirably public-spirited and hostile to 
commercial interests. It has turned out a real 

at such antics. He could put on an act which sent 
everyone into belly-aching laughter. Randolph 
Bedford was another expert at extemporising 
monologue, and when and Bill put on an act, 
I've never heard anything better for mad humor." 

Norman Lindsay is referring here to the days 
of the Ishmael Club, a bohemian group, formed in 
Melbourne, typical of the many literary and artistic 
gatherings at the turn of the century. Old photo­
graphs of the Ishmael Club show Will Dyson as a 
very handsome young man, and his brother Ed­
ward, Randolph Bedford and the three Lindsay 
brothers-Norman, Lionel and Percy-were among 
the eleven members. 

Linds·ay says that Dyson's humanistic outlook, 
as : defined in his cartoons, was generated m 
Dyson's youth, when the conflict between labor 
and capital was emerging as the dominating theme 
in Australian politics. But by the time Dyson 
returned to Australia it was clear that his normal 
pessimism had devitalised any Utopian altruism 
he may have expressed in his work. 
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smack in the eye for the Independent Television 
Authority. But not, alas, any sort of answer to the 
central difficulty. 

The present position in the U.K. is this. There 
are two channels, one controlled by the B.B.C., 
one by another semi-independent public corpora­
tion, the LT.A., set up in 1954. The latter has a 
regulatory function only. The business of pro­
gramming and transmitting is done by a number 
of licensed, privately-owned companies, principally 
Granada, Associated Television, Associated Redif­
fusion and A.B.C., who carve up the available time 
by mutual agreement and carry one another's 
programs on their stations. These sell advertising 
time-spots (up to six minutes an hour) but are not 
permitted to sell particular programs to a sponsor, 
Their compound service is known as Independent 
Television. They rely exclusively on advertising 
revenue, from which they make profits which are 
very big indeed. The B .B.C. is dependent entirely 
on listeners' and viewers' licence fees. 

The ban on the sale of programs to a sponsor 
is not particularly significant, since advertisers are 
still free to buy whichever time-spots they wish. 
In order to create the most attractive advertising 
opportunities, I.T.V. must consistently seek the 
largest possible viewing audience, not just four, 
or eight, but up to fi,fteen million. The idea of a 
program directed at a minority audience, one 
which takes into account the special tastes of any 
particular group of viewers, of whatever kind, 
must be anathema to it. 

This is the characteristic and fundamental vice 
of commercial television as it is at present con­
stituted. It has lots of others, of course, with some 
of which you may happen to be acquainted. 

Back in London in 1930 Will Dyson returned 
to the new Daily Herald and worked there until 
his sudden death in January 1938, aged 58. During 
this period his cartoons suffered from the editorial 
treatment they received. Dyson drew very large 
-as much as 24½" x 19½"-with a beautifully- and 
delicately-drawn pencil framework, which was 
inked in with a fl.owing brush, a dry brush, and 
pen work. His cartoons did not look their best 
in the small spread to which the Daily Herald 
reduced them. 

Dyson never called for bloody revolution, but 
was stronger in his demands for social justice than 
most progressive intellectuals of his day. His last 
cartoon, published on the day of his death, showed, 
curiously enough, the old Dyson fire. The drawing 
depicted two vultures crouched on a rock watching 
Franco planes bomb defenceless Barcelona. The 
comment runs: "Once we were the most loathsome 
things that flew!" 

Will Dyson was one of the robust minds of his 
age. In his irony and force he has not been 
approached as a cartoonist by any Australian, then 
or since. 
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The main recommendations of the Pilkington 
Committee must be accounted restrictive. They 
are as follows: 

1. The I.T.A. should take over the program­
ming function from the privately-owned 
companies; 

2. The program companies should produ~e 
items for sale to the I.T.A., some competi-
tively, some on contract; · . 

3. The I.T.A. should also take over the busi­
ness of selling advertising time, using the 
revenue in the first place to finance the 
purchase of programs; 

4. After provision for reserves, the I.T.A. 
should transfer surplus funds to the Ex­
chequer; 

5. The B.B.C. should provide the next addi­
tional television service, and should be 
authorised to do so as soon as possible. 

6. An extra channel should be made available 
to independent television only if it suc­
ceeds in providing more satisfactory service 
after such a reorganisation. This decision, 
it is hoped, may be made within five_ y~ars . 

In beating a path to these proposals the Pilking­
tonians march at a rather unexciting pace through 
a great deal of c~mment on T1?,e_ }:'urposes of 
Broadcasting, and V10lence and Triviality, both of 
which they associate particularly with I.T.V. i;;ome 
of the more interesting passages are reprinted 
below. It seems clear that, if they have their way, 
some good may be done. The real cause for C?~­
plaint is the shady ballet of lost opporturuties 
which moves in their train. 

Public reactions have been various: the daily 
newspapers, many of which have s_ubstantial _share­
holdings in the program comparues, have m the 
main been bitterly and predictably critical. Among 
the weeklies the New Statesman was uninhibited 
in its enthu~iasm: " ... a vital document which 
may rank with the Webbs' Royal Commission on 
the Poor Law and the Wartime Beveridge Repo~t 
on social security ... it epitomises a shift of public 
opinion against the a~quisitive society . . . W~at 
is the case for extending the scope of commercial 
T.V.'! The answer can be found in the Pilkington 
Committee's strictures on the six-year period. There 
is no case at all-save for the desire of a small 
group of speculators and hucksters to find a lucra­
tive pitch in the market place." 

FLOOD OF CLICHE 
This ripe flood of cliche leaves quite a few ques­

tions bone dry. It was not without rivals. 
The Economist headed up its editorial "T.V. with 

Auntie" and commented "The worst has happened. 
The Pilkington Committee ... has fallen hook, 
line and sinker to its own dogged good intentions." 
It went on to complain of "compulsive nannying" 
and later tore off its mask and demanded from the 
government "a pretty precipitate decision to lift 
the wraps and allow the maxiJ'!lum expansi?n of 
television-which means attractmg the maximum 
available capital as rapidly as possible". One can 
scarcely go all the way with these boys. Puts me 
in mind of Noel Coward's Uncle Harry: 

"In all those languid latitudes the atmos­
phere's exotic: 

To take up moral altitudes would be-too 
idiotic." 

Perhaps the most significant turn was ta~e? by 
the Spectator, which featured Henry_ Fairlie, a 
television writer who has been articulate and 
liberal on the subject for some time and is no 
friend of I.T.V., or indeed, of anyone much: "If 
it had not by caricaturing its own arguments and 
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conclusions, already ruled itself out of serious 
consideration, the Pilkington Report would be 
disastrous. In the event, it is only stupid, and a 
sad waste of time. . . . not for the first time, the 
belief that something (which other people enjoy) 
may (possibly) influence their tastes, values, and 
morals (for the worse) becomes the excuse for 
fussing, but still real, restrictions of freedom." 

Now, this, surely, is the main defect of the 
Report: that it is content to settle for an arrange­
ment which by no means guarantees free expres­
sion within reasonable limits. It is intolerable that 
such a powerful medium of communication should 
be m onopolised by two statutory corporations. The 
Committee at times makes a feast of pious atti­
tudes: "All broadcasting, and television especially, 
must be ready and anxious to experiment, to 
show the new and unusual, to give a hearing to 
dissent." 

But it is not enough to exhort to such virtues: 
a situation must be created which gives them some 
real meaning. The proposed reorganisation of 
I.T.V. may detach producers, writers and artists 
from the tyranny of the advertisers, but it places 
them securely under the direction of the agents 
of the State, since no third, fully independent 
service is proposed. This may well provide for the 
public interest and possibly be more to the taste 
of those working creatively in the industry, but 
it brings us sharply to a special set of problems. 
Bureaucrats are not, I suppose, always cultivated; 
tolerant and courageous people, constantly on the 
lookout for risky and exciting programs and way­
out public discussions. Nor is it always clear that 
the Committee is passionately concerned that they 
should be so. Its rather nagging insistence on 
responsibility and moral principle, in which the 
hand of Mr. Richard Haggart may be detected, 
suggests that the lines may be drawn rather 
astringently: 

" . .. broadcasting must be in a constant and 
sensitive relationship with the moral condition 
of society." 

" ... a constant and living engagement with 
the moral condition of society." 

" ... a constant and living relationship with 
the moral condition of society." 

". . . a responsible engagement with the 
moral condition of society." 
The qualifications which accompanied this 

high-tone stuff were themselves enough to make 
one uneasy. Some of the submissions placed before 
the Committee were summarised thus: "Emphati­
cally, this was not to say that where there was 
virtue, there could be no cakes and ale; that gloom 
was good and gaiety godless; that there could be 
no pleasure on Sundays. Nor was it to say that 
the sordid and harsh truth must not be shown." 

How confidently could one ask such people for 
naked women wrestling in mud? 

The sort of daring which the Committee con­
templates here seems to indicate a preparedness to 
put up with a good deal of triviality, which they 
extravagantly castigate elsewhere as "more danger­
ous to the soul than wickedness." We learn, how­
ever, that "a program may be gay and frivolous 
-as light as a souffle-and yet not be trivial." 

A trivial approach is defined as "a failure to 
respect the potentialities of the subject matter, 
no matter what it be, or in a too ready reliance 
on well-tried themes, or in a habit of conforming 
to established patterns, or in a reluctance to be 
imaginatively adventurous." 

This bold position is immediately abandoned at 
the threat of Violence: "Some Westerns are shown 
in the B.B.C's. program between 5 p.m. and 6 p.m., 
but this is children's hour and the Westerns shown 
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"How gorgeous. an artist for our very own!" 

during it are usually .of the conventional, stylised 
kind. Provided that there are not too many of 
these, and that they are counter-balanced by other 
programs, these are regarded by the public, the 
sociologists and the producers as harmless." 

ESCAPE FROM TRIVIALITY 
It seems to me that one necessary condition for 

an escape from triviality and the polite banality 
of official committees is that some broadcast time 
and facilities be controlled by independent, priva te 
agencies. Without this one cannot begin t o feel 
assurance that there will be a margin of freedom 
in the medium. The same fundamental principle 
should surely apply as for the press: that any 
group which has something informative or enter­
taining to say, and can demonstrate this by com­
manding an audience which is willing to assist 
and sustain its activities, should be permitted to 
communicate. The imposition of a code on violence 
and obscenity is, it would seem, a necessary and 
desirable qualification to such a right: and so 
w ould be the protection of the audience from the 
w retched burden of advertising. The problem is 
to discover some means of deriving revenue for 
such independent services which neither corrupts 
their quality nor forces them to seek a mass aud­
ience, but preserves some relationship between 
the worth of their programs and the volume of 
cash return. 

Pay-T .V. seems to be the answer to this central 
question. This is a system which enables the 
viewer to unscramble the image carried by a 
specified channel or channels by placing a coin 
in a slot or starting a meter which records infor­
m ation on the date, time and channel: the viewer 
can them be billed by the month or the quarter. 
In this way a direct relationship can be preserved 
between the size of the viewing audience for a 
particular program and the revenue which it earns. 
The fee per set may vary from program to pro­
gram; figures mooted are of the order of 6/- for 
a nice night's entertainment. Several pay-T.V. 
systems are already in operation in Canada and 
the U.S. 
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The special merit of pay-T.V. is that it makes 
minority programs a feasible commercial proposi­
tion; and the substitution of a minority audience 
for a mass audience seems to me the second neces­
sary requirement for that rescue from triviality. 
If T.V. writers and artists are forced forever to 
address a mass audience without identifiable char­
acteristics they will not be able to develop either 
meaningful communication or meaningful art. Only 
by reducing the size of their audience and enter­
ing en rapport with a viewing group with specific 
tastes and interests can they hope to do this. Such 
minority audiences may not, of course, be high­
brow: they may simply be pigeon-fanciers or 
drug addicts, victims of Barry Humphries, a ship 
of fools, anyone with an interest in anything which 
w on't attract everybody. 

POTENTIALITIES OF PAY-T.V. 

It is a tragedy that the Committee gave only 
cursory consideration to the potentialities of pay­
T .V. and recommended against its introduction for 
the time being, even on an experimental basis. 
Their views on the proper pace of expansion in 
the medium are about as reckless as those of the 
Victorian Government on slum clearance. The 
available broadcast space for T.V. is much more 
limited in Britain than in Australia, but if bands 
IV. and V. in the ultra high frequency range were 
utilised some ten additional channels with national 
coverage would be possible. Ultimately, a number 
of these might be made over to pay-T.V. services, 
scme to the B .B .C. and reconstituted I.T.V., some 
to groups of universities willing to arrange formal 
educational programs. 

There seems to be no reason why one channel 
should not be made available immediately for a 
pay-T.V. service, even if necessary with financial 
assistance from the . Treasury and initially some 
measure of control by an independent commission. 
Broadcast time and production facilities could be 
leased in the first place to independent groups, 
such as writers', producers', or actors' co-opera­
tives. A number of organisational devices could 
be used, if it w ere thought necessary or desirable 
to shape the character of the service; but these 
should be of a type which offered incentives for 
the type of program desired, and not of ones of a 
r estrictive kind, except in the case of violence and 
obscenity. The Commission might offer a differ­
ential pattern of subsidies for various types of 
programs which , would supplemen t but not out­
w eigh income from view ers' fees. Prefer ence in 
booking broadcast time and production facilities 
might be given to program-producing groups w ith­
out connections with the p ress or commercial 
interests. A graduated tax could be levied on view­
ing revenue in excess of some (fairly high ?) figure 
to provide a diminishing scale of cash rewards 
for at tracting audiences above a given size. And 
so on. 

Once the independent groups concerned with 
program production had collectively mustered suf­
ficient know- how and financial resources to manage 
the channel, the Commission could surrender to 
them its powers of immediate control over trans­
mission facilities, whilst continuing to administer 
the allocation of subsidies, the codes on violence 
and so on. The service would then be independent, 
and as free as possible of private or public bureau­
crat ic control. 

What of the Australian television w asteland? 
The institution of some such pluralist scheme as 
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has been outlined, one which involves a greater 
degree of public control and yet more real free­
dom for viewer and telecaster than exists at pres­
ent, is a matter of urgency, like many other remote 
possibilities. The character of the measures needed 
here is not difficult to define: 

1. Refusal to grant more licences on the pre­
sent basis. 

2. The restriction of advertising time to som e 
reasonable level. (Existing Australian 
Broadcasting Control Board program stand­
ards in this respect are at present cheer­
fully ignored.) 

3. The adoption of an arrangement akin to 
that suggested by the Pilkington Comm ittee 
in respect of existing commercial services. 
This would entail the abolition of sponsor 
control and the creation of a second statu­
tory authority which would sell advertising 
time and exercise ex tensive p owers· over 
program planning. _ 

4. The establishment of ' an experimental pay ­
T.V. service on at least one channel, if 
necessary with the assistance of subven­
tions from the Commonw ealth Treasury 
channelled through an independent com­
mission. 

5. Preference to independent groups, su ch as 
associations of T .V. writers and actors, in 
leasing broadcast on such a service . 

6. The establishment of an educational service 
controlled by universities. 

Reforms of this kind are not easily won under 
Australian conditions, partly because of the greater 
truculence of our commercial interests and the 
r eluctance of the Commonwealth Government to 
collide with their views. They are inconceivable 
here ex cept under a Labor Government, and are 
unlikely in any case unless supported by the 
recommendations of a Committee of Enquiry or a 
Royal Commission. A public investigation and 
exploration of the potentialities inherent in the 
medium must be the first step for which we should 
press . Somehow or other the control of this superb 
and unrivalled form of communication must be 
torn from those interested only in a quick profit 
and placed in hands capable of using its power 
to enrich and enliven common experience. 

The accompanying extracts from the 
P ilkington Report are reprinted by 
permission of the Controller of H.M. 
Stationery Office, London. 
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AUSTRALIA'S LITTLE CORNWALL 
by Oswald Pryor 

Oswald Pryor tells of Moonta's copper min­
ers, of their work underground, of their fiery 
local preachers, of their sports (including 
wrestling and cock-fighting), and why th e 
great South Australian mines had to close 
in 1923. Every chapter is sprinkled with 
anecdotes of the Cousin Jacks of Moonta, 
and throughout the book there are echoes of 
the quaint customs of t he past that w ere 
brought to Australia by th e Cornish Miners. 
Illustrated. 25/- September 

I, THE ABORIGINAL 
by Douglas Lockwood 

£1,250 prize winner in the "Advertiser" 1962 
Literary Competition, "I, THE AB ORI G­
INAL" is the biography of P hillip Rober ts 
(Waipuldanya), a full-blood Arnhem L and 
aboriginal who is now a medical attendant 
in Darwin. It reveals his boyh ood in the 
Alawa tribal environment, his more matur e 
years in a white society, and the clash of his 
loyalties to two ways of life. Illustrated w ith 
photographs. 28/ 6 October 

AUSTRALIAN ONE-ACT PLAYS, 
edited by Eunice Hanger 

THE BONES OF MY TOE, Ray Mathew 
NEXT DOOR, J. P. McKinney 
SUBURBAN REQUIEM, Ric Throssell 
OUTBACK, Carrie Tennant 
FIND ME AT THE FEDERAL, V. J. Moran 

Paperback, 5/6 October 

CAPE YORK TO THE KIMBERLEYS 
by George Farwell 

George Farwell, well-known Australian 
"Walkabout" writer, tells of his travels to 
remote spots of Northern Australia-outback 
towns, missions, mining settlements and 
cattle stations. 
His descriptions of the mining life at W eipa; 
El Sherana, and Mary Kathleen typify the 
writing that made his previous books "Down 
Argent Street" and "Vanishing Australians" 
so popular. 
Farwell has captured the excitement and 
difficulties of the life of the people in Aus­
tralia's northern outposts. Illustrated with 
photographs. 28/6 October 

RIGBY LIMITED, 22-26 James Place, Adelaide 
BRANCHES AT SYDNEY MELBOURNE - BRISBANE - PERTH 
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what someone thinks they ought to like. Indeed, 
it has been held that, for this reason, it is not of 
great relevance to criticise television at all. We 
found this last a deflating thought. 

44. We were bound to examine these alternative 
and opposing views. "To give the public what 1t 
wants" seems at first sight unexceptionable. But 
when applied to broadcasting it is difficult to an­
alyse. The public is not an amorphous, uniform 
mass; however much it is counted and classified 
under this or that heading, it is composed of 
individual people; and "what the public wants·• 
is what individual people want. They share some 
of their wants and interests with all or most of 
their fellows; and it is necessary that a service 
of broadcasting should cater for these wants and 
interests. There is in short a considerable place 
for items which all or most enjoy. To say, how­
ever, that the only way of giving people what 
they want is to give them these items is to imply 
that all individuals are alike. But no two are. 
Each is composed of a different pattern of tastes, 
abilities and possibilities; and even within each 
person the emphasis on this 'or that part of the 
pattern is not always the same. Some of our tast es 
and needs we share with virtually everybody; b ut 
most-and they are often those which engage us 
most intensely- we share with different minorities. 
A service which caters only for majorities can 
never satisfy all, or even most, of the needs of 
any individual. It cannot, therefore, satisfy all 
the needs of the public. 

46. No one can say he is giving the public what 
it wants, unless the public knows the whole range 
of possibilities which television can offer and, from 
this range, chooses what it wants to see. For a 
choice is only free if the field of choice is not 
unnecessarily restricted. T he subject matter of 
television is to be found in the whole scope and 
variety of human awareness and experience. If 
viewers-"the public"-are thought of as "the mass 
audience", or "the majority", they will be offer ed 
only the average of common experience and aw are­
ness; the "ordinary"; the commonplace--for what 
all know and do is, by definition, commonplace. 
They will be kept unaw are of what lies beyond 
the average of experience; their field of choice 
will be limited. In time they may come to like 
only what they know. But it will aways be true 
that, had they been offered a wider range from 
which to choose, they might and often would have 
chosen otherwise, and with great enjoyment. 

MISLEADING PHRASE 

48. In summary, it seems to us that "to give the 
public what it wants" is a misleading phrase: 
misleading because as commonly used it h as the 
appearance of an appeal to democratic principle 
but the appearance is deceptive. It is in fact patron­
ising and arrogant, in that it claims to know what 
the public is, but defines it as no more t han the 
mass audience; and in that it claims to know what 
it wants, but limits its choice to the average of 
experience. In this sense we reject it utterly. 
If there is a sense in which it should be used, it 
is this: what the public wants and what it h as 
the right to get is the freedom to choose from 
the widest possible range of programme m atter. 
Anything less than that is deprivation. 

49. The alternative is often presented as this ; 
that the broadcaster should "give the public what 
he thinks is good for it." This philosophy too we 
w ould reject as patronising and ar rogant. But it 

,s 

was never advocated to us in evidence; and it 1s 
not, as is sometimes suggested, the only alternative. 
The choice is not between either "giving the pub­
lic what it w ants", or "giving the public what 
someone thinks is good for it", and nothing else. 
There is an area of possibility between the two; 
and it is within this area that the choice lies. 
The broadcasting authorities have certainly a duty 
to keep sensitively aware of the public's t astes and 
attitudes as they now are and in all their variety ; 
and to care about them. But if they do more than 
that, this is not to give the public "what someone 
thinks is good for it." It is to respect the public's 
right t o choose from the widest possible range of 
subject matter and so to enlarge worthwhile ex­
per ience. Because, in principle, the possible range 
of subject matter is inexhaustible, all of it can 
never be presented, nor can the public know what 
the range is. So, the broadcaster must explore it, 
and choose from it first. This might b e called 
"giving a lead"; but it is not the lead of the auto­
crat ic or arrogant. It is the proper exercise of 
responsibility by public authorities duly constituted 
as trustees for the public interest. 

50. The antithesis: "broadcasting should give the 
public what it wants, and not what someone thinks 
is good for the public" is, then, a gross over­
simplifi cation of a complex and continuing problem; 
a statement which presents unreal extremes of 
view as though they were the only choice. That 
they have become the usual expression of two 
alleged and opposing philosophies is unfortunate: 
and for this reason we cannot escape using them. 
But they should be recognised for what they are: 
slogans which are largely deceptive . ... 

TELEVISION-NO EVIDENCE 

81. As we have already noted, disquiet derived 
from an assessment, which we fully accept, that 
the power of the medium to influflence and per­
suade is immense; and from a strong feeling, 
amounting often to a conviction, that very often 
the use of the power suggested a lack of aware­
ness of , or concern about, the consequences. The 
consideration which gave rise to this feeling was 
usually that , for the sake of easy appeal, television 
portrayed t oo often a world in which the moral 
standards normally accepted in society were either 
ignor ed or flouted, and that for a similar reason 
it showed ex cessive violence. There is no doubt 
that concern is widespread and acute. It cannot 
be dismissed as the unrepresentative opinion of 
a few well-meaning but over-anxious critics, still 
less as that of cranks. It has been represented to 
us from all parts of the kingdom and by many 
organisat ions of widely differing kinds: by pol­
itical par ties, women's clubs and associations, local 
authorities, religious denominations, educational 
bodies and others . . . . Further, the concern these 
views r eflect was reinforced by the opinion of 
those experts in sociology and psychology who 
gave evidence to us on the probable effect of 
television on society. The experts agreed that the 
information available to them was very far from 
complete; but this was not to say that there was 
n o information. Dr. Hilde Himmelweit told us that 
all the evidence so far provided by detailed re­
searches suggested that values were acquired, that 
a view of life was picked up, by children watching 
t elevision. Professor Eysenck told us there were 
good theoretical grounds for supposing that moral 
standards could be affected by television, and that 
these grounds w ere largely supported by experi­
mental and clinical evidence. 
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Goossens, 1956 

Sir, your fate gives pleasure to 
The medium man, the mean, the norm 
A pleasure simple, rich, and true, 
Vegetative, soft, and warm 
An intimate easing satisfaction 
At a high man's destruction. 
0 Sir, your famous fall confers 
Catharsis on your punishers, 
Dissemblers of their native heat,· 
Who execrate what they excrete. 
You are thrust out, you are flung down, 
Less for your fault than your renown 
A wiped-off snob-cult sacrifice 
To suburbs of uneasy vice. 
Your virtue, meanwhile, rare and large, 
Passes unnoticed in this purge. 

JOHN THOMPSON 

VIOLENCE 
84. We deal first with violence. This was widely 

defined by those who criticised its portrayal as 
including not only physical violence, but also an 
unfeeling or cruel disposition of mind which might 
express itself in speech or apparently casual habits 
alone, and not necessarily in acts of overt violence. 
On the whole, the critics recognised that the styl­
ised conventions to be found in Sherwood Forest 
or in Ruritania, or in the old-fashioned "Cowboys 
and Indians" programme, robbed violence of much 
of its effect, and thought that such progrnmmes 
were in themselves harmless. But this could not 
be said of some of the newer "sophisticated" 
Westerns which depict recognisable psychological 
problems in an atmosphere of violence and bru­
tality. And the constant repetition of even the 
most stylised scenes of violence was thought to 
be harmful. 

85. Disquiet at the portrayal of violence was 
expressed on three main grounds. The first was 
that scenes of violence frightened small thi1dren, 
that small children were disturbed by any pro­
grammes which suggested a threat to the world 
which they knew and in which they felt secure; 
and that the most cruel threat was violence. The 
second was that such programmes might lead 
children to dangerous, and even disastrous, ex­
periment. The third was that showing · violence 
encouraged anti-social, callous and even vicious 
attitudes and behaviour. These three grounds were 
not always differentiated, for the same programme 
will affect different people differently. To show 
that it does not affect one part of the audience is 
not to show that it affects no other part. The 
disquiet was, then, about the general effect of 
violence, and it led to two main criticisms of 
programmes in which it featured. The first critic­
ism was simply that too much violence was shown 
on television. Some put this criticism to us merely 
as an example of lack of balance-where time was 
limited it was given undue prominence. But most 
claimed that it was the constant repetition of 
violence, rather than the fact that it was shown 
at all, which was damaging. The second main 
criticism was of the treatment of violence. Many 
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submissions recorded the view that it was often 
used gratuitously, that it often did little or nothing 
to develop plot or characterisation and that it was, 
presumably, thrown in "for kicks". Another com­
mon opinion was that it was often unnecessarily 
emphasised by being shown in close-up and by 
being lingered over. The damage was not neces­
sarily repaired by ensuring that, in the end, the 
good were seen to win and the bad to lose and 
that crime did not pay: conventional endings of 
this sort did not penetrate to the level at which 
the portrayal of violence had its emotional effect. 
What mattered was that violence provided the 
emotional energy, the dramatic content, of the 
programme. 

86. Though the damage was said to be to all 
age groups, submissions criticising violence in 
television were almost without exception especially · 
concerned about it effect on children. It was not 
enough to produce between the hours of 5 and 6 
p.m. programmes suitable for children. Until 9 
p.m. audiences, we were told, included a great 
many children. . . . 

DISSATISFACTION WITH T.V. 
92. We now deal with the other broad class of 

criticism put to us about television criticism which 
expressed dissatisfaction because,' in the critics' 
view, television had signally failed to realise its 
possibpities for presenting worth-while programme 
material. . . . · 

93. The first constantly recurring theme was 
th:at the range of programmes was not sufficiently 
wide. There were a number of variations on the 
theme: that programmes were far too often de­
signed to create a mass audience, that all the many 
tastes of the public deserved consideration but dis­
appointingly few were catered for, that there were 
not enough programmes for minorities and that 
there was too heavy a · reliance on tried' tired and 
interminable favourites. In short, the 'range was 
too_ narrow, and within it the emphasis wrong. 
This theme was not confined to any particular 
section of opinion; it was a chorus. 

97. On t?,e general quality of television pro­
grammes, viewers expressed both disquiet and dis­
satisfaction. Indeed, one of the main impressions 
lef~ _wit~ us by written submissions and spoken 
opinion is that much that is seen on television is 
regarded as of very little value. There was we 
were told, a preoccupation in many prograr:mies 
with the superficial, the cheaply sensational. Many 
ma~s appeal programn:i,es _were vapid and puerile, 
their content often derivative, repetitious and lack­
ing in real substance. There was a vast amount of 
unworthy material, and to transmit it was to 
misuse intricate machinery and equipment skill 
ingenuity, and time. Their presentation too 'show~ 
ed a lack of willingness to experim~nt. 'In all 
one had to infer either that those who provided 
these programmes mistakenly assumed that popular 
taste was, uniformly and irremediably low and 
popular culture irresponsible; or worse, that' they 
did not care about them. 

149. The B.B.C. know good broadcasting· by 
and large, they are providing it. We set o~t to 
consider how far the main causes of disquiet and 
dissatisfaction were attributable to the B.B.C"s. 
television service. The B.B.C. are not blameless; 
but the causes are not, we find, to any great extent 
attributable to their service. This is the broad 
consensus of view revealed by the representations 
put to us by people and organisations which spoke 
to us as viewers. Their view is perhaps seen most 
significantly in this; that whatever criticism they 
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made of television, they nearly all went on to say 
that, if there were to be an additional television 
programme, it should be provided by the B.B.C. 
We have no hesitation in saying that the B.B.C. 
command public confidence. If this is a test of 
the discharge of a public trust, then the B.B.C. 
pass it. There are blemishes, too; mistakes, as 
there must be, of judgment. And we repeat 1hat 
there was criticism of a more general kind which, 
we felt, had some substance; that the B.B.C. had 
lowered their standards in some measure in order 
to compete with independent television. But our 
broad conclusion is this; that, within the limits 
imposed by a single programme, the B.B.C's. tele­
vision service is a successful realisation of the 
purposes of broadcasting as defined in the Charter. 

175. The kinds of programme which were cited 
to us as tending to erode moral standards were, 
we recall, these: some crime and adventure pro­
grammes, quizzes in which valuable prizes were 
offered, programmes which ridiculed and humil­
iated ordinary people, and some forms of drama. 
Here, too, most of the submissions did not single 
out for blame one or other of the two broadcasting 
organisations, but where they did, they blamed 
independent television. 

209. The disquiet about and dissatisfaction with 
television are, in our view, justly attributed very 
largely to the service of independent television. 
This is so despite the popularity of the service, and 
the well-known fact that many of its program.mes 
command the largest audiences. Our enquiries have 
brought us to appreciate why this kind of success 
is not the only, and is by no means the most 
important, test of a good broadcasting service. 
Indeed, it is a success which can be obtained by 
abandoning the main purposes of broadcasting . 
.Just as significant a pointer to popular opinion is 
this: that of all those many organisations which 
spoke as viewers and have no other interest, none 
speaking from a consideration of the character of 
the service to be provided advocated that "the 
third television programme" should be allotted to 
independent television; and those very few who 
did so explained that they were concerned to en­
sure that any new service would not be a direct 
charge to the public. Many indeed specifically 
urged that the service of independent television 
should on no account be extended. We conclude 
that the service of independent television does not 
successfully realise the purposes of broadcasting 
as defined in the Television Act. 
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third volume. Subscribers who wish 
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Ian Turner 

AUSTRALIA-A BEGINNING AND AN END 
THE title chosen by Professor Manning 

Clark for his work, "A History of Aus­
tralia"* (the present is the first volume, 
"From the Earliest Times to the Age of 
Macquarie", of what will finally be a four­
volume work), contains a philosophy of 
history. Clark does not believe that there 
is one history, whose truth only awaits its 
revelation, but that there are potentially as 
many histories as there are historians, so 
that no man (and, he would probably add, 
least of all himself) can write "The Historv 
of Australia." There is one body of facts 
about the past, and that is common to all 
historians; but unique to each is how he 
selects and arranges and interprets his facts. 

(It is obligatory of course for historians to have 
a due respect for the facts-neither to overlook, 
nor to distort, not to suppress them-and no 
Australian historian has more of this respect than 
Professor Clark. I make that point explicitly, be­
cause of an evil-tempered job of hatchetry on 
Professor Clark and his book by Mr. M. H. Ellis 
in The Bulletin recently. I have not yet had time 
to check on the details, but I am prepared to pre­
dict that Mr. Ellis' splenetic attack will add up 
to no more than three or four minor changes in 
the second and subsequent editions of this work.) 

This then is the first part of a history of Aus­
tralia, well-informed, well-written, full of ideas 
provocative and highly personal. It is not element~ 
ary history; it is for those who already know the 
shape of these early days and want to know more 
of their inner life and of the hearts of the men 
who lived them; and it is history in the grand 
manner, as befits its creator, an exciting teacher 
who has felt it his mission "to tackle the mighty 
task of the coming of European civilisation to 
Australia." 

It is good history not because the facts are 
there and in their right order-for these facts and 
many more can be found in many books---but 
because this is a book whose perspectives will 
force writers and students of Australian history 
to turn their eyes and their minds away from 
books and documents, their primary and secondary 
sources, and onto their society and themselves. 
Whether it convinces, convulses or confounds is 
not immediately the point: this book is an action 
which demands a response, and it is the more 
likely to get it because of the familiarity with 
which the new and arguable is clothed. 

For some years Professor Clark has asserted 
the necessity of "rewriting Australian history," 
of ridding it of the assumptions about the inevit­
ability of progress, and the working class (from 
convicts to diggers to shearers and miners and 
wharf-laborers) as the inevitable instrument of 
progress, which many recent Australian historians 
have tended to accept. This book is his rewriting: 
"European civilisation," for Clark, is not primar­
ily the material culture with which the white man 
conquered the Aboriginal . inhabitants and environ­
ments; rather, it is the great ideologies of Europe 
-Catholicism, Protestantism, and the "enlight-

• C. M. H. Clark: "A History of Australia, Vol. I.: From the 
Earliest Times to the Age of Macquarie" (M.U.P., 57/6) 
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ment" (the belief in Reason and Progress)-the 
ideas which, at different times, men brought to 
Australia, and which moulded their conduct and 
therefore (in Clark's view) influenced in import­
ant ways the sort of society they built. 

This is the real point to be argued, rather than 
the over-eagerness of radical historians (which 
Clark has noted) to make every stirring among 
the poor and the oppressed the harbinger of social 
revolution: is the belief and intention of individual 
me1;1 of pr~~ significance in the history of 
society, or lS 1t rather, as Engels wrote in his 
famous letter to Joseph Bloch, that "what each 
individual wills is obstructed by everyone else, 
and what emerges is something that no-one 
willed"? Or, to put this into early Australian 
terms, did the sort of society which emerged from 
1788 grow out of the ideas and decisions of Phillip 
and Bligh and Macarthur and Macquarie, or was it 
determined willy-nilly by the natural environment 
and the economic circumstances into which these 
men were thrust? 

It is this question which is at the heart of 
Clark's argument with the traditional . radical 
historians, who seek patterns of social movement 
lying beneath the conflicting individual wills, for 
his preoccupation is with "the never-ending tears 
of humanity." (Mr. Ellis, in a curious and reveal­
ing phrase, found him "obsessed with the little 
things of mind and spirit.") His vision is of men 
driven by faith and doubt, greed, pride and 
ambition, torn apart by their own contradictions, 
by the evil that is in every man, self-destroying, 
frustrated by "chance and circumstances," and 
therefore foredoomed to defeat. So that, for the 
individual, history is tragedy; en masse, it is 
irony. Thus did Macarthur's madness cheat him 
of fulfilment, Phillip's prejudice shape the colony 
more than his faith, Marsden's greed deny him the 
respect he craved, Macquarie's self-righteousness 
destroy him at the moment of his achievement. 
And, with broader sweep, the ambitions of Hindus 
and Chinese and Muslims and Catholics in the 
southern seas were each in turn frustrated by men 
with stronger arms and newer gods, until the 
British implanted in Australia their institutions 
and their religion-and were in turn supplanted 
by the institutions and ideas of the "enlightment," 
the dream of progress and perfectibility which has 
left so deep a mal'k on Australian society and on 
its historians. 

This is a history of why men acted as they did 
and how they were defeated; like all great history, 
it is rich with passion and compassion-more for 
the mighty than the humble, perhaps because the 
mighty were more articulate, perhaps because their 
fall was more spectacular. It is contradictory 
because Clark is contradictory, divided between 
Christ's redemption of the individual and Karl 
Marx's redemption of the collective man, "waiting 
patiently for the day when Rome accepts 1917 
just as in the past Rome came to accept 1789." 
How to reconcile the inevitable individual tragedy 
with the evident, though not inevitable, reality of 
social progress: that is the question which seems 
implicit in this book. 

The last quotation comes from Clark's essay on 
"Faith" in the collection of essays edited by Peter 
Coleman, "Australian Civilisation".* Mr. Coleman 
attributes the "greatest importance" to Professor 

• P. Coleman {ed.): "Australian Civilisation" (Cheshire, ~/-J 

41 



Clark's influence in the "post-war counter­
revolution" which has "released [Australian] 
history from the prison of the radical interpreta­
tion." Mr. Coleman also helps to edit The Bulletin, 
in which appeared Mr. M. H. Ellis' vituperation, 
under the heading "History Without Facts." The 
irony of this will hardly escape Professor Clark, 
even though Mr. Coleman has grossly over­
simplified his position. 

The essay on "Faith" suggests that "the main 
confrontation in Australia today is between the 
main schools of faith which divide the unbeliev­
ers"-essentially, Clark thinks, the "progressive" 
ideology common among Melbourne intellectuals 
-and the "elitist" attitudes of Sydney. If this is 
a legitimate distinction (and I think that with 
some qualifications it is), then "Australian Civil­
isation" is firmly in the Sydney camp. 

The title of the symposium is pretentious; is it 
Mr. Coleman's tribute to the strength of the "Aus­
tralianist [i.e. nationalist] legend" which he sets 
out to confound? "Civilisation in Australia," per­
haps-but can we justly claim a unique Australian 
civilisation? In any case, the book is too selective 
to justify such a title. Despite the contributions 
of S. Encel ("Power"), A. A. Phillips ("The 
Schools") and K. S. Inglis ("The Daily Press" ), 
the tone of this collection is to settle what civil­
isation there is in Australia firmly in an intel­
lectual elite, perhaps even, in Vincent Buckley's 
thinking (the essay " Intellectuals"), in an aris­
tocracy of sensibility, not unlike that created by 
Patrick White. "Naive humanism," the belief in 
the possibility of human happiness, is rejected­
and along with it concern for social welfare. The 
"Australianist" contempt for imported hierarchical 
institutions and an aristocratic culture is torn 
down-and in its place is erected a temple for an 
indigenous elite. The concerns of this symposium 
are intellectuals, artists, businessmen; they are the 
inhabitants of Australian civilisation, and beneath 
them there is only a grey, undifferentiated mass, 
meriting little interest and no respect (for all Max 
Harris' denial of a "clear-cut differentiation of 
living patterns" between working and middle 
classes). The challenge is not new, but in a society 
in which affluence blunts rebelliousness and work 
and leisure conspire to impose conformity, it is 
formidable. Do the few exist for the many, or 
the many for the few? 

The starting point for most of the contributors 
is that Australian society has traditionally been 
concerned with the pursuit of happiness, which 
Australians have identified with material progress, 
and that this has resulted in a depreciation of the 
standards of intellect and taste-a not unfamiliar 
point. Despite this, it is argued, urbanisation, the 
growth of a bourgeoisie and a professional class­
and consequently of an intelligentsia, the assim­
ilation of world standards and a concern for what 
is universal rather than what is unique-all these 
demonstrate that, some time in the last three 
decades, Australia has grown up, become mature. 

Many of the contributors make acute observa­
tions, all the more interesting because, in an Aus­
tralian context at least, they are new-such as 
Max Harris' comments on the Australian "bull­
shit" philosophy (in an essay to several parts of 
which the philosophy might well have been ap­
plied), Vincent Buckley's diagnosis of the situation 
-and the silence----of Australian intellectuals, Sol 
Encel's analysis of the decline of party politics. 
But the after-taste of this . symposium is a weary 
depression. "There seems to be no alternative to 
the foreign policy of the Menzies Government" 
(Wolfsohn) ... "The concentration of power seems 
to be an ineluctable feature of modern industrial 
society" (Ence!) . . . "The masses are more con-
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cerned with security than liberty, and so are the 
intellectuals and the new men of talent" (M~­
Callum). The depression derives not from the 
criticism the contributors make of contemporary 
Australian society, nor from their swipes at tra­
ditional radical attitudes about Australia, but from 
the feeling that so many of them, in Manning 
Clark's words, profess not only an unqualified 
fatalism, but would not have things any different 
if they were given the power to change them, 
because they are "indifferent to the fate of the 
uneducated masses" and believe in "culture for the 
elect." 

A consideration of the assumptions which under­
lie most of this book forces a reconsideration of 
past choices and present alternatives; but I remain 
an unregenerate Melbourne meliorist, progressivist, 
historicist, what you will. I would accept as accur­
ate (at least as applying to me) Douglas Mc­
Callum's comment that "no thoughtful socialist 
now feels that the perfectly free, perfectly just, 
ideally equal co-operative commonwealth is a 
viable vision for Australia's future." But this is 
not because of any specific quality of Australian 
politics or society or even civilisation; rather it 
springs from the central contradiction between 
pessimism about man's individual condition and 
hope for the society of men. To know that man 
is imperfect and imperfectible does not mean that 
social amelioration is illusory; indeed, it may well 
be the case that only social amelioration can 
enable the confrontation of man and his own 
imperfect nature. 

This seems to me to be the resolution of the 
conflict implicit in Professor Clark's vision of 
history. Outside circumstances or self-contro.dic­
tion may always defeat the individual will, and 
therefore the individual's history may be tragic: 
but what happens in history is not what anyone 
wills; rather, it is the "innumerable intersecting 
forces, which give rise to one resultant-the 
historical event." And, if this is so, then it is 
possible, while accepting an inevitable individual 
frustration and defeat, to talk of probably social 
progress-but not as an inevitable process; for 
progress does not turn out to mean what individual 
men expect it to mean, while in our day it 
carries close beneath the surface its own opposite, 
the "common ruin of the contending classes." 
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The New Fore-Runners 

Elizabeth Vassilieff-Wolf 

"REBELS and Precursors" is the title of a 
large and important exhibition organ­

ised by the National Gallery of Victoria, 
shown there during August, and on show at 
the Sydney Gallery during September and 
October. 

It is the most important of a series of "Sur­
veys", designed to give the public a chance to 
assess past and present aspects of Australian art, 
which have been staged at the Victorian Gallery 
during the past six years under the enlightened 
dispensation of Director Eric Westbrook. 

"Rebels and Precursors" presents a selection of 
works done in the years 1937-47 by six Melbourne 
painters: Bergner, Boyd, Nolan, Tucker, Perceval 
and Vassilieff. It recognises them as key figures 
of that vital decade, shock-troops in that bitter 
and prolonged battle for the liberation of art in 
this country from Bumbles and Philistines which 
w as fought in those years and, for the most part, 
won. 

The whole corpus of work by these six very 
individual yet connected artists is a microcosm of 
the larger intellectual world of the time. And for 
all of us who, for the better part of our lives, 
have been involved, in one and another way, in 
that same battle, to see this exhibition is to re-live 
the ardors of our youth, to take stock of what 
has happened to them and to see the present con­
dition of individuals and society in a clearer light. 

"Reoels" indeed they all were, then; outsiders, 
and of most various kinds: dreamers, debunkers, 
protestants, iconoclasts, satirists, explorers, and 
affirmers. 

But though they were rebels, alienated from 
society, they were not alienated from each other. 
They formed a united front, and an aggressive 
one, against all the values of commercial, bour­
geois civilisation. 

They were united, literally, against the Govern­
ment, and in particular against Prime Minister 
Menzies, who stood behind the weird proposal in 
1937 to found a Royal Australian Academy. They 
were against academies and all establishments, 
against elites, against professional-expertophilia, 
against technocracy, against fascism, against rac­
ism, against glib and arid rationalism, against all 
dogmas aesthetic and otherwise, against the phil­
istines, against the stock response. 

They were true egalitarians, democrats, affirm­
ing the value and dignity of the individual. Their 
criterion was the quality of the individual's own 
response to life, and of that, they said, he was 
in the end himself the only proper judge. They 
saw the history of art as one aspect of the general 
history of human progress. 

They believed in the concept of historical pro­
gress, both in individual and society. They had 
hope of this world. 

They rejected the outmoded nineteenth century 
concept, then prevailing, of some sort of automatic 
"progress" through technology and universal suf­
frage. The essence of true progress they said was 
of a different order. . . 
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It lay in the creation of human values, which 
was to say, in human-kind's becoming ever more 
conscious, refined, subtle, complex, powerful, free 
and responsible. Or to put it another way, in 
being raised to higher levels of self-knowledge 
and responsibility (and their accompanying states 
of anxiety). 

They read, argued about and digested the new 
values imparted by Freud and Marx; by the French 
symbolists and Rimbaud and Verlaine; by the 
German existentialists and Kafka and Buber; 
by anthropologists such as Frazer and the "Golden 
Bough"; by the English, American and Irish ex­
patriate novelists of the inner world, Forster, 
Lawrence, Huxley, Woolf, Hemingway, Joyce, 
Stein; by the poetry of Eliot, Auden, Spender, Mac­
Neice and Thomas; and by Gropius, LeCorbusier 
and Frank Lloyd Wright. 

They were the inheritors of these great Euro­
pean pioneers of the beginning of the century, and 
were their counterparts in our country. 

Then they, and all the progressive elements in 
our culture stood together. They had faith in the 
power of organised human effort to overcome the 
common enemy; vested interest in spiritual dark­
ness. They did organise, and in that way, they 
broke the grip and threw off the dead hand. They 
advanced the frontiers of true progress in our 
country. They were fore-runners. 

But their avant-garde solidarity was precarious. 
The battle for artistic freedom being for the most 
part won, "things fell apart, the centre did not 
hold." And today the Australian scene, developed 
on the bases of freedoms established by the fore­
runners, is, like the European scene, one of chaotic 
fragmentation. 

* 
Among the younger men, many have been led 

astray from the great mainstream of progress, 
which is humanistic and -secular, by the preachers 
of dogmas, aesthetic, social, moral, religious, 
political. Others by the art-dealers, the public 
relations m·en of culture, who have moved in with 
the alluring promise of business-like administra­
tion of the sordid affair of selling instead of the 
old bohemian muddle, to "promote public images" , 
to create tastes and fashions, in art as they do in 
soap and toothpaste, and to corrupt the innocent 
with formulas for fortune. (Picasso to Marevna 
Vorobev: "Between ourselves, I sometimes paint 
dung-good for idiots. I often have to work for 
people who are ignorant of art. My dealer is 
always asking me to' paint something to astonish 
the public.") 

We have no longer a united intelligentsia. They 
are atomised. There are a lot of intellectuals, 
alienated from each other as the people in society 
at large are alienated, and growing more so. 

Nowadays most of us, and artists more notice­
ably than others, are psychopaths, insofar as, for 
complex reasons, we fail to establish normal ties 
of affection or of respect with other people and 
other forms of being, and cannot therefore identify 
ourselves with them. We regard others as alien 
species, essentially different from ourselves. And 
so we seek, as do all psychopaths, to bolster self­
esteem by defeating or surpassing others (whether 
in success or in martyrdom), since hope of winning 
their affectionate regard has been abandoned. 
· To this end, we may even come to believe our 
own lies, and live in a twilight zone between truth 
and falsehood. This may make us successful as 
false pretenders, but, as we are also self-deceivers, 
it makes us really failures. 
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This is the sickness of our whole society, and 
is most clearly to be seen among the artists. Meas­
ured against the attitudes of the fore-runners 
certain widespread artistic attitudes of today are 
sick and retrograde ones. 

Many of the new men are against rather than 
with ordinary people and objects and events, re­
garding them as shabby and mean, and take a 
perverse pride in declaring they are for nothing 
and nobody in particular. They renounce hope of 
this world . and the idea of historical progress 
through organised human effort, and devote them­
selves to saving their own precious spiritual skins 
by aspiring to join the ranks of one or another 
other worldly elite. 

They go into Retreat, in private myths, seeking 
salvation through mysteries and revelations, and 
prate of analogues and absolutes and martyrdoms 
and redemptions. They are a lot of auto- flagella­
tors, sitting on pole-tops beating their breasts and 
talking to themselves, each in a symbolic language 
only he can understand. 

Indeed, the search for privll,te iconologies has 
become so self-conscious as to be, in th e witty 
observation of Mary McCarthy, a socially com­
petitive enterprise: "The best crit ic or artist is 
the one who puts in or detects the m ost symbols 
in a given stretch . . ." 

And the excitement is all in the chase. ' 'The 
fox when caught is a bedraggled little wretch, 
meaner than any real object or event could be." 
Whereas, if one gets the messages of r eality cor­
rectly, one will not have to search for and put 
in symbols, "but will find they are ther e, staring 
at one significantly from the commonplace." 

Moreover, as McCarthy goes on to say, this 
exasperated cult of symbolism w hich is so fashion­
able "is centrifugal, and flees from the obj ect, 
the event, into the incorporeal distance, where 
concepts are taken for substance and floating ideas 
and archetypes assume a heiratic authority." In 
sum, this produces merely an unfocussing of reality, 
"an invitation to the self-indulgent imagination to 
indulge itself further." 

What these practitioners will not do is steel 
themselves to bear reality, w hich m eans historical 
responsibility and personal doubt. 

Some others among the intellectuals of today 
bave stormed the citadel of the establishm ent and 
occupy it as critics, functioning as a this-worldly 
elite. And strange it is to hear the very ones who 
in the Angry Forties most passionately inveighed, 
as amateurs, against "academicism," now calling 
for "professionalism," "expertise" and "scholar­
ship"! Or perhaps it is not strange, but just typical 
of the ceaseless battle for power between the 
older and younger generations. 

But happily, among the younger and older dis­
senters from the fashions of the moment, are som e 
who foreshadow the swing of the pendulum from 
the long-drawn agonies of romanticism, not back­
wards to the old but forward to some new, enriched 
kind of classicism; some kind of realism which 
will be raised to a higher power by its recognition 
of the validity of the non-rational orders of exper­
ience, and its sympathetic comprehension of them. 

The future must lie, I think, with an art which 
will seek endlessly to know, in the fullest sense, 
ever more of life; to embrace, to connect, to unify, 
to contain, to reconcile all the contradictions of 
the self and of the world. 

It will be, essentially, an art which will not 
accept as valid such a dictum as Patrick White's 
"There are no lifelines to others' lives", but will 
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itself create them. Nothing "other" will be alien 
to it. It will be an art intelligent, self-discipline!i, 
secular, humane. Such an art is what our condition 
calls for. Anything less would be subhuman, un­
r eal; and nothing less will do. 

The Schools 
Peter Gill 

Australians have always been interested in what 
other people, particularly "experts", think of their 
society. When Freeman Butts, of Columbia Uni­
versity's Teachers' College, published his remarks 
on Australian education back in 1955, it was not 
only educators who sat up and took notice. For 
here was a new, invigorating and surprisingly 
accurate analysis of many of the assumptions 
underlying our education structure, and, moreover, 
it w as the sort of analysis that no Australian bad 
yet bothered, or dared, to put in writing. 

Not that Butts said anything really new. To be 
told, for example, that we lacked "a widespread 
feeling of ferment or dissatisfaction or criticism 
. .. a bubbling up of ideas and experiments" was 
no novelty. Nor was his statement that "Austra­
lian teachers, imbued with the trade union tra­
dition, are over-organised on matters of salary, 
security and tenure, but under-organised with 
respect to professional stimulation, exchange of 
ideas and mutual criticism." Privately at least, 
we knew these things and accepted them, back 
in the fifties. 

Have things changed much since then? At first 
glance, there appears to have been something of 
an educational renaissance during the last decade. 
Educational journals and hardback publications 
have appeared ; seminar and workshop programs 
have been multiplying, and are being patronised 
by growing numbers of teachers; subject associa­
tions no longer depend for their very existence on 
small bands of dedicated enthusiasts; and the 
College of Education has been established. Educa­
tors are flexing their muscles to a degree that 
might surpr ise But ts if he were to return to the 
Australia of the sixties. 

Just how deep these developments go is another 
matter, however, and to interpret them as signs 
of a gen uine "intellectual ferment" would be mere 
wish-fulfilment. Basically, things haven't really 
changed. The fundamental flaws which inhibit the 
development of a truly professional attitude in our 
educational structure stem from forces outside the 
educational system-in fact from the quality of 
our national life itself. 

F irstly, we are a nation of trade unionists. And 
although there are signs that matters of "salary, 
security and tenure" are not dominating the minds 
of teachers quite so much nowadays, there is a 
long w ay to go before Australian teachers and 
educators are as vocal as their American ( or even 
English) counterparts on professional matters. In 
a sense of course, this is understandable, for it 
will always be easier to fill a town hall with pay­
conscious teachers than to half-fill a lecture theatre 
with devoted teachers of maths. or history. But 
the trade union mentality goes deeper than mere 
agitation for pay increases. The emphasis on unity 
within the ranks, the doctrine of the "fair go" for 
everybody including the time-server and the in­
competent, the distrust of the "conchie", the 
intellectual and the theorist-these are the sorts 
of forces which perpetually hinder the full develop­
ment of strong professional thought and action in 
Austr alian education. 

Overland No. 24, September 1962 



Secondly, the centralised nature of our educa­
tional structure has profound repercussions on the 
way teachers think and act. Directives, suggestions 
and programs of study come from headquarters, 
and, however well-meaning they are, the net result 
is that teachers are tempted to rely on these 
external crutches, rather than their own initiative. 
There is always somebody who is r eady to tell 
them what to do, and there is always somebody 
whose views should be sought, respected, and 
followed, if the teacher wants to "get ·on". A 
strong personality in a key position at the nerve 
centre can impress his ideas and methods on a 
generation of teachers-all over the State, acolytes 
of the great man teach in the accepted way from 
the accepted textbooks, through fear, through 
genuine conviction, or simply because they have 
never had a real chance to. hear other opinions 
or try other methods. 

A teacher can, of course, stage a pri:vate revolt. 
But private revolts are usually clandestine, guerilla 
affairs, rarely leading to full-blooded public dis­
cussion, and rebels tend to remain isolated and 
disorganised. Such teachers cannot be blamed, for 
example, if they are reluctant to talk openly with 
inspectors (the potential catalysts in such a system 
as · ours) during their annual flying visit, for these 
people represent the Establishment. 

Thirdly, through the accidents of geography and 
history, we are an insular nation, with few home­
grown educational ideas of our own, and with a 
marked preference for adopting, rather than 
adapting, overseas ideas. And because of our 
insularity, any educational "new wave" from over­
seas is a mere ripple by the time it gets here, and 
like a ripple, it is already old. Ideas are muted, 
controversies muffled; both lack the bite of fresh­
ness and originality. As in other things, the time 
lag operates against us, and we tag along respect.,. 
fully, a couple of laps behind. 

* 
A classic example of this belated and uncritical 

adoption of overseas ideas is the current enthus­
iasm, in Victoria at least, for the S.R.A. Reading 
Laboratory program in English. Produced some 
years ago in America, this program is now being 
adopted by an increasing number of schools 
throughout the State as the best way to improve 
the reading, vocabulary, and comprehension of our 
children. How it works is unimportant here. What 
is significant and frightening is that the w hole 
apparatus has been adopted without a single 
change. Among the reading material in one pri­
mary grade kit, for example, are stories about 
Babe Ruth, the Yankee stadium, Buffalo Bill, Davy 
Crockett, and "Uncle s ·am's Smoke Jumpers" . The 
language is pure ·American, and the range of events 
and experiences almost completely foreign to Aus­
tralian children. And they are being fed this diet 
under .the banner of progressive, forward-looking 
education. The television · companies must be 
delighted at this softening up process. 

The final banality is that the Australian Council 
for Educational Research is believed to be bring­
ing .out an "Australian" version of the S.R.A. kits 
later this year, -which is not expected to . be as 
good or as glossy as the original. Austerica strikes 
again. 

Against such forces as these, there is little the 
individual teacher can do except cultivate his own 
garden, actively help · to make his professional 
and subject associations more powerful and vocal, 
and read anything he can lay his hands on about 
overseas developm·ents. Martin Mayer's "The 
Schools" for example (Bodley Head, 37 /3), is just 
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the sort of book that could help turn private 
revolts into public revolutions, and could jolt us 
out of our educational jog-trot. 

Mayer is education's John Gunther. After hav­
ing visited 150 schools, -talked to 1,500 educators, 
and digested 50 linear feet of books and mon­
strous piles of periodicals, he found himself with 
6,000 pages of notes on what he had learned about 
the schools of America, England and Europe. From 
this material he has distilled a fascinating four 
hundred page account of what is actually happen:.. 
ing in the schools. And, like the popular image 
of the American, he hasn't been afraid to voice 
his opinions. The book is a mine of facts, statis­
tics, anecdote, quotation and comment. Mayer 
never let a good story or an interesting fact escape 
his filing system, and the result is a disconcerting 
but tremendously readable narrative. 

Some of Mayer's comments are worth recording 
here. For example, when we really start worrying 
about the education of talented children, and when 
the so-called "quest for excellence" movement hits 
Australia, the following remarks may be worth 
remembering: "There is a great danger that the 
current 'quest for excellence' will turn into an 
emphasis on the education of the easily educable 
. . . · A decade ago, the line of least resistance 
for the schools was to organise a program so easy 
that nobody could get mad at the superintendent 
because his child was flunking. Today, the line of 
least resistance is to work only with children who 
don't need much work . . . 'Excellence' resides in 
the child rather than in the school, and excellent 
children are usually self-starters." · 

Or his comment on the place of "citizenship 
training" in schools: "Some commentators. seem to 
believe that this concept of 'citizenship education' 
is a novel American contribution. In fact this is 
what the schools are about everywhere: Americ;m 
schools make American, British schools make Brit­
ish, Russian schools make Russian citizens. What 
else can they do? .. . But let it be recognised by 
those who work within the schools that 'citizen­
ship' is second-best. Underdeveloped nations, 
countries which are still industrialising, societies 
which have an overriding need to bring their 
members to conditions of decent physical existence 
- their school systems must hammer at 'citizen­
sh ip'. Teachers in nations as rich and self­
satisfied as the United States and Great Britain 
should be able to afford the luxury of hoping 
that the ch ildren in their classes will grow up to 
be resourceful, perceptive, imaginative men and 
women- not just citizens. What a man does with 
his time in the bathroom every day is ultimately 
far more important than what he does in a voting 
booth once a year." 

Mayer is particularly severe on · the mediocre 
quality of much of the humanities t eaching in 
America, and a lot of what he says is disturb­
ingly relevant here in Australia. Moreover, he 
is brutally frank about the future . "Humanists 
must somehow face the fact · that nothing keeps 
literature at the centre of the secondary pro­
gr am today except social class pressure and the 
inadequacy of teaching methods in mathematics 
and science . . . Teachers of English in the United 
States have been operating from a protected posi­
tion, as proprietors of a 'compulsory subject' which 
deals with r elatively attractive material generally 
accepted as necessary for anyone who wishes to 
call himself 'educated'." 

Is it anything more than this "protected position" 
which allows Australian teachers of English to 
teach from the mediocre, dull, and often anti­
quated . textbooks that are still to be found in 
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schools? If, for instance, Mayer had unearthed 
the Seventh and Eighth Readers used by the Vic­
torian Education Department, he would have dis­
covered two collector's gems. These books should 
have disappeared long ago, but they seem inde­
structible. The Eighth Grade book, for example, 
is a confused jumble of snippets from "English 
Literature" and an earnestly unimaginative col­
lection of Australiana, got out in the dullest con­
ceivable fashion by the Government Printer. What 
Victorian 12 and 13 year-olds can make of Milton's 
"On His Blindness," Henry V's. speech b efore 
Agincourt, or Lord Dunsany's little piece "The Hen" 
"All along the farmyard gables the swallows sat 
arow .. . " ) can be imagined. And who can blame 
them for being put off "English" for life by such 
racy openings as "The dignity of labour! Consider 
its achievements. Dismayed by no difficulty, shrink ­
ing from no exertion, exhausted by no struggle, 
ever eager for renewed efforts in its persevering 
promotion of human happiness, 'clamorous Labour 
knocks with its hundred hands at the golden gate 
of the morning', obtaining eacll day, through suc­
ceeding centuries, fresh benefactions for the 
world." 

And this is supposed to be English, for jet-age 
Australian youngsters! Nor are they better off 
when they turn desperately to the Australian sec­
tion. Whoever would have guessed that C. J. 
Dennis could have started anything with "Summer 
is in her prime, and all the Bush seems lik e to 
swoon with drowsy luxury." But he did, and her e 
it is, enshrined for all time apparently, for the 
spiritual enrichment of our children. 

What is wrong with us, that this sort of outland­
ish, irrelevant and dreary .material should have 
flourished for so long without causing a storm 
among ed4cators and parents? Because this sort 
of thing (and examples can be multiplied) calls 
for more than personal, clandestine, p rivate revolts. 
It calls for uproar. 

* 
Of more general interest perhaps are Mayer' s 

comments · on such sociological questions as the 
effects of class bias on the schools. Like many 
before him, Mayer hits hard and accurately at the 
pervasive influence of class in American and Eng­
lish schools. "Class bias hits the American school­
child from the moment he begins formal instruc­
tion. The reading books are all about nicely 
dressed children with a pet dog and a lawn to 
play on; Daddy comes home from the office . . . 
in the arithmetic texts the problems deal with 
how much money a well-scrubbed child can make 
by mowing lawns at forty cents an hour, or how 
long a little girl practised the piano each w eek 
if she practised forty minutes a day . . . All over 
the world, people work not to keep alive, but to 
help their fellow man, and no job is ever seriously 
tiring or painful or degrading . . ." Students of 
the Eighth Reader will know what he means. 

It is easy to become over-indignant about this 
sort of thing, and fatally easy to mis-direct one's 
indignation. For after all, nothing much can be 
done about the bias. Schools in America, and 
Australia, are always going to encourage middle­
class values because the community they serve is 
overwhelmingly middle-class in orientation and 
self- image, and until that changes, it is simply 
unrealistic to expect schools not to reflect the bias. 

This is not a counsel of despair, however, simply 
a suggestion that we cease wrestling with the 
invulnerable tide and concentrate our energies 
where they can do most good. To admit the bias 
is not to accept all its present implica tions and 
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excesses. Wherever the implication is that we 
cease trying to give a decent, realistic and pro.­
vocative schooling to "culturally deprived" chil­
dren, for example, then we ought to fight, and 
fight hard. In Australia at the moment, this could 
mean that we fight for -a better deal for technical 
school children-that growing number of students 
who are, in many cases, shunted off to techs. by 
"academically" brought up primary teachers, who 
follow the rule "Johnny is no good with his brains, 
maybe he'll be good with his hands." Johnny goes 
off to the local Junior Tech., learns the rudiments 
of tradework, a little science and maths., a smat­
tering of Social Studies and some very basic Eng­
lish from the school's chronically understaffed and 
unqualified humanities department, and is sent off 
to j oin in the increasingly competitive race for 
jobs not knowing what has hit him. 

Lack of money may be the obvious reason for 
this shortchanging of our youth, but it may not 
be the only reason. As Mayer says, it is terribly 
easy to quit on lower class children, tempting!y 
easy to reflect "He's too dumb. Let's give him 
shop." And with those teachers and administrators 
who have already sold this pass, those who con­
tinue to fight will be resented and resisted. Have 
too m any educators in this field become too com­
pletely adjusted to the "hard facts of social cir­
cumstances"? Have they lowered their sights too 
far? 

Another field where the class bias operates, of 
course, is in the field of I.Q. tests. Brian Simon's 
treatmen t of this subject ("Intelligence Testing and 
the Comprehensive School") is only one of many 
critical accounts of the whole business, but perhaps 
the most persuasive of them all. "Intelligence tests 
can never be 'objective', can never reach the sup­
posed elusive and independent inner essence of 
mind which psychologists attempt to measure. In­
stead they are bound sharply to discriminate 
against the working class." Mayer would agree 
completely with this, and more importantly points 
out that even a "culture fair" test does not get to 
the root of the pr oblem. "The central problem 
in education is not that intelligence tests are biased 
. .. but that the schools themselves are biased ... 
It is important to know that the tests are class­
biassed, not to change the tests but to change the 
schools." And, as he points out later in a shrewdly 
incisive but very fair account of the English 
schools, the bias inherent in such tests is less than 
the bias to be found in the classroom. 

At a time when I.Q. tests and other measuring 
devices are being used increasingly in Australian 
schools for all sorts of purposes, it seems to me 
important that we stop complaining about the 
nature of the tests, and concentrate on getting them 
in proper perspective. They are here to stay, and 
the sooner parents, teachers, and administrators 
clearly understand their valuable but esse~tially 
limited role, the better for the victims. As Ben 
Morris pointed out in 1952, they are essentially 
instruments for guidance, and nothing more. It 
is vital that we keep them that way. 

It is almost impossible to discuss Mayer's book 
adequately without writing another book. He 
ranges far and wide over the whole field of educa­
tion , and whatever may be the reader's main 
interest in this field, he will find something in 
Mayer-teaching techniques, contemporary learn­
ing theories, teacher training and status, the impact 
of John Dewey on American education-the list 
is almost endless. Though not always profound, 
the book is stimulating, frequently provocative, 
always r eadable, and excellent value. 
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Our Press 

Bruce Muirden 

It is too simple to see the intellectual deficiences 
of the Australian daily press as a function of the 
greed of private ownership. 

Thankfully there is a point beyond which de­
basing of standards in pursuit of higher dividends 
no longer pays. For this we can largely thank the 
expansion of secondary and tertiary education. 

But too many of our newspapers cannot be 
prodded far past the compromise point of "near 
enough". To achieve advance requires either a 
proprietor with a vision we have long become 
accustomed not to expect, or an editor with ability 
to bypass managerial opposition or disinterest. 

While "second best" still suffices in so m any 
ways in Australia, a hangover from the pioneering 
need for makeshift, we can hardly expect a body 
of protest large enough to force significant improve­
ment. In fact Beth Thwaites had something in her 
famous Argus article of 1952 entitled "When you 
slate the newspapers, r emember . . . YOU ASK 
FOR IT!" Publishers, she said, danced to the 
tune called by the readers, and readers preferred 
human-interest sob stories, form guides and 
cheesecake. 

As critics hammer away in journals of minority 
opinion documenting their case (surely not neces­
sary to recapitulate) that the Australian press has 
failed to report the world fully and fairly and to 
provide intelligent comment, the monster keeps 
grazing on the small change of the masses-doped 
with sob stories, race form and cheesecake--plus 
the all- important, largely tax-deductible advertis­
ing millions. 

Keeping up the murmur of no-confidence must, 
of course, have some effect even by the uncom­
plicated Thwaites theory. It can force the tough­
est managerial operatives on to the defensive at 
times, sending them scratching around for brom­
ides. It can and does work on the minds of those 
executives and editors who can see beyond the 
cash register. One of these was John Hetherington 
who, in his final year as editor-in-chief of News 
Ltd. in Adelaide, circulated a memorandum to his 
staff including these passages: 

Many of the community's more serious 
people regard The News and The Mail as 
pedlars of trivialities, rather than serious news­
pape;rs. We who produce these newspapers 
know that such an indictment could not bear 
full examination; but it has a small foundation 
in truth. I want to see that foundation 
destroyed. Some of our critics can never be 
converted. They are the people who regard 
as sensational any newspaper that uses what 
they call "big headlines". But I believe most 
of our critics can be taught a new respect 
for The News and The Mail if we try harder 
than we have tried in the past to make pre­
sentation of real new s our primary aim . . . 
always. . . . I want sub-editors and reporters 
to combine their energies to present solid 
news as it deserves to be presented, and never, 
in any circumstances, as supporting material 
in a newspaper tending to feature trivialities 
. . . A newspaper can still reflect life in a 
bright, youthful and interesting manner and 
yet behave in an adult way. 

Unfortunately there are few Hetheringtons. At 
times surveying the field one feels that Osmar 
White was right when, in a university journalism 
lecture in 1952, he said: "The job is too big for 
the people doing it". 
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The people to lead the rebellion for better things 
would, at first sight, seem to be the journalists 
themselves, those "ill-educated and self-confident 
romantics" of Paul Hasluck's poem-but here we 
find that, what economic necessity cannot quite 
consummate, years of conditioning completes. The 
threat to his job, a very real thing with so little 
competition , t ends to keep the journalist privately 
captious, publicly quiescent. Conditioning turns 
whatever intellectual curiosity he might have had 
into mor e nosiness. 

Even so the journalist might have more sympathy 
with crit ics outside the industry if they understood 
better the institution they w ere attacking. So often 
are attacks misdirected. 

To ju dge our daily n ewspapers and t o judge them 
fairly the critics must allow for the operation of 
various technical and legal limitations. For 
instance, some defence to the charge that news­
papers give too little Asian news m ust surely be 
conceded from the 2/5 per w ord cable rate from 
Bangkok. The general Commonwealth rate is ld. 

* 
Until Prof. Sprague H olden's recent "Australia 

Goes to Press" (M.U.P ., 37 / 6) ther e was no com­
pact guide to information of this sort, although 
some British publications like the Kemsley Manual 
w ere a help. Holden, Professor of Journalism at 
Wayne State University, Detroit, Michigan, cata­
logues all the essential trivia in a fairly knowl­
edgable way. He has limited himself to the dailies 
in the six capitals and bases his F ulbright-financed 
study on 13 months study h ere in 1956-7. He sets 
out to show how news is gathered and how it is 
presented, with some American parallels. At some 
points he carries his survey w ell beyond 1957; 
footnotes take it in places t o 1961. 

Holden talked to hundreds of journalists-many 
have their names listed in Appendix A, perhaps 
as a warrant of the auth or's industry-and le.ft 
behind the impression of being a good fellow . But 
a study of this nature r equires more than success­
ful public relations. Unfortunately he sticks to 
what might be called the "official" view, r arely 
bothering to see how it chimes with reality. This 
detracts significantly from the value of the study. 

To take one instance from my own experience: 
on page 40 he states that The News has about 
200 country correspondents and they are "care­
fully coached in the selection and writing of news 
stories" . As I daily survey the pile of rubbish 
sent in by these "carefully coached" cor respond­
ents-20 of wh om only are at all a ctive-the 
thought of what ' might have been w eak ens me. 
Prof. Holden, I then wonder, what else have you 
got so hopelessly cock-eyed? 

"Shock" is a word of five letters and as such 
handy to use in large type beadings across narr ow 
columns, like the words hit, bid, row, pr obe and 
slate. This simple explanation is not enough for 
Prof. Holden, who sees the recurrent use of the 
word in headlines and on posters as being possibly 
due to the fact that the word is a staple of Aus­
tralian conversation! 

Holden gives only a patchily critical account of 
the Australian press and ends by claiming strangely 
that his is no sociological study. If so, why bother, 
as he does, about public reaction to press perform­
ance? And is it unreasonable to expect a man 
who sets out to tell how news is presented to devote 
some attention to how w ell it is presented? 

We cannot blame H olden for being no Inglis. 
It would be unfair to match a peripatetic U.S. 
professor of journalism, with all the academic 
background that that must entail, against an acute 
local historian. Thus Inglis, in his 30-page essay 
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on the press in: the symposium "Australian Civil­
isation", is at once more systematic, sympathetic 
and to the point. 

For instance, Holden, looking at the ,~urf!lce, 
sees an inadequate supply of what he calls seno1:1s 
scriveners". Inglis puts it differently- that m 
every newspaper office in Australia there are men 
mentally under-employed. 

Holden knows that a balance must be struck 
between giving the reader what he wants and what 
he ought to have; only Inglis points out that no­
body has seriously tried to discover just what 
readers do want. 

Holden methodically records the task of a fea­
tures editor and how he does this-<!,nd-that,. inclu~­
ing the farming out books for review. It is Inglis 
who is disturbed at how haphazardly are these 
reviewers equipped. 

For a man so concerned with itemising the occu­
pations of the various types of jo~rnalist, it is 
surprising that one has to go t? Inglis to ~nd the 
entertaining but far from frivolous conJecture: 
what happens to old journalists? 

Holden has not failed to ,point out the baleful 
influence exerted on newspapers by concern for 
circulation at the expense of quality, and he know5 
all about anti-labor bias. He might have gone 
further and kicked around the idea (yes, it's ~n 
the Inglis essay) that perh_aps newspape1;s m 
socialist societies or those published by labor mter­
ests may have just as serious shortcomings? 

Holden's study is no view from El Vino's (to 
borrow Hoggart's phrase). Equally it is not the 
reverse, an austere but unchallengeable scholarly 
text. It lacks too many names, places and dates 
for that. This is not to suggest that the faculty 
man is entirely submerged in the good fellow. In 
what could have been one of the most colorful 
sections of his study, the final stupendous years of 
that magnificent experiment, the London-direc_ted 
Melbourne Argus, Prof. Holden stag~ers fort1: witI:i: 
"There may be a symptomatic truth i~ the epitaphic 
assertion that The Argus, transmogrified, was too 
racy for Melbourne's sedate tastes." 

"Australia Goes to Press" often ventures dar­
ingly into potted Australian history-and comes 
out with only a small quota of errors. To take 
just one-the belief that the "unlocking of the 
lands" in the 1860s gave the poor man a chance 
to buy small tracts and farms is, to say the least, 
extremely arguable. 

Prof. Holden becomes more gullible wr:en he 
becomes more up-to-date. Who fed him with the 
story, on page 103, of the newspaperman who 
scooped his mates with news of Labo1; s move to 
nationalise the banks? Prof. Holden might consult 
L. F. Crisp's "Ben Chifley" (page 328) for a dif­
ferent version. 

* 
However in his wide net Prof. Holden could 

hardly help but gather some of the ke:y: points 'lt 
issue. He has got to many of the obv10us q1;1es­
tions even if he hasn't got beyond the obvious 
answers. 

Rightly, he sees the "fetish of cadet training in 
mechanics with a special obeisance to shorthand" 
at the heart of many of the deficiencies of the 
Australian daily newspaper. The vision of too 
many journalists has been . na~r?wed by ~nforced 
concentration on the techmcahties of their craft. 

Holden notes that The News had an ambitious 
scheme to counter this by encouraging staff to 
undertake university courses. He should now be 
aware that when Rohan Rivett left in 1960 this 
scheme, like so many other good things, came to 
a sudden stop. 
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Twenty-Third Flight 

Lo as I pause in the alien vale of the airport 
fearing ahead the official ambush 
a voice langorous ahd strange as these winds of 

Oahu 
calleth my name and I turn to be quoited in orchids 
and amazed with a kiss perfumed and soft as the 

lei. 
Straight from a travel poster thou steppest, 
thy arms like mangoes for smooth~ess, . 
o implausible shepherdess for this one agemg 

sheep, 
and leadest me through the righteous paths of 

the Customs 
in a mist of my own wild hopes. 
Yea though I walk through the valley of Im-

migration 
I fear no evil, for thou art a vision beside me 
and my name is correctly spelled 
and I shall dwell in the Hawaiian Village Hotel 
where thy kindred prepareth a table before me. 
Thou restorest my baggage, and by limousine 

leadest me 
to where I may lie on coral sands by a stream-

lined pool. 

Nay but thou stayest not? . . 
Thou anointest not my naked head with 011? 
O shepherdess of Flight Number Twenty-Three 

only 
thou hastenest away on thy long brown legs to 

enchant 
thy fellow-members in Local Five of the Greeters' 

Union 
or that favored professor of Commerce mayhap 
who leadeth thee into higher courses in Hotel 

Management. 
O nubile goddess of the .Kaiser Training Program 
is it possible that tonight my cup runneth not over 
and that I shall sit in the still pastures of the lobby 
whilst thou leadest another old ram in garlands 

past me, 
and, bland as papaya, appearest not to remember 

me? 
And that I shall lie by the waters of Waikiki, and 

want? 
EARLE BIRNEY (CANADA) 

Encouragement from a lively, intelligent, in­
dependent editor can work \;'onders with a ne\;'s­
paper staff. Rivett proved this, and the burgeonmg 
of The Argus is part of the same type of story. 

Inglis notes that in 1960 there were only three 
reasonably independent editors-Rivett, Cyril 
Pearl and Angus Maude-and finds it relevant to 
comment that all were also authors (like Hether­
ington and Brian Penton). All, of course, are now 
no longer editors. 

To get higher quality journalism men like these 
will have to be put in the saddle-without too 
many riding instructions. It is 9-u~te be~ond me to 
suggest practical means of achievmg this. 

I cannot conclude, as does Holden, by saying that 
the metropolitan daily press of Australia "is a 
credit to the nation, a worthy supporter of the 
traditions of Western journalism, is frequently a 
bastion of strength, a noonday illumination and a 
staunch member of the all too small free press 
of the world". I can agree with his further remark 
that "it must become increasingly [sic] better." 
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BOOKS 

Australian Literature 

The first thing to say about iI. M. Green's two­
volume work "A History of Australian Literature" 
(Angus & R~bertson, £8/8/-), is that it exists­
the greatest history of Australian literature yet 
published, and likely to remain so for many years. 
In sheer volume and scope it outclasses Hadgraft's 
recent book, by just as much as it outclasses E. 
Morris Miller's older two-volume "Australian 
Literature" in organisation, accuracy and critical 
balance. Green sees Australian literature steadily 
and sees it whole, but he sees it too in the context 
of the literature of the major English-speaking 
countries. This does not mean that he is forever 
comparing Lawson with Dickens or "Love Me 
Sailor" Close with Conrad, but that he is, on the 
whole, decently aware of the relatively modest 
scale of Australian literary achievement. Few Cape 
Barren geese are mis-described as splendid colonial 
swans. 

One of the most impressive features of these 
volumes is the art with which the author has 
marshalled into a significant unity the great mass 
of detailed information which his scholarship has 
unearthed. The result is not, of course, the only 
possible pattern nor, necessarily, the most sig­
nificant one; but it is a better one than any other 
scholar has yet produced for the critical ":'o!ves 
to test their sometimes false teeth on. Green divides 
Australian literature into four periods: (1) Conflict 
1789-1850 (2) Consolidation 1850-1890 (3) Self­
Conscious Nationalism 1890-1923 ( 4) World Con­
sciousness and Disillusion 1923-1950. 

These headings will seem to historians just as 
suggestive as they are to "pure" litterateurs, and 
this fact points to another of the "History's" great 
merits. Though aesthetic purists will not agree 
with him Green believes that a poem or a novel 
cannot b~ studied-without loss to itself-simply 
as a work of art, in isolation from its social matrix. 
He never forgets either that pieces of writing, 
which may be of almost negligible literary value, 
may yet be of considerable importance as social 
or historical documents. 

Because this broad-some will say outmoded­
concept of literature is a_n integral p~rt of his 
thinking Green has cast his net very wide. Thus, 
the full title of the book is ."A History of Australian 
Literature, Pure and Applied": and in the fourth 
period, for example, there are chapters on Verse, 
The Novel The Short Story, The Drama, Maga­
zines, Newspapers, The Sciences, and others headed 
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Essays, Criticism, Scholarship, Philosophy, Psychol­
ogy, Education, Religion, History, Biography, De­
scription and Economics, Politics and Administra­
tion, Social Criticism, Law. When we add to this 
a good index and copious footnotes, we have a 
splendid reference-book or encyclopaedia of Aus­
traliana-as opposed to the more factual and 
statistical "Australian Encyclopaedia": but Green's 
"History" is a history and not merely a reference 
book. It gives readers a coherent narrative account 
and an artistically unified, though complex, view 
of the development of Australian writing in its 
relationship to Australian society. 

The coherent unity springs partly from the inner 
logic of the material itself and from Green's under­
standing of this, but partly also, I think, from the 
writer's own personality. Those who know Mr. 
Green personally, as I do not, may find what 
follows wrong-headed. It may be that a lifetime's 
work on material of a certain sort moulds the 
character of the worker as much as, or more than, 
his character moulds the material. Certainly to 
read the "History" from cover to cover is to know 
a man whose nature seems uncommonly :fortun­
ately attuned to that of his subject. He is Aus­
tralian to the core but not "offensively Australian". 
He hates snobbery and affectation: he is demo­
cratic, but by no means in the sense of being 
undiscriminating. He has a strongly practical, 
common-sense approach to his material, but he 
never appears to think that "near enough" may 
be good enough. He loves our country and its 
written image as deeply as he knows it, yet he 
knows so much more that he can define also its 
limitations. 

This last quality is reflected naturally in his 
style which seldom shows even a trace of the 
carelessness that mars so much Australian writing. 
He uses long sentences and longer paragraphs, but 
both are built up with counter-point and balance 
so as to make the often complex m eaning per­
fectly clear at the first reading. Generally his 
writing is scholarly and judicious without being 
in the least ponderous or pretentious. Often it 
is enlivened by vigor and wit. Consider, for ex­
ample, his appraisal of D. B. W. Sladen, the English 
visitor who compiled three anthologies of Aus­
tralian verse in 1888, and who wrote patronisingly 
of the first two that their contents w ere: 

The work of p eople who have meditated · in 
the open air, and not under the lamp ; and if 
(their) contents often - times want the polish 
that comes only with much midnight oil, they 
are mostly a transcript from earth and sea 
and sky, and ,not from books. 

Green comments: 
But it is not the hairy-h oofed warrigal or 

the ungroomed stockhorse that one finds in 
these paddocks., but the second- and third-:rate 
hack; open air freshness is just what is lacking 
in most of these verses. Australian literature 
is indebted to Sladen for a selfless and pain­
staking enthusiasm, but it is necessary to 
mention its defects. 

* 
What of the defects in Gr een's own work? Every 

reader, in proportion as his view of the subject­
matter differs more or less from that of the author, 
w ill naturally find the "History's" shortcomings 
great or small. For m y part I think he both under­
estimates the germinal importance for Australian 
literature of its popular, oral component and also 
misunderstands, in quite large ways, the nature 
of that component. This seems to me the greatest 
"overall" weakness in the book, but others may 
well feel that my reaction shows more about my 

49 



prejudices and limitations than it does about 
Green's. Moreover to say that he underestimates 
the importance of popular yarns, songs and recita­
tions is by no means to say that he is unaware 
that they were important. Indeed his general intro­
duction ends with the words: 

Crude, but full of life and color, this inchoate 
mass of observations, impressions, fancies is 
in its way as close to the base of Australian 
literature as Harpur's deliberate and deter­
mined attempts to set aside his inherited 
spectacles to escape from traditional attitudes 
and point~ of view and observe with his own 
eyes. 

Here only the faintly patronising phrase, "in its 
way", gives a hint that bush_ and back -str ee_t bal­
lads will not really be considered very seriously. 
In fact the whole matter of oral literature is dis­
missed in 14 out of the total 1418 pages of t ext. 
For comparison, 72 pages are devoted to news­
papers and nearly as many, but with more 
justification, to magazines. I think many students 
would agree that, in shaping what is distinctive 
and characteristic about Australian literature as 
a whole, oral literature has been m ore important 
than newspapers and probably not less so than 
magazines. As it is, we search in vain for even 
a reference to "the Inimitable Thatcher", easily 
the most prolific and talented composer of popular 
songs in our literary and social history. Charles 
Thatcher trod the boards at Bendigo, Ballarat and 
other gold-fields centres during the 1850's in what 
were the contemporary equivalent of travelling 
variety-shows such as Sorley's or Smoky Dawson's 
today. But instead of retailing the latest overseas 
songs, he composed m~ny hundreds of t~pical bal­
lads which made articulate the experience aJ?,d 
aspirations of his audiences. His songbooks still 
formed part of the stock-in-trade of bush hawkers 
fifty years later and a few of his ballads, like the 
beautiful "Song of Ballarat" ("Th e Cry 'Look 
out Below!'") were taken up by bush singers, 
passed on orally and improved in the process, 
until they became genuine "anonymous" folk- songs. 
This however, brings us to an aspect of what 
see~s to me to be Green's misunderstanding of 
the nature of folk-culture. 

Fifty years ago most students defined "folk" 
material, as Green still tends strongly to do, by 
reference to its origins. A folk-song can be gen­
uinely such, according to this view, only if it has 
indubitably been composed anonymously, and at 
that collectively, by unlettered persons, or at the 
very least by an unlettered individual member of 
"the folk". I think most folklorists would now 
agree that any song, irrespective of its origins, 
becomes truly a folk-song in proportion as it is 
re-created by the process of oral t ransmissio:n.. If 
an incontestably genuine holograph of the ongmal 
version of "Sir Patrick Spens" w ere discovered 
in Scotland next month, would scholars thence­
forth deny that it nevertheless became a folk­
ballad? Green would. In a note h e writes that 
"The Maranoa Drovers" 

... would certainly have deceived me. But 
Dr. H. 0. Lethbridge, of Narrandera, who 
belongs to an old squatting family, said in a 
letter ... that "the author, a Bill Davis, work­
ed for us on Forest Vale Station (West Queens­
land). He went with my brother from F orest 
Vale to Gunnedah on one trip with bullocks 
and en route composed this song. 

Others may, more properly I think, see this as 
additional external evidence of "The Maranoa 
Drovers" being a genuine folk-song. It has cer­
tainly been re-created in _many v~rsions, and Dr. 
L ethbridge assures us of its genumeness even by 
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the test of origin-it was composed by an actual 
drover on the job, one Bill Davis. H. P. ("Duke") 
Tritton, a septuagenarian shearer and author of 
"Time Means Tucker", is only one of several 
folk-singers who would vigorously contest Green's 
assertion that "perhaps nobody now alive has been 
present at the birth of an Old Bush song." 

My quarrel with the author on the essential 
nature of folk-song can be epitomised by quoting 
what is no more than a casual aside on "Sam Holt," 
the old bush song which begins in its original 
version with the evocative lines: 

Oh! don't you remember Black Alice, Sam 
Holt-

Black Alice so dusky and dark-
That Warrego gin with a straw through her 

nose, 
And teeth like a Moreton Bay shark . . . 

Green writes: 
Incidentally, Sam Holt is not a true Old 

Bush Song: references and an atmosphere 
about it which suggest that it may owe some­
thing to Bret Harte. 

True as far as it goes: but Green might have 
added-to clinch his point-that "Sam Holt" was 
first published in the Bulletin of 26th March, 1881, 
over the signature of its author "Ironbark" (G. H. 
Gibson), and that it was in fact the prototype of 
all the reams of bush balladry that were published 
in the Bulletin subsequently. Ninety-nine per cent. 
of this verse has been long forgotten or else re­
published in collections of the work of Lawson, 
P aterson or others. "Sam Holt" is one of the rare 
"literary" ballads to suffer an opposite fate. It 
w as taken up by bush singers, passed on orally in 
innumerable versions, and its individual author­
ship forgotten. Precisely for this reason, it seems 
to me, it is, or became, a genuine Old Bush Song. 
For all we are ever likely to know, the original 
version of "Chevy Chase" may have been composed 
by a highly literate court minstrel. 

Every reader will doubtless find judgments 
which , to his own taste, seem faulty or even wildly 
erroneous. The value of Ada Cambridge's best 
verse or of Catherine Spence's best prose seems, 
for example, to be greatly overestimated. Perhaps 
the most striking example of faulty taste-or in­
sight-occurs in Green's account of Eve Langley's 
novel, "The Pea-Pickers". He writes of one of 
the heroine's (Steve's) suitors: 

Probably imagination played a large part in 
h is making; but it is hard to imagine any man 
replying in such a cheaply "literary" manner 
as this to Steve's appealing accusation of cold­
ness and self-sufficiency: "No, Steve. My love 
for you is pure. I do not need to touch you. 
I am with you; that is enough. From other 
w omen coarse self-satisfaction may be obtain­
ed, but you give the uncloying cleanliness of 
your mental passion to me, and I am satisfied." 

Anyone who has read the novel would find it 
not "hard to imagine"-in realistic terms-but im­
possible. But whatever else it is, surely "The Pea­
Pickers" is not for a moment meant to be realistic 
in this sense. The suitor is not meant to exist 
except as a projection of Steve's high-flown, late­
adolescent day-dreaming. And most certainly, I 
think Miss Langley did not mean the suitor's 
"~e here to be realistic in any sense. The 
words which are put into his mouth are those 
which Steve's "poetic" soul would like such a 
man-or not like such a man-to have used in the 
given situation. In short, is not the passage a 
t enderly ironic and humorous "spoof" on love's 
young dream? 

It would not be difficult to make other detailed 
and general criticism of Green's "History". Some 
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have been made by other reviewers who have not 
always, I think, been fair enough to acknowledge 
his tremendous positive achievement. In view of 
"Tom Collins' " words at Overland's masthead, I 
feel it proper to say to such blokes: "Well if any 
of youse reckon you could do better, 'ave a go, 
mug!" Some will accept the gentle blandishment 
and one day, after someone else has devoted a 
lifetime to the subject, we shall doubtless have a 
greater "History of Australian Literature". Its 
author, like the rest of us, will be standing on 
H. M. Green's shoulders. 

RUSSEL WARD 

Recent Novels 
A novelist may work in at least two quite dif­

ferent ways. He may take himself right into the 
life of his characters, worming himself down inside 
until he really knows all there is to know about 
them, and then surfacing to show the reader what 
he thinks is good for him to know. During this 
subterranean journey, he may be instinctively 
comparing, criticising, and evaluating, or other­
wise meditating on the significance of what he sees, 
and thus his novel will vibrate with an immediate 
relevance to life. The experience of reading it 
will both shape and enlarge the life of the rzader. 

But the novelist may also stand at a distance 
to his subject. He observes, selects, records. His 
method is akin to that of a sculptor, except that, 
when his modelling is complete, he gives it a twist, 
imparts to it a motion of its own, and presents it 
to the reader to take it or leave it. 

This is David Forrest's method in "The Hollow 
Woodheap" (Jacaranda, 22/6), but of course his 
selection has given us a picture which has suffic­
ient exaggeration and distortion to direct our 
attention to the ridiculous. For the events in it 
are truly ridiculous, overwhelmingly, shoulder­
shakingly, truthfully ridiculous. · Yet the humor 
comes neither from knockabout farce nor from 
the , faded colors of colloquialism, but from the 
carefully restrained style which sets the puppets 
whirling while holding us back to observe. We 
are invited to watch, not to participate. 

The style has its roots in the authentic nick­
names given to the principal characters in the 
Brisbane bank he writes about. St. Joseph the 
Bloody Worker, the Keg and Himmler can be found 
within the walls of any large institution, but the 
pseudonyms serve another purpose than merely 
delighting the reader. They distance him from the 
characters without making them any less human. 

This same effect of distance is maintained in the 
description -of such incidents as the Rugby Union 
Football match, or the police raid on the Gold 
Coast. Both episodes are narrated in the dry, poker­
faced manner of the bar-room raconteur, yet both 
are free of the exaggeration characteristic of Aus­
tralian folk-humor. The facts are allowed to speak 
for themselves. 

The total effect of the novel is of the absurdity 
of human pretensions and of our life in society, 
but it is shot through with fleeting impressions 
of the possible warmth of human relationships. 
The hero himself has some of the epic qualities 
of the man from the west who conceals beneath 
a mask of naivete the ability to outdrink, out­
work, outwit and outswear any of the smart city 
push· but beneath the worldly abilities the author 
subtiy suggests another level of genuine candor. 
Earl Douglas Lucas is not ashamed to seek the 
conventional destination of a virginal encounter 
on the bed of marriage. 

The plot of the novel is slight but sufficient, and 
the ·occasionally bizarre incidents are in keeping 
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with the mock heroic character of the book. The 
characters are similarly adequate to their function 
in the novel, but the author's style manages to 
convey the impression that there is more to them 
than he has chosen to reveal. They may not be 
portraits in the round, but they definitely convey 
the feeling that a person in the round exists behind 
the portrait. 

Whenever we come across a satire we are tempted 
to try to label it as attacking society, the establish­
ment, human beings or human endeavors. Yet 
this book does not in fact attack anything. The 
acid in the mixture is intended to clean, not to 
corrode, and it does not so much destroy our 
illusions as correct our eyesight. . One critic has 
remarked that satire maps out those areas of 
intellect which w~ can no longer inhabit. This 
book rather shows us the thorns in the area which 
we must inhabit, but it shows us the sap in the 
thorns as well. It is also one of the best pictures 
of the modern white-collar working world, and 
of its youthful entrants, that we have so far seen. 

* 
In "Yaralie" (Georgian House, 18/-), Donald 

Stuart has adopted the other approach. He takes 
us through the common story of a young girl's 
development to maturity, in the common situa1ion 
of a half-blood between the worlds of white and 
black; although in this case both the girl and her 
father accept, and are accepted by, the black com­
munity. However Stuart has given to these themes 
the additional dimension of man's continuing quest 
for dignity and independence, and this becomes 
more important to the book than the more immed­
iate themes of the plot. 

Stuart is at his best when describing the pas­
sionate relationship between the girl, her father, 
and the land from which they wrest their living 
by prospecting, yet he perhaps misses the essential 
element of cruelty implicit in man's bending of 
nature to his will. This may be why he is less 
successful when the girl, Yaralie, goes to work 
for the pathetic Templeton and his alcoholic wife. 
He sees these white station owners as intruders 
and ravagers in an alien land, rather than as 
humans who have failed to meet the land's de­
mands, and who have been destroyed by it. Yet 
his bitterness at the thought that these people are 
the official owners while Mrs. Mendoza and her 
noisy, uprooted, troubled but essentially harmon­
ious clan are the dispossessed is well justified. 

The feeling for the land, together with the feel­
ing that the girl is ,the heir to all the ages, accounts 
for the success of the death scenes with which the 
novel opens and closes. None of the grief is 
avoided, yet we never lose the sense that this is 
just the end of one stage and the start of another. 
The dead live on in the living, and the living are 
strengthened by their heritage. This constant 
feeling of the timeless onsurge of life extends 
from the people to the land itseli and its tiniest 
creatures. 

"Amid the Plenty," by Gavin Casey (Austra­
lasian Book Society, 22/6), deals convincincly with 
the experience of unemployment in a time of 
plenty. The incidental characters are well por­
trayed, although we meet them as aquaintances, 
and we share the s·ense of futility and isolation, 
of having been discarded and passed over, which 
envelops Jack when a new manager gives him 
the sack as part of the firm's efficiency program. 
Meanwhile, he has to shoulder the family respon­
sibilities of a daughter who has to marry, a son 
who gets mixed up with a pack of delinquents, 
and another son whose sense of responsibility 
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drives him to seek a second job at the cost of his 
night-school and future prospects. 

The novel portrays a world of essential decency 
temporarily undermined by economic and social 
troubles. It is a little heavy-handed with the teen­
age dialogue, but still an honest piece of social 
reporting. But although the author has responded 
to his character, he has not quite got down past 
the immediate problems of their separate beings. 

This is more than could be said for "Picnic 
Races," by Dymphna Cusack (Heinemann, 20/-), 
which has a fast-moving narrative, plenty of 
colorful characters, a lively country town ,and an 
essentially hollow ring to it. 

The plot deals with the different stories of the 
conflict over the Gubba Centenary celebrations. 
the treatment of the local blacks, the love of 
youngsters from the opposing camps of citizens, 
and the personal feud between the two oldest 
local identities. These themes are not really in­
tegrated until the rather too conveniently happy 
ending. 

The book does at times seem to suggest some 
of the complexity of human ' relationships, but the 
author is too ready to gallop away after the next 
purple phrase from the Philippics to allow any 
of the characters to develop beyond a stereotype. 
Cusack's professional skill as a writer enables her 
to get away with a quite inadequately conceived 
story. 

"Blow the Wind Southerly," by Kay Brownbill 
(Rigby, 22/6), is mainly concerned with the mys­
tery in the past of the family of Peter de Frene, 
an Englishman who migrates to South Australia 
in 1890 to clear up the problems presented by a 
letter from his deceased father. After some inter­
esting description of social life in Adelaide in the 
1890's, and some conspicuous name-dropping, the 
book settles down to a fairly routine mystery story. 
The shadow the plot casts forward to the twen­
tieth century hinges merely on the question of 
mixed blood, which seems a clumsy and unneces­
sary device. 

"Don't Speak to Strangers," by G. R. Mccallum 
(Macmillan, 17/-), is a first novel by a Queensland 
writer. It is full of promise which is never 
realised. Characters are given imposing entrances, 
but they never develop, and the plot is mechanicai 
and unconvincing. However, the book is worth 
reading for the imaginative picture of the boy, 
Dummy, suffering from a mental trauma which 
has made him "go away inside himself," and 
slowly unfolding under the influence of sympathy 
and kindliness. If we accept the situation, the 
boy's response is perfectly credible, as is also the 
response of his ultimate foster-mother. 

JOHN McLAREN 

Cabinet Government 
"Cabinet Government" has been virtually syn­

onymous with the British system of government 
ever since Bagehot wrote his study of the English 
Constitution nearly a hundred years ago. Although 
the beginnings of cabinet government in Australia 
extend back over a century, Dr. S. Encel's book 
"Cabinet Government in Australia" (M.U.P., 65/-) 
is the first Australian book on the subject. That 
it is a pioneer study ought not to be forgotten­
its omissions and shortcomings are similar to those 
found in many pioneer works. Yet the book is 
immensely valuable and goes a long way towards 
filling in the gaps in the existing literature on 
Australian government. 

The writer of any book on cabinet government 
is immediately confronted with the difficulty of 
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what should be included and what should be 
excluded-how much coverage should be given 
to elections, parties, parliaments, civil service, and 
to extra-parliamentary pressure groups. This prob­
lem is further complicated in a federal system. 
How much emphasis should be given to cabinet 
government in the States? How far does the 
federal system itself introduce important modi­
fications to the operations of the federal cabinet? 
Dr. Encel throws his net widely on both these 
matters. There is equal coverage of state and 
federal politics. The book is a mine of informa­
tion on the history of Australian ministries. 

Comparisons between the Australian and British 
systems are inevitable in any book on Australian 
government, and Dr. Ence! devotes his intro­
ductory chapter to this problem. Like many writers 
seeking to emphasise the peculiarities of the system 
being analysed he often exaggerates the differ­
ences between these two systems. He lists seven 
characteristics of British cabinet government-that 
it represents the top of the ladder of power and 
prestige; that its strength rests firstly on the con­
stitutional supremacy of parliament, and secondly, 
on the relations between ministers and civil ser­
vants; that the administrative class of civil ser­
vants has strong social affinities with the great 
bulk of ministers; that the system depends on a 
stable two-party system; that strong central 
government is an historic consequence of the need 
for defence; and finally, that the private pecuniary 
interests of ministers ought not to conflict with 
their public duty. He then asserts that, "in Aus­
tralia, each of these seven characteristics is either 
absent or replaced by its antithesis." This is.clearlv 
an exaggeration and Encel does much to correct 
it in the latter chapters. 

Implicit in the list of the seven important char­
acteristics of cabinet government in Britain is the 
view that the cabinet system both in Britain and 
Australian can only be understood by reference 
to the social structure of these countries. Yet this 
oblique recognition of the class basis of politics 
is not followed up except to the limited extent 
of recognising that the predominance of the upper 
middle class in both cabinet and civil service is 
absent in Australia. There is no attempt to explore 
Australian politics and the cabinet system in terms 
of class. On the contrary, Encel finds the key to 
the differences between the British and the Aus­
tralian systems in superstructural factors, not it is 
true in constitutional but in political factors, above 
all in the party system. 

These are important elements in the problem but 
they would appear to be less fundamental than 
differences stemming from the different economic 
basis of the two societies. While both Britain and 
Australia are monopoly capitalist societies, Aus­
tralian society is more purely capitalist than Brit­
ish society, lacking entirely the consequences of 
the nineteenth century British compromise between 
the old aristocratic ruling class and the new cap­
italist ruling class. Australian capitalism is younger 
and is still expanding. It is moreover a more 
dependent economy than that of Britain and the 
rivalry between Australian, British and American 
economic interests is more compelling. 

These basic factors must be recognised before 
any understanding of Australian parties, parlia­
ments and cabinets is possible. While Encel occa­
sionally concedes the influence of monopoly 
capitalists (such as the Collins House influence 
on the promotion of Lyons as prime minister in 
1931 and of Menzies in 1939) his basic model is 
not a class one but a modified group model. He 
accepts J . D. B. Miller's thesis that the org~ns of 
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government in Australia are neutral agencies which 
various "syndicates" (or pressure groups) seek to 
operate in order to produce material advantages 
to themselves. Thus the Country Party is used by 
various primary producer interests to gain benefits 
for themselves such as differential rail freights. 
This is undoubtedly true but it is incomplete. Both 
the railways and the rural interests are monopoly­
controlled or dominated, and this is reflected in 
recent decisions on government expenditure for 
railway construction in Queensland, Western Aus­
tralia and the Commonwealth. 

The implication in Encel's argument is that 
pressure group politics is more prominent in Aus­
tralia than it is in Britain and that it is enhanced 
by the strong Australian tradition of the need for 
state intervention. But state intervention has been 
a common characteristic of all capitalist states 
since the late nineteenth century, and has assumed 
increasing importance both in Britain and the 
United States since the depression. While public 
pressure has influenced some aspects of this inter­
vention in the public interest, the basic explanation 
o:f this development is that monopoly capitalism 
has found it increasingly necessary to get govern­
ment assistance in all aspects of the economic 
process-in regulating supplies and markets, in 
controlling the labor force, in penetrating foreign 
markets, in underwriting uneconomic enterprises, 
in providing defence contracts, etc. The "welfare 
state" is still a capitalist state and "welfare econ­
omics" is first and foremost for the welfare of the 
monopoly capitalists. 

The same approach limits Encel's analysis of 
the internal politics of Australian parties, especially 
those of the Labor Party. Conflicts within the 
Labor Party tend to be analysed in terms of con­
flicts of interest between the trade union or 
industrial wing and the political wing, although he 
recognises the influence of ideological differences 
on the 1955 split. His basic explanation of the 
conflict is that trade unionists seek to persuade 
Labor governments to govern in the interests of 
trade unionists while any Labor government must 
of necessity be concerned with mediating between 
a broader array of interests. But the factions 
within the Labor Party seldom follow strictly along 
the division between trade unions and politicians. 
Factional struggles within the Labor Party invar­
iably reflect policy and ideological differences as 
well as differences of interest. They also reflect 
the class divisions within the Labor Party-the 
perennial struggle between working class and non­
working class elements. This is related to the 
struggle between socialist and non-socialist sections 
but it is not identical with it. The fundamental 
internal contradiction of the Labor Party is a 
class one. The A.L.P. is a party with a class poten­
tial to issue a challenge to the capitalist system 
but because of its complete acceptance of the rules 
of the democratic party game it can never hope 
to do anything but provide an alternative capitalist 
government. 

One methodological weakness of the book is that 
the empirical analysis is not closely related to the 
thesis as stated in the introduction. In bits and 
pieces some elements of the thesis (for example, 
those relating to the absence of a status-group 
link between cabinet and civil service personnel 
in Australia) are substantiated, while others are 
ignored or even contradicted (as his recognition 
that the necessities of cabinet government produces 
the same striving to tailor Australian politics to 
a two-party system as in Britain). Some of his 
most pertinent observations do not relate to his 
outline of the characteristics of British cabinet 
government. Thus, "In Australia, the basic con-
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vention is not collective responsibility within 
cabinet, but the individual responsibility of each 
minister to his party." The book is inadequate in 
its examination of the precise mechanisms by 
which cabinet supremacy over parliament is 
maintained. This is an important omission, par­
ticularly as Encel recognises that the position of 
governments relative to parties has increased in 
Australia in recent years. · 

Yet if the grand design of the book is not fully 
implemented the more pedestrian claim that "The 
development of cabinet government in Australia 
illustrates the tension betwen a constitutional struc..: 
tur, elaborated in one political system, and the 
expectations engendered by a rather different 
political system" is clearly established. The book 
will quickly establish itself as the essential com­
panion volume to Professor Crisp's "The Parlia~ 
mentary Government of the Commonwealth of 
Australia" in every library of Australian politics. 

LLOYD CHURCHWARD 

Migrants and Melbourne 
Migrant artists from Europe have already en­

riched Australian painting in every State: the 
Danila Vassilieffs and Sali Hermans have reinter­
preted our cities for us, just as Louis Buvelot in 
the early days interpreted the gum-tree. 

We have gained less in a literary way. Painting 
is an international language, while writing demands 
a whole new vocabulary, or else translation. An 
exception is David Martin, whose original· tongue 
was German, but whose later poems and novels 
have been written and published in English. .And 
he is completely at home not only in English but 
in the Australian idiom, as anyone will know who 
has read poems like "Jack Underwood" and "Bush 
Christmas". 

Here is a man whose sympathies break the front­
iers of language and custom. He has written of 
Spain, Malaya, India, and now . of the Greek com­
munity in Melbourne, with deep understanding. 

In this latest novel, "The Young Wife" (Mac­
millan, 22/6), he tells the story of Anna, a simple 
and beautiful village girl from Cyprus, who comes 
to Australia to marry a man she has never seen; 

Yannis is an obstinate, inarticulate man, not 
very handsome, not very young, not very clever, 
'who has been pushed into the marriage by his 
mother's desire for a grandson. 

Between his smart and wealthy brother, who is 
not above shady practices, his strong-minded 
mother, his friend Criton who has been involved 
with dangerous politics in Nicosia, his acquain­
tances from the Greek Club and from the intellec­
tual set at the University who "take up" migrants 
as interesting curiosities, he and Anna are driven 
into an impossible position. 

There is a quality of Greek tragedy about the 
novel, though the protagonists, instead of being 
kings and heroes, are fruit-shop proprietors and 
footballers. The Chorus is provided by Maria, 
Yannis' old blind mother, and Elena, his sister­
in-law. There is an analogy with the play "Alces­
tis," though this is not made very clear, and with 
the legend of Aphrodite. . . 

The book is w ell-constructed, the threads of the 
plot being most carefully but not obtrusively laid, 
and the lines of interweaving lives are hand.led 
with skill. · 

It is also a compassionate and ironical work, 
saying that we carry within us the seeds of our 
own destruction. The people are tormented .. by 
private demons; Patricia by the memory of · her 
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baby son who died, Criton by his failure in Cyprus 
which resulted in the maiming of two boys, the 
Professor by the fear of growing old. 

Criton, the artist, consoling himself with a so­
phisticated Melbourne woman and an uncompli­
cated Australian country girl, does not admit to 
himself his love and desire for Anna, but sub­
limates it in painting her, secretly, as Aphrodite; 
Anna does not understand her own heart, but tries 
to be an obedient and loving wife. Yet the tragic 
C'limax works itself out inevitably. The irony comes 
from the fact that these two, after being neighbors 
in a small island, and coming out to Australia in 
the same ship, do not meet until too late. 

The setting is always convincing. The pictures 
of an intellectual party in Melbourne, of the life 
that goes on behind the windows of those myster­
ious "Greek Clubs," of the frenetic excitement of 
a football match between teams of different nation­
alities, or of a dance in a country hall; all are 
etched sharply, with that detailed observation 
which conveys the breath of reality. 

Here is the ironical introduction to the football 
match: , 

Australia is the happy country where teams 
are abused when they run onto the field before 
the first whistle--run on, by the way, through 
a heavy wire enclosure resembling the race 
by which lions enter the circus . . . it also 
protects the contenders when they return to 
their dressing rooms . 

And here is the atmosphere of Melbourne: 
Melbourne was lovely at night; very lovely 

at this time of year. Those small weather­
board houses in the plane-tree squares, with 
their rusty, cast-iron .balconies----they had a 
charming, old-fashioned intimacy, and so had 
the wide, empty streets, smelling of autumn 
to come and of the sea. One could imagine 
oneself back in the nineteenth century . . . 

The style is clear-cut and economical, and in 
the description of even violent scenes, a football 
brawl, an attempted suicide, a wife-beating, there 
is a laconic avoidance of melodrama, far more 
convincing than heroics. Only one slip in the use 
of English is noticeable, and this is prevalent 
among writers born to its use--that is "disinter­
ested" as a synonym for "lacking interest" or "not 
interested". 

This is the description of the hall where the 
dance is to be held, immediately recognisable: 

The weatherboard hall ... had recently been 
used as a polling booth; the election by-laws 
were still nailed to the door. Empty beer 
bottles were lying about in the long grass. 
Paper snakes festooned the inside of the hall, 
where they had hung undisturbed since the 
New Year Ball. But the floor, marked for 
basketball playing, had been polished and 
sanded. 

People were sitting on benches around the 
wall, men on one side and girls on the other, 
warily eyeing each other . . . Small boys were 
playing slidey on the empty floor. A matron 
came up to sell them their tickets. "Youse 
from the railway? Any more coming up? 
Glass of beer costs a bob, soft drinks nine­
penceY 

The excellent dust-jacket, perfectly in keeping 
with the story, is also by a migrant artist, Louis 
Kahan: it shows a Grecian frieze against a Mel­
bourne skyline, with a classical Greek figure in 
the foreground. The Commonwealth Literary Fund 
is to be congratulated on helping to make the 
writing of this novel possible. 
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NANCY CATO 

Old Hands and New . 
"Verse in Australia 1961" (Australian Letters, 17/6) . 
"Australian Poetry 1961" (Angus & Robertson, 15/-). 
"Here in the Grass" by Irene Gough (Edwards & Shaw, 15/-l. 
"The Dogman and Other Poems" by Robert Clark (Cheshire, 

17/6). 
"Penniless Till Doomsday" by Rodney Hall (Outposts, 5/-). 
"Poems" by J. J. Bray (Cheshire, 17/ 6). 

Normally, the two annual poetry anthologies, 
"Verse in Australia" and "Australian Poetry," 
differ widely in their assessment of the poetic 
scene. This, of course, is not surprising since the 
two publications are independent and have differ­
ent selection-methods. "Verse in Australia," pub­
lished in Adelaide, selects from work that nas 
already appeared in periodicals and, in addition, 
it has some continuity of policy through its rela­
tively fixed panel of editors. On the other hand, 
"Australian Poetry," published each year in Syd­
ney, employs a different guest editor, who selects 
from material submitted. Last year's editor was 
Dr. Leonie Kramer, well-known critic from Sydney 
University. 

It seems at first glance that these two anthologies 
again are pursuing separate paths. They have 
only six poems in common. Yet, of the 33 poets 
in each book, 24 appear in both. Whatever the 
reasons are for this surprising overlap of poets and 
divergence of poems, it indicates a relatively stable 
view of the current scene or, at least, of the people 
who make it. It also indicates the way in which 
editorial preference can vary the impression a 
writer makes. For example, selections in "Verse 
in Australia" are more concrete, extroverted in 
attitude, compared to those of "Australian Poetry," 
where emphasis is more on the interior life of intel­
lect and feeling rather than on the senses. In this 
respect, the two anthologies are complementary. 

But what, if one accepts the theory-book notion 
of poets as "sensitive barographs of national 
spiritual weather," etc., is to be made of the present 
indications? What are the general features of 
Australian contemporary poetry? 

Overtly, these poems show little direct concern 
with the issues of the day. No one is "singing the 
Nation". National progress, the huge projects and 
prospects lauded by press and politicians, is cur­
iously absent from our poetry. The militant optim­
ism of an O'Dowd might never have been. Public 
dreams have gone and private ones are not intense. 
In place of these, there is a seemingly hypnotic 
lull in which a circumspect conservatism has its 
way but is not really listened to. For this reviewer, 
it is difficult to resist the impression that for most 
poets an "inner migration" has occurred-a 
disengagement, a withdrawal from our present 
socially-defined reality and a testing of other 
alternatives to it-nature, the past (personal and 
historical), religion, individual psychology, any­
thing that holds promise of an asocial affirmation 
of the ego, anything that excludes our pre~ent 
society from an essential definition of the self. 
By and large, there is no triumph in these ex­
plorations. The tone is autumnal. Not that one 
expects copious social statement, but the present 
almost total lack of anything decisive in this ::;phere 
does loom significant when viewed in the context 
of the history of Australian poetry. 

Turning to individual poems and dealing with 
Dr. Kramer's anthology first, one finds a number 
of interesting works. Among those who stand c.ut 
is Robert FitzGerald, who resolutely confronts 1he 
problem of human decay and, in his "Bog and 
Candle", extracts one of his typical uncompromis­
ing meditations from it. Charles Higham, with a 
rather tln-de-siecle air, has an aetherial and well-
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wrought poem on a child who, grasping for the 
moon, plunges to her death. . Gwen Harwood i, 
well represented, together with her celebrated 
doppelgaenger Walter Lehmann who, after his 
widely acclaimed farewell message to the Sydney 
Bulletin, has now removed to a professorial post 
in Germany-sic transit gloria. Douglas Stewart 
is delightfully ebullient with his "Professor Picard" 
whose picaresque individualism could hardly be 
imagined as squaring with the modern emphasis 
on scientific team-work. From the Left, John 
Manifold, in a skilful and unrhymed sonnet, de­
clares that he will have nothing to do with the 
"lunatic autumnal poets". David Martin, somewhat 
sentimentally meditating the end of the world by 
the Bomb, asks us to aspire-

So that the nothingness, if it could hear, 
Shall be compelled to judge us and admire. 

The few other more public utterances are rather 
non-committal or unexcitingly conservative. There 
is good work from Roland Robinson, Francis Geyer, 
Geoffrey Dutton and others, together with a rather 
arch poem of A. D. Hope. All in all, and subject 
t o the general remarks above, it is a good anthology . 
and Dr. Kramer is to be thanked for the almost 
uncanny neutrality with which she has mediated 
the current scene. 

"Verse in Australia 1961" is a good issue also, 
with a possibly larger number of substantial poems 
in it. Again, Robert FitzGerald stands out with 
his "Relic at Strength-Fled". By comparison, A. 
D. Hope seems somewhat immature but makes a 
strong poem out of his fascination for the imper­
sonal cruelty of the biological-sexual order of 
things. Jessica Aldridge, Randolph Stow, Francis 
Geyer, Thomas Shapcott and Roland Robinson are 
a ll well represented. Douglas Stewart is again 
deftly energetic in his evocation of "Gang-Gangs" 
-a poem dancing with a fond empathy for its 
subject. T . H. Jones writes well on war-experience, 
Robert Clark includes his well-known poem, "To 
My Son", and Chris. Wallace-Crabbe · meditates 
on old cars. In terms of present-day poetry in 
Australia, it is a well-chosen selection. 

"Here in the Grass", by Irene Gough, impresses 
at once by its fine quality of printing and design 
-yet another tribute to the apparently unrivalled 
supremacy of Edwards and Shaw. It is surprising 
to realise that this is Irene Gough's first book, as 
her poems have been appearing in periodicals fo,· 
quite a number of years. Collectively, her poetry 
makes a very pleasing impression. It has a quiet 
integrity that, poem by poem, grows into an 
authentic presence of country life. In longer poems, 
the influence of the American, Robert Frost, is 
strongly suggested and though the comparison in 
no wise detracts from Frost's performance, the 
a ttempt to treat Australian themes on these lines 
is justified. This book is modest in range and 
power but expresses the lot of a country woma:1 
in such a way as to add an individual facet to 
our poetic contemplation. It has suggestions of a 
quiet staying-power. 

Robert Clark's book, "The Dogman and Other 
Poems," has two distinguishing features-firstly, 
an obvious maturity of experience and, secondly, 
a preoccupation with issues which the present 
reviewer had thought of, perhaps naively, as left 
well behind. This second aspect is a little difficult 
to formulate precisely but, briefly, it amounts to 
a kind of puritan concern, an "inner-directed" 
questioning of life that moves towards a pantheistic 
r econciliation of personal religious feeling, nature 
and society. Sometimes· this has an Eastern quality. 
For example, in one of his longest poems, "The 
Nearing Transit", the fear of death is confronted, 
not in Christian terms but more in those of 
Buddhism:-
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My error is a common weed-exulting 
In my otherness I thought myself distiI).ct, 
My birth to be new life, a thing apart, 
Too rare to end in death and be extinct. 

More concretely, Robert Clark shows a love for 
the Australian landscape, as in his "Six Moods of 
the Mallee" and "To My Country", together with 
a persistent concern for morality in human 
dealings. 

To this reviewer, it is this latter concern which 
shows Robert Clark at his best. When writing on 
nature or meditating on large themes he is on 
traditional ground and gains little by comparison 
with other poets. But in those relatively objective 
poems such as "The Wall of Glass", where he is 
drawing on his professional experience as a lawyer, 
he has things more to himself and, by advancing 
on these lines, could give us something unique. 
As it is, he is inclined to overlook his true capital 
and hanker for a kind of artistry which he hasn't 
got. With Robert Clark, one is reminded of Miles 
Franklin's view of Joseph Furphy-a man writing, 
not a writing man. This of course can be of tre­
mendous advantage but has its reverse side as 
well. Ultimately, we value Furphy, not for his 
speculative, ruminative passages, but for his suc­
cess in mediating the human concourse about him. 

Rodney Hall's English-produced, 16 page booklet 
contains 19 poems referring to experiences both 
in Australia and overseas. Predictions are risky, 
but on the assumption that the author is still 
young and continues to write, it is likely that he 
will be an interesting addition to the local scene. 
More recent poems in periodicals encourage this 
view. There is a welcome truculence and strength 
of observation about these poems that gives pleas­
ure even when expression is blurred. At times 
there is a sudden strength of imagery:-

Here my father parted 
from his four companions; 
jumped tq shatter almost 
half a mile below-
deep in my · genetic canyons. 

We look forward to more from the same band. 
J. J. Bray's book is well produced and looks 

like a book of poetry until, on closer inspection, 
it turns out to be almost entirely a high-spirited 
and rather amateurish romp. For the most part, 
it is lightweight satire-often clever, and murder­
ously flippant with the language. However, there 
are some passages that indicate possibilities. For 
instance, I was rather taken with the following 
lines from a poem, "To Magellan":-

If you had steered your westward course 
more south, 

And taken what you found for God and 
Spain, 

Would they have tamed it to Castilian modes, 
Duenna-guarded girls with rose in mouth, 
Bull-fights on ovals, friars on the Domain, 
And Quixote riding up the bare bush roads? 

More on these lines would be welcome. In their 
absence, we can only admire the author's fortitude 
and wish him luck. 

NOEL MACAINSH 

Morrison's Stories 
There has been a persistent rumor for some 

years now that the short story is a dying thing. 
Where it first originated I don't know, · nor do I 
know how long it will take to convince people 
that it is not true. But if any proof is needed, 
John Morrison's new collection, "Twenty Three" 
(Australasian Book Society, 21/-), should cer-, 
tainly help to silence the pessimists. 
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I suppose that amongst more commercial reasons, 
part of the trouble came with the impact of pro­
fessional criticism (in newspapers, journals, etc.) 
on all literary forms. The demand for something 
more than mere story raised the question: Is the 
short story a viable art form at all? It is too 
short for the extended exploration of the novel. 
And generally (but not always) the language is 
too relaxed to have the kind · of significance poetry 
can have. 

But the short story has its own function. It is 
ideally suited to capturing those crises, those focal 
points, which suddenly and unexpectedly throw 
light on life, which give us a new angle or insight 
into what we are. 

At his best, Morrison does this very well. He 
is primarily an observer and a storyteller. His 
work is concerned with people's attitudes--to 
themselves, to others, and to things; and his 
strength lies in his close notation of people's re­
actions to incidents- often seeming quite trivial, 
such as a train holdup or the killing of a snake­
in such a way as to show their attitudes or values 
in a wider and clearer perspective. 

But "Twenty Three" is a mixed bag, and by no 
means uniformly successful. The chief fault is 
that too often the perspective is not wider, but 
narrower. At times, Morrison's socialist beliefs 
seem to come between him and his characters, and 
determine how much of them he will see and sym­
pathise with. This is strange in a writer who is 
characterised by detailed observation. An example 
of this is the satirical fable "The Judge and the 
Shipowner". The exec's. are a fair mixture of good 
and bad, but the dock hands completely escape 
his satiric vision, and are. all too pure. 

The most disturbing result of this is a kind 
of sentimental response to the brotherhood of the 
underdog, seen in such stories as "The Ticket," 
"The Last Three Years," "Bo Abbott," "Way of 
Life," and "To Margaret." Here Morrison's social­
ism provides a formula and pushes him the easy 
way-his sympathies go all to one side, and the 
breadth of vision is lost. 

But the book has far better stories than these. 
One of Morrison's main concerns is people's 

attitudes to money. One of the best stories, "It 
Opens Your Eyes," is about a couple winning Tatts. 
This is a recurrent theme in the book. The story 
is set on the morning of a proposed week's fishing 
trip, and the room is cluttered with gear. Here 
we see a wife's avarice flare and gradually engulf 
her husband, utterly wrecking his long friendship 
with the man who actually gave him the ticket 
and who naturally (but rashly) expected a cut. 
It's an old theme: greed fed by the sudden posses­
sion of wealth corrupting and destroying friend­
ship. But here it's handled with fresh observation 
and re-invested with meaning. The transition from 
happiness to hatred is finely handled. The last 
paragraph brings the point home: 

He was gone, and in the clean sunshine of 
the quiet kitchen Colin Ogilvie stood looking 
miserably at his wife, at the little colored 
paper lying on the table, and at the pile of 
fishing gear near the door. 

The theme of conflicting loyalties provides two 
of the best stories in the book: the fine and worldly 
wise comedy of "The Drunk" and the near­
tragedy of "The Children." "The Children" is the 
picture of a man who, entrusted with the task of 
saving the children from a school threatened by 
bushfire, sacrifices them for his own family. We 
see his haunted and guilty mind trying to rational­
ise his actions; and we realise that here is one of 
those contradictions, those faults in life, for which 
there is no answer. How can we condemn a man 
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for saving his own family; yet how can we con­
done the death of twenty other children? T.he 
conflict is brought out almost entirely by monologue 
as the man's mind twists and turns. 

Morrison's close observation is shown again at 
its best in such almost purely descriptive pieces 
as "The Hold Up" and "Ward Four." In the 
former, we follow his sharp eye as it notes the 
various reactions of the other passengers in a 
train waiting between stations. As in "Ward Four" 
(a warm tribute to Melbourne's nurses) and "Dog 
Box," the value of the story lies in the succinct 
capturing of each character's individuality and 
response to the situation. 

But although he deals entirely with the ordinary 
working man, Morrison is surprisingly varied. "To 
Kill a Snake" and "Morning Glory" are very dif­
ferent stories, but they both show him at his best 
-detached, observant, sympathetic, clear-sighted 
and basically very sane. They are both very good 
stories. 

But the best story in the collection is "Goyai." 
It is a haunting and almost horrible re-creation 
of the terrifying logic of an insane mind. "Twenty 
Three" would be worth buying for that alone. 
But of course it is by no means the only good 
story in the book. Despite the fact that it's a mixed 
bunch, this new collection clearly and decisively 
adds to the stature of one of Australia's best 
short story writers today. 

ANDREW TAYLOR 

Tynan the Terrible 
Kenneth Tynan: "Curtains: A Critic's View of Plays, :?layers 

and Theatrical Events 1950-1960" (Longmans, 3!,l/-). 

In this country we do not have a Tynan; in fact 
we do not have such an animal as the revered 
drama critic in the English sense whose pronounce­
ments can condemn or acquit a play and hence 
stamp success or failure on its career. In England 
and America the Tynans and the Brooks Atkinsons 
are the makers or breakers of theatre; in Australia 
drama criticisms are read by relatively few people 
who may not be particularly influenced by the 
opinions of the critic. Here an actor or producer 
may get up early the morning after the opening 
night's party to read the Herald or Age crit., but 
he does so more from deference to an overseas 
tradition or coy masochism than from a bread-and­
butter necessity. The Australian theatre public's 
attitude is more conditioned by the efficacy of 
commercial publicity and word-of-mouth reaction 
than by the utterances of critics. In Sydney a few 
years ago, after the remarkable success of "The 
Summer of the Seventeenth Doll", at least one 
scribe had to write a re-evaluation of the play to 
atone for his initial indifference, a view which 
audiences had treated with characteristic irrever­
ence. 

In many respects this book of Tynan's is be­
wildering- a 75-page eclectic of reviews, ~ssays 
and pontifications on British, American, French 
and Russian theatre from 1950 to 1960. Its value 
is two-fold: firstly, it presents an astonishing 
panorama of a decade of drama, and, secondly, it 
gives an interesting picture of a man and the de­
velopment of his ideas. Tynan himself emerges 
as a fascinating individual. The full-page dust­
jacket profile catches him, in a rather s.tudied pose, 
replete with bow-tie, cigarette in fingers, thumb on 
a retreating chin-asceptic lips, somewhat super­
cilious eyes, high-domed forehead, hair swept back 
not too carelessly over a high crown: in short, 
rather too conventionally non-conformist, a little 
too obviously iconoclastic. This slight tendency to 
pretension appears sporadically in his writing, 
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particularly in his early work, yet, because he 
follows in the tradition of liberal humanism, he 1s 
able to absorb changing social attitudes and modify 
his own ideas accordingly. 

The young Tynan of 1951, three years after he 
"came floating down from Oxford", shows dis­
satisfaction with the current state of British thea­
tre-its superficiality, restricted themes, "lack of 
weight" in actors, its general ineffectuality and 
insipidity and its paucity of directors "none [of 
whom] measures up to the Continental definition 
of confessor, inquisitor and sage"-which manifests 
itself mainly in delicious sallies against his pet 
hates--such as Anna Neagle, Donald Wolfit, John 
Neville, John Gielgud, Terence Rattigan and the 
Old Vic-and in absolute joy at the appearance 
of something of quality, as Richard Burton's Henry 
V., or Claire Bloom's Juliet. He is still deceived 
by things he will later dismiss: he treats Eliot's 
"Confidential Clerk" with a respect it hardly 
merits, and writes too kindly of Noel Coward; 
Greta Garbo and James Cagney earn almost Holly­
woodian rhapsody, while, as late as 1954, a lengthy 
essay on Arthur Miller and Tennessee Williams is 
irritatingly superficial. 

But by 1954-55 a change is visible: the rationale 
of his dissatisfaction becomes more articulate: "Our 
dramatists do not hold the mirror up to nature; 
they hold it up to other mirrors. They ape the 
theatre of the past, instead of shaping the life of 
the present. They will wear gags and blinkers, 
spread half-truth and smoke-screens-anything 
rather than stare life in the face and set down the 
form and passion of what they see." By 1958 he 
has formulated something of a credo: he looks now 
for "evidence of the artist who is not content with 
the passive role of a symptom, but concerns him­
self, from time to time, with such things as heal­
ing." He shall reserve his cheers, he says elsewhere, 
"for the play in which man among men, not man 
against man, is the well-spring . of tragedy". 
Accordingly, in an essay on German theatre, he 
writes twenty of the best pages I have read on 
Brec~'lt, and concludes a survey of American theatre 
almost defiantly with a quotation from Christopher 
Caudwell. 

What influences produced this shift in Tynan's 
thinking, from that of a reviewer obviously skilled 
in his craft and dedicated to his task, to that of 
a critic with a more-or-less coherently defined 
aesthetic? The main immediate reason was the 
appearance in England of a body of young play­
wrights who rejected the old platitudes and cliches 
which for so long had haunted the British stage 
and who began to examine deeper and more 
fundamental subjects in a new and vital way. 
These writers were mainly associated with the 
Angry Young Movement and one of Tynan's most 
significant pieces is on the A.Y.M's. 

But one can go further than this. Tynan's 
development and the emergence of the new play­
wrights are symptomatic of the remarkable change 
which has taken place in European attitudes 
generally over the past seven years, reflected 
in England in Aldermaston and the Polaris base 
demonstrations: not the expression of another lost 
generation, but a reaction to a world of turmoil 
and crisis dominated by an overwhelming con­
sideration which has not yet stirred Australia to 
the same extent: the Bomb. 

Doris Lessing touched on this in one sense in 
"To Each his own Wilderness": the world is in a 
mess, and the young generation are the victims; 
"Look Back in Anger" expressed it, too, as did 
Wesker's Kahn trilogy and the exuberant anarchy 
of Behan's "The Hostage". Arden, Simpson, Kops 
and Willis Hall all reflect the same trend. The 
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Communist Brecht fits into the same pattern; his 
vogue in Australia is almost an intellectual :fad, 
but in Britain his resurrection after years of :fame 
on the Continent springs from the pertinence of 
his themes to contemporary life: he poses problems 
with which increasing numbers of people are be­
coming concerned, and his plays seek clear and 
sober judgment on them. 

Tynan himself is acutely aware of the effect this 
dilemma has had on the "new intelligentsia created 
by free education and state scholarships". The 
"young angries" are reminiscent of other young 
radical writers from Blake and Shelley to the 
Americans of the 30's such as Steinbeck and Odets, 
but what distinguishes them from their predeces­
sors is that "they came of age around the time 
their elders invented the hydrogen bomb". So they 
were led to question practically every traditional 
belief and institution in Britain, particularly re­
serving their barbs for the "Establishment"-"the 
hard core of top people . . . who still seemed . . . 
to be exerting a disproportionate influence on the 
country's affairs". 

From the maze of protest-nihilistic with Colin 
Wilson, vehement but aimless with Osborne, 
devastatingly satirical with Behan, passionate and 
positive with Wesker-Tynan, like Lindsay Ander­
son in the cinema, extracts one basic aestretic 
principle: that of commitment and engagement. 
Not commitment to any particular philosophy, let 
alone that of social change (he is certainly not a 
Marxist), but to "reality and social truth", and 
it is with this yard-stick that, after 1956, he 
measures art and artists. No longer can the taw­
dry and superficial be tolerated, either in plays 
or players: he greets enthusiastically the "new 
school of provincial actors" such as Albert Finney 
(of "Saturday Night and Sunday Morning" fame), 
and the unorthodox brilliance of Joan Littlewood's 
Theatre Workshop, and attacks the falsity of the 
Method, "that modish acting technique, mistakenly 
associated with the teachings of Stanislavsky, 
whereby ·gesture precedes utterance by at least 
five seconds". Henceforth Western drama is sub­
jected over-all to much more searching analysis 
than in the early essays: the "facile pessimism" 
of Beckett ("for him man is a pygmy who connives 
his own inevitable degradation"), the "self-imposed 
vacuum" of Ionesco, the "wanton exploitation of 
human vulnerability" of American drama, espec­
ially in the isolation and anti-humanism of Ten­
nessee Williams. Against all this he poses the 
vitality of the new British drama, the directness 
of Brecht and the genuine skill of his Berliner 
Ensemble, and the depth and "rich mobility" of 
Russian actors. ' .. _ · 

Thus Tynan emerges as a man of considerable 
ability, a critic of integrity and insight who pos­
sesses that rare attribute of a critic: knowledge 
of what he is talking about. It is said that in the 
U.S.S.R. critics undergo a seven years' training 
course, two years longer than that of the actors 
they judge: Tynan has had a much less formal but 
perhaps even more arduous schooling, and his 
survival and development are a tribute to his 
resilience. 

It is a truism that no art-form can develop 
without a body of criticism to aid it, and drama 
is no exception. Tynan says of the propaganda 
play, "one of [drama's] most ancient sources of 
energy", that its aim is "to start you thinking"; 
the same might be said of criticism, and, of the 
theatre's energy, he is himself a considerable 
source. 

ROGER MILLISS 

Published by S. Murray-Smith, Mount Eliza, Victoria; and 
printed by "Richmond Chronicle," Shakespeare Street, 

Richmond, E.1, Vic. 
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FitzGerald. Robert D.: Strata .. . 
Fox, Len: Pits Closing Down ... . 

Two Sonnets on Death .. 
Free, Keith J.: A Tale out of School .... 
Geyer, Francis: October .... 
Gidley, James: Iste Amor 

Segregation, First Century, A.D. 
Gilmore, Mary: To X ... 
Goode, Cyril E.: Pistol Paperweight .... 

She worked the Farm a lone 
Gough, Irene: Artefact ....... . 
Green, Judith: Inscriptions-Granite Be lt ... 

On some university Lecturers 
The Bush-Fiddle 

Haley, Martin: Evidence .... ... .... . ... 
H all, Rodney: To a distant _Statue of King George V. 

Waterfront 
Looking Back 

Harris, Max: On a Christmas Tree in the Common­
wealth Bank 

On going to Sleep .... 
The Second Law of Ther m ody n a m ics 

Hay, R. G.: Spring's First Full Moon 
Hellyer, Jill: Miss Petty's Sunlight 

O'Regan's Bride 
Relativity 
To my deaf Son .. .. . ... 

Hewett, Dorothy: Go down, red Roses 
There is Anguish in Knowing 

Johnson, Louis: The Hawk 
K ev ans. Denis: Advice to a young Poet .... 
Macainsh , Noel: Doctor Leichhardt on board .... 

Negro .... ... . 
Malouf, David : Epitaph for a Monster of our Times 
Manifold, J . . S . : Advice to young Manifolds 

Consequences .. . 

58 

20,19 
20,19 

22,29 
20,25 
24,13 
19,48 
22,28 
22,42 
19,15 
23,32 
17,17 
21,9 
22,29 
20,35 
21,21 
19,15 
22,28 
20,19 
17,15 
21,9 
24,7 
18,35 
22,28 
21,39 
24,27 

17,18 
24,27 
20,20 
17,22 
21,5 
19,7 
18,7 
23,45 
21,36 
17,18 
17,18 
17,18 
20,20 
19,30 
24,27 
17.,35 
18,45 

Nos. 17-24 
Quick Ones for the Road 
Stringybark Creek 

Martin, David: Exchange .... .... . ... 
For Judith. Joseph 
On the poetic Prevalence of Nuns 
Prometheus avenged .. .. 
The Almond Tree .... 
The Captain .... 

Masterman, Chris: Those bitter Phantoms 
Maynard, Donald: Metamorphasis .... 

Rex at Sorrento 
Thoughts at the Opening of the 

Adelaide Arts Festival .. 
Milliss, Roger: The Idealist to his Love 
Millrose, Agnes: From Bulli Lookout at night 
Nolan, P. F.: Apartheid ... 
Palmer, Aileen: A View of the Beach 

Interim Statement 
Song from Planet 90 .. .. 
Spain .... 
The invisible Woman 
The two Cultures 
The two-handed Artist 
Third from the Sun ... 

Popa, Vasco (trans. Noel Macainsh): Chasy ... 
After the Game 

Robson, L. L.: Governor Sir George Arthur; 1836 
The Apology of Thos. Davey, Esq. 

Rook, D. A. : A Migrant Trapped Melbourne 
Captain Cook's Cottage 

Scott, W. N. : White Box Honey ... 
Mad Jack's Weakness 

· Semmens, K .: Durban Chanticleer 
Shapcott, Thomas W.: Convalescent .. .. 
Simpson, R. A.: The Bather .... 

The Party Mask 
Park Orator 
Ventriloquist's Dummy 

Thiele, Colin: Pacific Crossing 
Tom Farley .... 

Thompson, John: Goossens, 1956 
Wallace-Crabbe, Chris: The Shadow 

The Ship's Captain 
Watkins, Griffith: Small Fish 
Watson, 0. D.: Invitation 
Wesker, Arnold: My Child .... 

The Book in my Hand 
The First Child 

Wright, Judith: Lyrebirds 

Features 

Nankeen Night Herons 
The Trap 

(In this section of the Index the title is placed first) 

22,28 
18,16 
20.87 
20,37 
22,7 
21,35 
19,4 
18,9 
18,16 
17,22 
19,48 

17,40 
20,19 
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19,30 
17,18 
21,7 
18,50 
23,21 
18,15 
18,35 
22,30 
20,45 
20,48 
20,48 
18,17 
19,27 
20,5 
24,11 
23,5 
24,23 
17,7 
23,24 
17,11 
22,27 
24,27 
21,39 
18,7 
17,11 
24,39 
21,17 
19,41 
18,17 
24,19 
19,16 
18,16 
19,16 
18,17 
23,7 
24,5 

Aboriginal Co-operatives ... . 
About the Bush and a Book: John Morrison 
Above the Snow-line: Ian Turner 
A Boy at the Docks: Alan Villiers 

22,40 
22,42 

.. .. 18,37 
22,31 

Afterthoughts on the Adelaide Festival of Arts: 
Mary Durack, Laurence Collinson .. .. 

A. G . Stephens: Vance Palmer 
A Painter of Meaning: Peter Miller ... . .. .. .... . ... 
Arnold Wesker and the British Theatre: Gillian Heming 
Australia: A Beginning and an End: Ian Turner 
Austra lian Books in the U.S.S.R. 
Australian Exhibition in Moscow: Noel Counihan 
Australia through the Looking Glass: David Bradley 
Back Stalls: Philip Adams 
Barbara Baynton and the Dissidence of the Nineties: 

Black M~n~~:cih~i~hi"te Conscience: ·s. -M~;ray--Smlth 
Culture and Society: Edgar Waters 
Culture In Trouble: Kenneth Tynan 
D H . Lawrence on Dirty Minds 
Doctor, not Patient: K. D. Gott 
Donald Stuart's "Yandy": Dorothy Hewett 
Edward D yson: Vance Palmer 
Experiment in Survival: Cecil Holmes 
Extracts from the Pilkington Report 
Father Worms: Missionary-Scientist: M'a~-Y Durack 

Flinder~i~};~ci.-.-- Bass si~ait: Ma;ie . . Tidmarsh 
Four Faces of New Guinea: Cecil Holmes ... 

i~:~d~r;:r1!.«:-ici.--ciwn~rsh!p in" the Arts: Ray~o;:.;d \vii~ 
Iiams .. . ............ .. . 

Gavin Casey: Ted Mayman ... 
Gumtree to universal Symbol: Adrian Rawlins 
Half a Mountain and the Last of a Town: Rod Shaw 
Hinterland: David Martin 17,12; 
Jean Devanny: Kay Brown 
Jim Healy: John Morrison .... 
Joshua Reborn: Colin Macinnes 
Kylie Tennant: Leo Kelly .. .. .. .. .... . ... 
Lament for the Death of a Bullfighter: Ai!(!(!n Palmer 

23,46 
17,30 
22,41 
17,36 
24,41 
18,46 
18,21 
23,41 
18,49 

22,15 
20,32 
22,45 
18,22 
20,17 
17,40 
17,29 
21,22 
17,27 
24,37 

17,21 
20,37 
22,35 
23,32 

20,23 
23,49 
19,44 
20,13 
18,48 
23,31 
21,46 
21 ,33 
17,41 
21 ,32 
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Turner 

Casey 
Christophers 

Tullipan 

Gla ssop 

Fitzpatrick 

21,49 
19,35 
21.47 
23:39 
20;30 
21,37 
18,23 
23 ,21 
19,46 
21,24 
23 ,52 
19,30 
20,36 
22 ,41 
18,43 
23,8 
19,17 
20,38 
23,51 
20,4:1 
24 ,47 
22,22 
17,29 
20 ,47 
19,42 
18,25 
19,43 
23,31 
21,43 
17.37 
22,22 
21,47 
21 ,25 
22,24 
17,39 
22,24 
20,31 
20 ,18 
18 ,46 
19,21 
23 ,33 
24,43 
21 ,29 
21,41 
19.19 
19,38 
24,44 
23,23 
19,38 
22 ,30 
24,33 
24,1 5 
19,37 
24 ,29 
18,47 
21,45 

· r an d title of book rev iewed, reviewer jn brackets) 
. Doros : Cy prus Guerilla (Xenon ) 
_ n. Hug h: The Colonial Minstrel (Edga r Wate r s) 

Warner, Sylvia: Incense to Idols (L.C.) 
. Thea : A D escant for Gossips fJea n Campbell ) 

·son . Hugh: Low Company (John McLa ren ) 
. A. G.: Australian Educa~ior, 1788-1900 (A. 

:Barca11) .... .... .... ... . .... .... ... . ..... . 
. Cha rles : The Convict Ships (S .M.S. l 
. W. S.: Journey to Wine in Victoria rS.M.S. l 

. John : Permanent Red (Roderick Shawl 
J. J.: Poems (Noel Macains h l 

- ... Bertolt: Plays (Roger Millissl .. .. .. .. . ... 
Jamieson: Violent Anchorage (Len Fox ) 

bill. K ay : Blow the Wind southerly (John Mc­
Laren! 
.-- Vin cent: Henry Handel Richardson 

McLaren) 
(J o h n 

Masters in Israel fNoel Macains h ) 
. S.. and Vallis, Val (ed.) : The Queensland 

Centenary Anthology (J ean Ca mpbell ) 
-. Robert : Mr. B rain Knows Best (Chris Master-

:::i.an I •... ..•• •••. .... ..•• ••• • •... • ~~•·--. Mena: The D yehouse (John McLaren) 
\"ictor : N aked We Ar"' Born !Len Foxl 

• G a ,·in : Amid the Plenty (John McLa ren ) 
_ ·ancy : Green Grows the Vine fG ordon Adler) 

- ,-. A.: "Early Stories (John Morrison1 
O:::s::iolm. A. R. , and Quinn, J. J. (ed. l : The Verse of 

Christopher Brennan (David Martin ) 
Robert. et a l. (ed. ) : Verse in Australia (Judith 

Wright\ 
Verse in Australia 1961 

(Noel Macainsh l 
Dog n1an an d other Poe 1ns (Noel 
Maca in ~h) 

Joy: Strike Me Lucky fL.C. l 
Carlo : The Eye and the Heart (L.C .) 

:... F.: Ben Chifley fS. Ence! ) 
Dymphna: Heatwave in Berlin (Joan Ander­

son) 
Picnic Races (John McLaren ) 
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21,56 
19,54 
23 ,60 
18,56 
23,56 

20 ,50 
18,57 
22,53 
21.54 
24 ,54 
21 ,55 
20 ,54 

24 ,51 

23 ,59 
22 ,51 

19,52 

20 ,54 
23. 5(i 
20.54 
24.51 
20:53 
21,53 

19,49 

19,51 

24 ,51 

24.54 
17,45 
23 ,60 
23 ,54 

21 ,54 
24,51 

D arwin. H a ro ld T . : From Kosciusko to Carnarvon 
(Ne>el Macainsh ) 

D rak e -Brockman, H enrietta (ed. ) : W est Coast Stories 
r Jean CampbeJII 

Durack, Mary : Kin gs in Grass Cas tles (Ra ndolph 
Stow) .. .. 

East. Michael : The N aked Country (Gordon Adler) 
Ence! , S.: Ca binet Government in Australia (Lloy d 

Churchward) 
Feiffer, Jules: Sick, Sick, Sick (S.M.S. l 
Foreman , Russell : Long Pig (Race Ma thews) 
Forrest, D avid: The Hollow Woodheap (John M cLaren) 
G ar e , Nene: The Fringe D wellers (J ohn McLa ren) 
Goug h , Irene: Here in the Gra ss !Noel Macainsh) 
Green, H. M.: A History of Australian Literature 

(Russel Wa rd) 
H a dgraft, Cecil: Aus tra lia n Litera ture (Max H arris) 

( ed. ) Coast to Coast 1959-60 (Ala n 
Seymour) 

Hall , Rodney : Penniless till Doe>msda y !Noel M a cainsh ) 
H amilton, Gera rd: Summer Gla re (L.C. ) 
H ardy, Frank: The H a rd Way (J. A. McLaren ) 
Hauser, Arnold: The Philosoph y of Art History 

(S.M.S. ) .... . .. .... .. . .. . .... 
Herbert, X a vier: Soldiers' Women (P . W. J e ffrey) 
Heth erington , John: Norman Lindsa y ( J. A. McLaren ) 
Hig ha m. Charles : The Earthbound and other Poems 

(Vivian Smith) 
Hilliard, Noel: Maori Girl (Maurice Shadbolt ) 
Hope, A . D. : Poems (David M a rtin ) 

(ed.) Austra lia n Poetry 1960 (Noel Mac­
a insh ) 

H :vet.t, J~ck: A Bus hma n's Y ear (J. S.M. ) 
Immigration Reform Group: Control or Color Bar 

(J . D. McLaren) 
Inglis , Ken: The Stuart Case (Peter H ase) 
Jones, Evan: Inside the Wha le fNoel Macainsh ) 
Jones, Philip: La Bora (John McLaren) 
Keesing, N a ncy (ed.): Australian Poe try 1959 (Dorothy 

Hewett) ... 
Kiddle, Margaret: M e n of Yes terday (J. S. Man ifold ) 
Kramer, Leonie (ed. l: Austr a lia n P oe try 1961 (Noel 

M aca insh ) 
Lindall, Edward : No Place to Hide (Race M a thews) 
Lindsay, H . A.: The Red Bull (Gordon Adlerl 
Lindsay, Jack: The Roaring Twenties (Arthur Phillips) 
L enard, Alexa nder (trans.): Winnie Ille Pu (K . C. 

Masterman ) 
McCallum, G. R.: Don't speak to Strangers (John 

McLaren) 
M acartney, F rederick T.: Selected Poems (Noel Mac­

a insh ) 
Mccuaig, Ronald : The Ballad of Bloodthirs ty Bessie 

(Noel Macainsh) 
MacDonnell, J , E . : Subsmash (Gordon Adler ) 
M a clnnes , Colin: Absolute Beginners (Helen Hughes) 
McKellar, John : Tree b y the Creek (J .S. ) 
McLea n, D onald: The Roaring Days (Gordon Adl er) 
M a nifold, John: Nightmares and Sunhorses (J ack 

Lindsay) 
Martin, D avid: Spiegel the Ca t fR. D . FitzGerald ) 

The Young Wife (N ancy Cato ) 
M ath ew, R ay : South of the Equator (Noel Macainsh ) 
M:syer, Henry fed.): Catholics and t h e Free Society 

ilan Turner ) 
Mendelsohn , Oscar: Liars and L e tters Anonymou s 

(L.S.l .... .. .. .... ... .... ... .... ... .... .. . ..... 
Morrison, John : Twenty-three Stories (Andrew Taylor ) 
Murray-Smith, S . : H enry Lawson (Douglas Stewart) 
P ackard , Va nce: The Status Seekers (Helen Hughes) 
REes , Coralie an d L eslie: Coasts of Cape York (S. M.S. l 
Ri ddell . Elizabeth :, Forbears (Noel Maca insh) 
Ruhen, Olaf : White Man's Shoes (Gordon Adler ) 
R:van, Peter: Fear Drive m~• F eet (S.M.S. ) 
Sa]mon, L orraine: Pig FollO\.VS D og f Aileen P almer"! 
Seeligson. Nat: T he Remaking c,f Man fD .M.l 
Shadbolt . l\'1aurice: The Ne\.V Zealanders (K evin I re-

land) .... .... .... ... .... .... .... .... . .... .... .... .... • 
Shapcott, Thomas W.: Time on Fire •Donald Maynard) 
S idney, Neiln1a : Saturday Afternoon /Adrian R awlins) 
Simpson. R. A.: Walk along the Beach fLaurence 

Collin on ) .... .... .... .... . .......................... ....... . 
Sth. Aust. F.A.W. led .1: The Southern Festival (J ean 

Camobelll .... .... .... . ........................ ..... .. . 
Stirling. Craie:: The Scarlet Blossom /John '.\1cLaren) 
T ennent. K ylie: Speak You so Gently (A. W. Shep-

pard 1 ................................................ .. . 
Th iele . Colin : Sun on the Stubble (John McL aren) 
Thompson. E . P. I ed. 1: Out of Apathy (Norman lviac -

K enzie l ........................................ . 
Tullipan. Ron: Follow the Sun I Paul Carroll) 
Turner. G . R.: A Stranger and Afraid fJohn McLare n ) 
T ynan. K enneth: Curta in< /Roger Mil lissl . . .. 
Valli s . Val: Dark Wind B lowing •Donald l\Iaynard) 
W alker. J oe: No Sunlight S inging fLen Fox l 
W allace-Crabbe. Chri s: The '.\Iusic of Didsion (Vi,·ian 

Smith) .............................. ..... . 
vVarung, Price : Conde! D ays (S.l\I.S. l 
W alen . Judah: T ime of Conflict fJ . A. McL aren ) 
Wilson. H. H.: If G olde Rust (J ohn McLa ren ) 
Wri gh t. Judith : Australian Bi rd P oems •Noel Mac­

a insh) 
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Pride of Place 
The finest wines have always been associated with sp:::cific places. No wine 1s more 
specific about its origin than Coonawarra Estate':' Claret with its back-label showing 
exactly where it comes from . 
,:,"Estate" (as the word "Chateau" in Fran ce) is used to distinguish this claret as being 
the genuine product of the winegrowers ow:1 vineyard. 

COONAWARRA ESTATE CLARET 
Sole and Exclusive Purl'eyor.1: S . Wynn & Co. Pty . Ltd. CIOO 
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