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NOTES 
I 

STUDY of the problem of juvenile morality has not been much advanced 
by all the publicity the Government has given it. Newspaper summaries 
of the report of the Committee which enquired into the matter showed 
that nothing very novel was to be expected from that quarter. The position 
is, indeed, serious. But it is not in the least abnormal. It is no worse than 
it has been for many years past, as anyone concerned with child welfare 
will know. In short, it looks as if the Government has put a fast one across 
the country-so fast that the sleepy old ladies of the Labour Party did not 
even suspect that anything was going on. They must have forgotten the 
maxim that it is unwise for political parties to take naps before elections. 
But some good may come of all the commotion if it leads to a more 
searching investigation than has been attempted yet. 

The one unfortunate result of the affair is a hasty piece of legislation 
called the Indecent Publications Amendment Bill. This extends the 
definition of an indecent publication (which the Minister of Customs told 
the House it was almost impossible to define), and threatens the freedom 
of speech and publication. It was rushed through Parliament at the end 
of the session without adequate preparation; the Government refused 
to consult the booksellers, who are most immediately affected by it, and 
ignored their reasoned protest. The Bill was modelled on one passed in 
Victoria this year, far too recently for its effect to be judged, though Mr 
Bowden found himself able to 'suppose' that it worked 'effectively' and 
Mr Algie to assert that 'it probably worked well there'. Supposition and 
probability do not seem the best foundations for a Bill, especially one of 
this nature. However, opportunity to amend it is to be given next session. 

n 
UNESCO published this year, under the title of The Artist in Modern 
Society, a small book about the International Conference of Artists held 
in Venice in September 1952. The general aim of that Conference, which 
had been carefully prepared for about four years in advance, was to 
'study the practical conditions required to ensure the freedom of the 
artist, and to seek means of associating artists more closely with Unesco's 
work'; and the book contains the preliminary reports on the state of his 
art drawn up respectively by a well-known writer, architect, composer, 
painter, etc., to serve as a basis for the discussions, with an introduction 
and some conclusions. 

It seems a pity that New Zealand was not among the member states of 
Unesco which were represented at the Conference, more than forty of 
them, including Canada, Australia and South Africa. For what was dis-
cussed at Venice concerns directly every architect and town planner, every 
worker in the theatre and film, every painter, sculptor, composer, writer; 
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while indirectly it affects each one of us-all who live in houses or in flats, 
who hang pictures on our walls, go to films and to the theatre, listen to 
music, or read books. 

The Conference went into the questions of patronage, censorship, 
publication, copyright, and other aspects of the complex relationship 
between the artist, society and the state. An interesting distinction 
emerged (though it was not explored, apparently) between those arts 
which can be practised as a profession and regular source of livelihood, 
and those which cannot. Thus Arthur Honegger stated with bitter irony 
that the composer 'is a man whose effort and overriding concern is to 
produce a commodity for which there is no demand', and concluded that 
'the young composer must be made to realize that he cannot earn his 
living by composing, save in exceptional circumstances and late in life'. 
The Egyptian writer, Taha Hussein, less demanding perhaps, welcomed 
this situation: 'the real misfortune for the writer is to be dependent for a 
living on his literary work'; the writer, he maintained, needs a secondary 
profession, so that he can keep in touch with other people and thus have 
something to write about, and to ensure his entire freedom. The point 
was reinforced from a different angle by Henry Moore's comment that 
'As artists we do not know who is our master; we are individuals seeking 
patronage, sometimes from another individual, sometimes from an 
organization of individuals-a public corporation, a museum, an edu-
cational authority-sometimes from the State itself'. 

In his final report to the Conference, Thornton Wilder expressed what 
seems to have been generally felt in their different fields by the artists 
participating, that 'if an authority is international in character, its judg-
ment in matters of art tends to inspire a greater confidence', and that 
'when the artist discusses his problems at the international level certain 
clarifications and solutions present themselves which were not apparent 
when we considered them from the solely national point of view'. This 
feeling, no doubt, lay behind the decision to set up an International 
Council of Arts and Letters, and is the best answer to those who have 
been sceptical-not without reason-of the value of public sponsorship 
of the arts, either nationally or internationally; Thornton Wilder himself 
entered the caveat that any international organization of artists would 
have to remain 'truly international and . . . profoundly attentive to the 
desires of creative and practising artists primarily'. 

It is to be hoped that when this proposed Council comes into being, 
New Zealand will not ignore it. 

m 
A socmTY can be said to have come of age when it begins to live by the 
light of an imaginative order of its own. The creation of such an order is 
generally slow; it may proceed as the society discovers and establishes an 
identity which, from shadowy beginnings, has been taking form and 
assuming personality until it becomes mature and distinct; and it survives 
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its creator, as the light of a vanished star continues to travel through 
the heavens and fall upon bodies unknown at its nativity. 

The process by which maturity is reached is hard to trace. It is clear 
however that an imaginative order, which might be called the spiritual 
form of the society that creates it, can be brought into being in a number 
of different circumstances. It may come, for instance, with the develop-
ment of language, or the growth of new art forms, with political indepen-
dence or the expression of a particular religious impulse. If we narrow 
the field down, and consider only the few examples since the Middle 
Ages of overseas colonies of European states which have grown into 
separate societies, we can see that in them political independence preceded 
maturity. Then they went through a graceless cub period of provincialism 
(made all the more gauche by nominal independence), with its spiritual 
nakedness, its divided allegiances and lack of identity, and its formlessness 
in the arts, especially in the fundamental civic art of architecture. 

Latin America and the United States, alone of these societies, have lived 
long enough to be able to discover an identity and construct an imaginative 
order of their own. For us, as we too seek to create such an order, America 
-the United States-has seemed the obvious exemplar and guide. Yet 
guides mislead if followed blindly, and a model is of use only in the most 
general way; everything, in such delicate and fundamental matters, has 
to be seen and felt at first hand. At the same time, there is no comparable 
experience, however distant, from which we may not be able to learn. 
But where precedent fails, as it often will, we must find our own way. 
Our concern is with the bare necessities of spiritual existence: four walls 
and a roof over our heads, the skeleton of an imaginative order. We have 
lived too long by bread alone, enduring-though we scarcely knew it-
nakedness and hunger of spirit; we must look now for different satis-
factions. 

In older countries, where an imaginative order already exists, new works 
of art and literature need only embellish or extend or re-define that order. 
But in a raw colonial society much more is demanded of them; they have 
to create order for the first time, in a wilderness that is without form and 
very nearly void. Every work with even the mildest charge of imaginative 
vitality therefore assumes for the time being capital importance (which 
it will certainly lose later) as a new cell in the body of the embryo order. 
And this is the real reason for the double standard in criticism, which 
undoubtedly exists and is far too valuable to be dispensed with, though 
it needs to be properly understood and applied. The struggles of literature 
and art in a young society, however confused, are never without purpose; 
they are always governed by that obscure urge to create an imaginative 
order, without which all material order, the everyday life of society, is 
empty and barren. If artists begin by exploring, in the narrowest sense, 
place, time, and identity, it is because they have to be sure of firm ground 
under their feet to start with. Later they can go on, reaching out towards 
the general and universal where imagination has greater scope, to con-
struct an intellectual and spiritual order, which is the ultimate need of 
an adult people and may help to satisfy its hunger for perfection. 
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HELEN SHAW 

THE ORANGE TREE 
AT THE turn of the tide thinking she heard knocking Mrs Kingi rose from 
her sofa on the back verandah and went through the house to the front 
door. Not a soul was in sight. Only a camellia bush stood medallioned 
with red rosettes spilling petals over the lawn. Closing the door Mrs 
Kingi then returned to the verandah where on a shelf in the half moon 
of its tail slept a marmalade cat between pots of maidenhair fern. 

'Puss, puss, pussy Paul,' she said. 
Advanced in years she was fat and stately, her walk a dance-like waddle 

performed in black satin, and shabby emerald felt slippers. Dark eyes 
glowed in her brown face. Grey hair hung down her back over her 
shoulders forming a coarse fringe on the white shawl she wore fastened 
with a paua shell brooch. Slowly Mrs Kingi lowered herself into the 
springless sofa's bobble-trimmed plush and sat counting birds skimming 
over bushy native mangroves that grew on a fan of tidal mud ending in 
a swamp not far from her boundary. Dense and dirty green with coppery 
bloomed leaves drabber than olives nevertheless the mangroves lay 
before her every leaf glittering since there was not a cloud anywhere in 
the blue sky. 

'Someone up to tricks,' she mumbled, shaking her head, sucking in her 
cheeks, and just at that moment, by way of explanation a young man 
came into sight accompanied by a girl who carried in her arms a small 
orange tree, oranges on some of the branches and the roots bound up in 
a piece of sacking, the shop label still attached. Blankly at first Mrs Kingi 
stared at the couple, then heaving herself up she extended her arms to the 
girl wailing a joyful welcome. 

'Mercy Renton, it's Mercy, come to your old aunty.' 
'And how are you keeping aunty Kingi ?' the girl asked. 
'Fine, fine Mercy.' 
'A present for you aunty,' the girl said putting down her tree. 'And 

this is my husband, Jack O'Brien.' 
'Pleased to meet you Mrs Kingi.' 
'Lucky man Jack. I'd heard you were married Mercy. Your mother 

keeping well?' 
'She's good,' Mercy answered. 
'But whipping the cat she ever sold her house over here,' the young 

man remarked. 
'You should be able to see it from this verandah Jack,' Mercy said. 
'Not now Mercy. Too many new houses have gone up. I remember 

this was once all farm land, Jack, with a big belt of bluegums. They've 
taken the gums down now except a couple left along the road where 
they tether a sheep in the garden to keep down the grass.' 
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'But the pheasants are still there in the swamp aunty?' the girl asked. 
'Puss, puss,' she said softly and stroked the cat under its chin. 

'That Paul's a wild cat. Ha! Didn't I warn you,' the old woman cackled 
as the cat disdaining Mercy's affection escaped from its shelf, a white 
footed ripple of tawny fur, and made straight across the yard for the 
shelter of a wattle tree hedge. 'But he's company in spite of his bad 
blood,' she added. 

'You live alone now?' Mercy asked taking the answer for granted, and 
together the old woman and young girl sat side by side on the sofa, the 
girl fingering a bit of greenstone in a ring on the old woman's shrivelling 
hand. 'You haven't told me,' the girl went on, 'are there still pheasants 
in the swamp? Do they still come through the long grass into the vegetable 
garden and eat the peas?' 

'They would if there were any peas to come for; now Ruby's married 
I don't bother growing things. I remember,' Mrs Kingi said laughing to 
herself, 'how careful we had to be when Ruby's spaniel Speck was alive, 
poor Speck, not to let him be caught going after the pheasants.' 

'Yes, go on,' Mercy begged clasping her hands. 
'Ruby's husband does so love to go prowling round the swamp Mercy. 

A duck shooter; he can't wait for the opening of the shooting season. 
Couldn't get over it we had pheasants so near home.' 

'I think it's beastly cruel, disgusting to shoot wild ducks,' Mercy cried 
indignantly closing slitty grey eyes, pressing her hand to her heart. 

'Now then Mercy,' Jack intervened, 'haven't you watched your mother 
with a chicken on her plate picking at its bones?' 

'Oh!' Mercy shuddered. 
'Besides Mercy, the swamp's a sanctuary,' Mrs Kingi explained, 'a 

protected area,' she said and for quite a while she remained silent staring 
beyond her garden at the tide running up over hundreds of the young 
mangrove shoots that stood like thin spear tips in the pale glassy grey 
mud. The inscrutable wrinkled carving on her face masked a mind that 
betrayed itself neither by twitch nor by blink as the young couple argued 
and argued arriving at no very definite conclusion in the end. 'Last week,' 
Mrs Kingi said breaking her own silence, 'last week the sea brought up 
a dead shag and before that a drowned dog, a fox terrier. Years ago I 
dreamed a retriever caught me in his jaws but before he tasted more than 
my gumboots I woke up. Spaniels make good water dogs of course. The 
pakeha gentleman who once owned all the land round here bred spaniels. 
I remember they said he treated them better than his wife, but he fell 
down dead in the end making the speech at his daughter's wedding. Did 
I tell you last week the sea brought up a dead shag?' 

The sun was too hot. In defiance of lethargy the old woman stood up 
and reached for a walking stick that had KINGI inlaid in paua shell 
along the wood. Tapping each orange with it appraisingly she asked 
young O'Brien to dig the hole for the orange tree since she did not think 
she was sufficiently fit to dig down through clay. 

Between them the young couple carried the tree, a shovel and a pick, 
and followed Mrs Kingi who chose a place just inside the boundary 
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not far from plumes of toitoi growing in the swamp. It did not take Jack 
long to plant the tree and construct a simple shelter of wattle sticks and 
the sacking off the roots against the prevailing wind. Then as he stood 
back observing the fruit and glossy leaves he told how he and Mercy were 
desperate for somewhere to live, and that they hoped to build as soon as 
they could find the right sort of section, preferably one with a sea view. 

'Don't forget the pick Jack,' Mrs Kingi reminded him and folding her 
hands firmly over the handle of the walking stick she watched Mercy 
vainly attempting to rub clay off her husband's corduroy coat with a 
handkerchief. 

'Look here Mrs Kingi I'll be perfectly frank with you. I'm going to 
put all my cards on the table. It's your land right here I'm after. What 
about selling me a section, say a quarter of an acre? With us living next 
door you'd have Mercy dropping in and out for company. How about it 
Mrs Kingi ?' Jack said shouldering the pick and shovel. 

'Why what's this,' Mrs Kingi cried as they set off for the house, 'some-
one arriving, it's Ruby, yes it's Ruby,' she cried advancing with shrill 
cries of welcome to meet a stout, plumfl.eshed, black haired woman 
dressed in a green tailored suit and small hat to match with a bright 
scarlet eyeveii that enmeshed big brown eyes in its net. 'Just in time to 
meet Mercy and her husband Jack O'Brien, Ruby.' 

'Lord Mercy,' Ruby said joining them, 'I remember you a skinny little 
kid with ginger hair down to your waist. How's your mother now?' 

'She's good,' Mercy said. 'You used to keep pigeons, Ruby. What 
happened to them?' 

'0 she gave them away,' Ruby laughed pointing to Mrs Kingi. 
'I'm going to have pigeons aunty Kingi,' Mercy said, 'when we're in 

a home of our own,' and then in the lull that followed their first remarks, 
Jack cleared his throat and told them how he wished to buy from 'aunty' 
Kingi a piece of land on which to build. 

'Since when has she been your "aunty" I'd like to know?' the stout 
daughter asked belligerently. 

'Ruby you know I always called your mother "aunty" when we lived 
in these parts,' Mercy retorted. 

Searchingly Mrs Kingi studied each of them in turn before retiring to 
her kitchen to brew tea. After leaving the tea to stand she poured it from 
a brown teapot into white cups she had set out on a bench, and then she 
called them in to drink it. Had Ruby seen the orange tree the O'Briens 
brought along she wanted to know. 

'Another orange tree,' Ruby sighed, and she looked out the window 
first at the new tree in the garden then at the tide flowing in filling grey 
streams of sea water that wound languidly through the tidal mud between 
the mangroves. 'What a smell of rotten fish and seaweed there is here 
today,' she said lighting a cigarette. 'Last week I dreamed three times of 
gold,' she said excitedly leaning her elbows on the bench revealing large 
whites round her eyes, 'three times running, and on Saturday at the races 
I backed a rank outsider called Gold Nugget and what do you know, 
he came in first and paid the biggest dividend in years!' 
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'You on Gold Nugget Ruby! I read about it in the paper. Me-I 
dreamed last night a bird flew across the swamp and burst into flames 
and the next thing I knew the whole place was on fire. Good it was only 
a dream eh!' Mrs Kingi laughed, her stomach riding like a huge ball up 
and down under her dress, and still laughing she left Ruby with Mercy 
and her husband in the kitchen and returned to the verandah where she 
sat down admiring the orange tree. 

Though a few clouds had begun to pile up it was still very hot and she 
groped under the sofa and unearthed a battered rush hat which she 
crammed on her head complete with fancy hatpin, long feathers and a 
red, white and blue rosette. 'Shags-they must come in the night with 
their rubbish-haven't seen that old bath before,' she said speaking her 
thoughts aloud until presently O'Brien came out onto the verandah 
alone and after a short, persuasive preamble again made his suggestion 
that if she would seriously consider selling him a section he would be 
able to borrow the money from Mercy's mother. 

'You see Jack,' Mrs Kingi answered mournfully caressing the feathers 
in her hat, 'things are all in the hands of my lawyers. You take my advice. 
Keep away from those fellows,' she advised. 'Look at that old bath. The 
things people throw into the swamp. Even their bedsteads and eiderdowns. 
They must come here in the night with their rubbish,' she said, and 
patting the sofa she lured her cat Paul back from the garden up with a 
spring into her lap, and now she was laughing laughing her body a fat 
heap of jelly, gross black and full of shiny folds like the loose skin of a 
lumbering animal. Helplessly the young man stood observing the old 
Maori lady. He had come eager to buy her land having been persuaded 
by his mother-in-law that Mrs Kingi would be sure to sell, only to dis-
cover that the old lady refused to acknowledge his offer, and probably 
intended hanging on to her land until she died. He might, in a more 
cheerful frame of mind have been tempted to laugh as loudly as Mrs 
Kingi herself, since slowly it dawned on him that the feathers she was 
fondling in her hat were the tail feathers of a pheasant, no doubt a 
pheasant shot either by the pakeha gentleman or more recently by her 
son-in-law, who liked to haunt the swamp she had claimed was a sanctuary. 
Gold and barred with black the feathers hung down with the red, white 
and blue streamers of the rosette in a motley bunch covering half her 
wrinkled face only leaving visible one bulging jet eye. 

'Pick me an orange Jack,' she demanded. No longer laughing she sat 
erect; enthroned on the sofa, an old princess bedecked in paua shell 
greenstone and pheasant feathers with the lemon eyed, pink nosed cat 
crouching in the jungle between her knees watching O'Brien drift off to 
pick the orange and accept his almost certain defeat. Among partially 
submerged mangroves now in shadow no longer glittering O'Brien saw 
an empty dinghy anchored in the mud rocking on the choppy water of 
the incoming tide, lifting dipping bobbing, white with gulls like pearls 
clinging to its sides. When he bent over the orange tree he had bought 
to appease his mother-in-law, please his wife and impress the Maori 
lady, he heard the gulls on the dinghy squawking and screaming, and 
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quickly he cut off an orange praying that they were not screaming at him 
in too much contempt. 

'The big water coming in fast eh Jack! High tide,' Mrs Kingi cried, her 
voice full and cracking with joy, 'high tide,' she cried as if 'high tide' 
were her jubilant amen to the ninety sixth psalm, and then she said quietly, 
benignly, 'we better talk about things another day sometime .. .' 

PAT WILSON 

STAYING AT BALLISODARE 
(A POEM FOR ALISTAIR CAMPBELL) 

'YEATS says-anyone here will say-
It's Queen Maeve buried on Knocknarea. 
Two priests I met by Larass town 
Said it's not her, but some old king. 
Men over Ballygawley way 
Say she's up in Lough la ... 
Have she, and hers, nothing to say? 

'Twice I've tried to get up there, 
Stopped yesterday, a river near-
Tonight, the dark's come down too soon. 
Tomorrow, then, I'll try again 
And make the top-that cairn of stones 
Covering Maeve's faery bones, 
Queen Maeve's faery bones.' 

So sang I, coming home last night. 
Mist, far off in the thundery light, 
Tangled the horns of the Ox Mountains 
Away beyond that river's fountains. 
A striking, eerie scene it was, 
God-ridden Knocknarea the force. 
God-ridden ... ? or rid of gods? 

* * * 
I came to the west of Ireland for peace 
And quiet, and a pile of things I'd brought. 
A book of Yeats filled out the bag, but less 
For reading than for company-as I thought. 
It would be pleasant, as one worked and wrote, 
To have 'Yeats country' vaguely round about. 
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Euston I left, Crewe, Holyhead I passed 
And on the misty Irish Sea was tossed 
In some characterless old Railway Company tub-
And so sailed in and booked at a Dublin pub. 

The works I planned-the Scherzos, Minuets-
Hummed through my head till I could get them down, 
And so, for music's sake less than for Yeats, 
I caught the bus next day for Sligo town. 
An impulse all confused it was, I own, 
To try to treat two things like these as one. 

Through Kinnegad, through Mullingar we bus'd, 
Through Carriclc-on-Shannon, next through Boyle we passed 
And, willy-nilly, as the heath rolled by 
I thought of Yeats-still half pretendingly: 

Under the heather is the peat, 
And under the peat is sea-green slates. 
Mixed with the slate is a little earth, 
And mixed with earth is Willie Yeats ... 

And little more than this escaped my heart 
As on and on we came, nearing the crux, 
For, still confused, thinking my double thought, 
I took for granted that it was for works 
Not words, not Yeats's words, that I had come. 
Would words prove true, twelve thousand miles from home? 

Would Drumcliff, Rosses Point and Knocknarea, 
Ben Bulben and the Tower, prove to be 
What he had sworn they were or made them seem, 
In that great book of words we had at home? 

Sligo-that one word I hoped might do, 
Contain them all. But other words kept on-
Larass-Lissadill-I hardly knew 
Where all these places were, and I'd as soon 
Have found his words half true as I'd have found 
Poetry itself a bag of wind 

And I and all at home mere bags of wind, 
Balloons! behind that great ballooning mind 
Of his. For Yeats and Poetry at home, 
And Poetry and Friends, all meant the same. 

Friends, Poetry, and Yeats-I sat up there 
And watched the greys and browns and blues roll by, 
And tried to think I'd come all this way here 
Just for my work and for the scenery 
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And not to put the things I'd loved to test, 
In case I'd find them dead, or second-best 

And less than what I took them for at home. 
I sat there-as well have been shut in a room! 
Y eats we had loved. I wanted him not dead, 
Even if only half alive instead. 

One other time, out at an old graveyard, 
I'd hunted for a name. It's years ago. 
I'd gone out innocently, for the ride-
Our neighbour treated me, as neighbours do, 
But she herself was visiting her dead. 
I watched her place the flowers. Then she said 

My father, too, was buried in this yard-
I'd been too young to know that, when he died. 
We hunted, but found no stone with his name, 
And he remained as I remembered him. 

I'd hardly thought of him as dead at all, 
And at the time had disbelieved her tale, 
But now-the heather, starlings on the wall, 
These hills so blue, gentle, and memorable 
Roused rhymes and names and tales I'd thought were gone. 
I wanted them left vague. The rhymes kept on. 

'Under bare Ben Bulben's head,' went one, 
'In Drumcliff churchyard Yeats is laid . . . ' 
Up whirled the dust! Would this rhyme mark his grave? 
Or prove a mere paper epitaph? 

'Cast a cold eye 
On life, on death. 
Horseman, pass by!' 

II 

Cold? Yes, 'cold and passionate as the dawn!' 
I sat there nearly bursting with the phrase. 
So, were they brave words? or bravado? On 
We rolled. At half-past four we reached the place 
And, like a man with not a care in the world, 
I took my gear, my scarf and raincoat furled, 

Automaton-like to the depot desk 
Went in a dream, but yet was heard to ask, 
Is Drumcliff now a village somewhere near? 
Or do you know the way that I'll get there? 
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'Drumcliff? A bus? Indeed,' they said, 'there's one 
In twenty minutes' time!' I walked away, 
Taking this luck for granted, sat in the sun 
Out on the steps. The Drumcliff bus came by-
We payed our shillings, half the town climbed on, 
And off we banged around the estuary 

Towards Ben Bulben. I sat prim and straight, 
Intent on everything, but even yet, 
Although the rhyme was beating in my ear, 
Doubted to find the stone, those cold words there. 

I sat there dreaming-that fantastic Tower 
Which he bought for himself, rigged up with slates 
And old mill boards and smithy work somewhere-
And all the actual signs of an actual Yeats 
Here in his faery world, his Maeve and all-
And Lady Gregory, and that great Coole 

Whose stream linked Ballylee under the hill, 
A watery link maybe between them still-
'What's water but the generated soul?' 
Oh heart! It's something less ephemeral! 

We jolted on. Surely we're far enough 
By now, I thought. The road curved round. We soared 
Over a rise. Ben Bulben stood up stiff, 
Magnificently near. A church, I thought-
We dipped over a bridge into Drumcliff-
Some church like that one there would be the sort ... 

We stopped. People looked round. I took my coat 
And hoisted down my things, and glanced about 
A little dazed, and put them by the brook. 

The bus wheeled off. I started back to look. 

'Under bare Ben Bulben's head 
In Drumcliff churchyard Yeats is laid. 
An ancestor was rector there 
Long years ago, a church stands near ... 

No marble, no conventional phrase; 
On limestone quarried near the spot 
By his command these words are cut . . .' 

Beyond the bridge I asked for the stream's name. 
'Drumcliff,' they said. I stared up at a house 
I seemed to know the look of. Back at home 
Some book had had its picture-you, of course, 
Would know it was the house that's in the rhyme. 
Intent on everything, taking my time, 
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Tugged here and there as one is in a dream, 
All zig-zag down the current of the stream, 
I circled round a tower by the road, 
Tacked back across, and came into the yard. 

That tower, just a little, stunted one, 
Was nothing. Still, I left it doubtingly, 
Eyeing the church-was Yeats a Christian? 
And other silly doubts to cause delay 
I had, and then, because I'd come right in, 
Right to the door, I turned ... 

That well-known name, 
Real as anybody's, and that rhyme-
Not anybody's rhyme ... It was the stone, 
The bright limestone. I saw it all and groaned; 
Then moved across, and sat down at the end. 

Slowly I went half round the church, tried doors, 
Peered in the vestry windows. Round again 
The other side, and down in shin-high grass 
A little way. Back to the front door then, 
And watched the yard itself-there were the rest; 
There was his one-you couldn't miss it, placed 

Somehow not blending quite into a line 
With all the others, or the bright limestone 
Stood out. Anyway, there it was, select 
And accurate, all present and correct. 

The evening was quiet. I sat down 
And watched the trees, the cottage just outside, 
Peaceful, undisturbed. A cock and hen 
And half a dozen more which must have strayed 
In through the open gate, were scuttering 
About among the graves. A man came in 

To fetch them, but he showed no urgency. 
I went across in case he needed me 
To help him round them up. It was soon done. 
We passed out through the gate, and I went on. 

m 
'I, the poet William Yeats, 
With old mill boards and sea-green slates 
And smithy work from the Gort forge, 
Restored this tower for my wife George; 
And may these characters remain 
When all is ruin once again.' 
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The grave was true: I looked round for the Tower. 
I took for granted it would be just near 
And wanted it immediately there-
As though, by wanting it, it must appear. 
Knocked at the house-no one home at that hour-
Went up and down the road, looked everywhere 

All round, like someone trying to recall 
Things he had thought were gone for good and all, 
Even had come to think were never real-
The grave was true, though: soon, the Tower's wall 

Still strong, those battlements, that stream's clean dive 
Under the hill, and the mill-water race 
Beneath his window-soon, seeing would prove 
That what I'd loved at home, here kept its force. 
I'd heard that Yeats was gone, but here he was 
All round me! just a touch, he'd spring to life! 

As this worked up, I passed a fence and came 
Right close to the wee tower. It looked the same. 
It looked all wrong. I tried to make it fit 
Descriptions of the Tower that he wrote: 

'I pace these crumbling battlements'-not this, 
A little thing no bigger than a pole. 
All right then: 'I, the poet William Yeats, 
With old mill boards'-no mill boards here at all-
'And sea-green slates'-no slates-'and smithy work ... ' 
It simply was no good. I clambered back 

And walked away and couldn't make it out-
A mere monument, all stuck about 
With pompous notices in many words 
To anyone or no one, 'Don't' placards! 

A man was fishing by the bridge. I stopped. 
He'd had no luck. A girl, blackberrying, 
Asked me the time-just on seven o'clock. 
It was quite light. No one was hurrying. 
Across the bridge there was a little Bar 
With, painted up in red: 'The Round Tower'. 

I trudged across, wondering where to look, 
Went round the back and gazed about-no luck-
So went in and demanded what they meant. 
They meant, of course, that little monument, 

Miserable thing. So, back again. 
It looked the same. I know-God knows I know!-
There were a dozen things I could have done 
Which would have had more sense, as I see now, 
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Than what I did. I could have asked for Gort-
'Smithy work from the Gort forge,' he wrote. 

I could have asked for Thoor Ballylee. 
But still I wanted to act casually-
And then, if things turned out to be no good, 
Walk off, as though I didn't care a hoot! 

I'd found the grave: I sought the quickener, 
The Tower that would quicken it again 
As though nothing had died. An hour or more 
Wandering round until the dark came on, 
I rhymed the rhyme, looked each thing up and down, 
Quite certain that the Tower would show up soon. 

Sort of desperately sure, I was, 
Not doubting once it would be obvious, 
Mile-high almost-as large in life as in 
My mind, and unmistakable when seen. 

IV 

Next day, still blind and dumb, I took my pack 
And carried on just like the night before, 
But straying even further from the mark. 
I didn't think to leave my useless gear 
Behind, because I felt I'd find the Tower 
So soon, so easily and without care. 

I hoisted up the pack, the case, the coat 
And moved off down the bay to Rosses Point, 
But saw it's just a place he'd sometimes go 
To stroll about and pass a day or so. 

I left it straight away and came on back 
Right up the bay to take the other fork 
That led more near Ben Bulben. It's of no mark, 
This wandering, but still I felt: By dark 

Tonight I'll find it, lying in my way, 
And put my gear there. Roaming round like a stray, 
Yet looking carefully over each hill, 
I trudged that maze of roads by Lissadill, 

Went past Drumcliff, turned left, hitched up my pack 
And got down to the coast by six o'clock, 
Then on and round and I don't know where till dark-
The sea nearby, the trees, sometimes a talk 
As people passed or stopped. A pleasant walk 
It could have been, some other time. Turned back, 
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Wondering where I was. The dark came down. 
Cars hurried past all fearfully to town 
Till two old dears drew in for me at last 
And drove me back, bless them. I'd done my best. 

At Sligo, tired out, grubby, ill at ease, 
I picked a Bed & Breakfast with a bath-
To hell with thrift-and by such luxuries 
Tried to feel reassured. Took out Mozart 
And copied up a pleasant Minuet-
Then shoved the lot away. It was no good: 

Where was that Tower? I took his book and read 
Mresh-first time in months-all that he'd said 
About it, and it wasn't until then 
That Gort stood out as where I must begin. 

Next day I dumped my bags, went straight away 
Around the town to Sligo Library. 
It's behind trees-a private house, you'd say, 
Unless you knew-and looks half in decay. 
I read the blurred old sign again, then tried 
The doors. They were all locked. I could have cried, 

And stood there blankly, then went round the track 
And found a sort of stairway at the back. 
God knows, I was a fool, but still I thought 
They'd know at this place all I asked about. 

'Yeats's tower?' They looked at me surprised-
But I'd not doubted that they'd know the one. 
'What tower is that?' Oh Lord! 'There's one,' they said, 
'At Drumcliff .. .'No! not that one, I cut in 
And asked for books, read them the clearest screed 
About the Tower, and we all agreed 

That, from it, it was plain as plain could be-
No 'crumbling battlements', slates like the sea, 
Nor smithy work, nor water-race just by-
The Drumcliff tower could not be Ballylee. 

Oh Yeats! I thought. Why don't they know of you? 
Was it all something between you and me 
And a few friends at home and some few more? 
Was it all just invention, poetry-
The Ireland you wrote about, the Tower 
Which you declared your symbol constantly? 

Was it all on a sadder, smaller scale-
A love affair that went astray, a tale 
Maybe puffed up in telling, a balloon, 
A kind of passion colder than the moon? 
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They told me to go back into the town, 
Speak to a relative of his still there. 
I bought a pad so that I could write down 
What she would say. Out in the windy air 
Again, my doubts, but not my urgency, 
Vanished and once again I felt quite free, 

Divorced from all that dread. I found her place, 
But she was out. I waited, just in case, 
And parked against the wall until she came, 
To ask for Coole and Ballylee by name. 

V 

'Coo le was pulled down, of course,' she said. 'You knew?' 
We'd all known that. 'Then Tuam's your best place. 
I'm sorry this is all that I can do-
l never went to Ballylee-Jack Yeats 
Was more my age, of course, than Willie was.' 
But I was grateful just for these few words. 

Gort was in Galway-that much now was clear, 
And Tuam was a town she knew lay near. 
Until my bus drew in I marched about 
And talked of Yeats with everyone I met. 

I didn't care who saw me now obsessed. 
The thing had got right out of all control, 
Leaving me even less now than at first 
Prepared to find Yeats gone for good and all. 
I had to reach the Tower, the people near 
Who'd take me in and prove life was still there, 

And so I went, as though I had been forced, 
Expecting anything except the worst, 
Half feeling he was real, and half a fraud, 
And never thinking, simply, he was dead. 

Sligo to Tuam, then, a cruel trip. 
From five to half-past ten we went and came 
Through all the towns the Railway has to skip-
As Bay of Plenty buses do at home. 
It was pitch-dark and raining dismally 
When in the end we got there. Stolidly 

I stood in the deserted Square until 
Things took on shape, then found the best hotel-
For I was near the source now, as I thought. 
Next day I went straight down and asked for Gort. 
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They were kind to me there. I'd not been well 
The night before, had not had much to say, 
Just gone up to my room. All faces fell 
When now I came and asked them for the way 
To Gort, what path to take. 'Oh no, you're wrong!' 
They said. 'Gort isn't here. Who knows the town?' 

They fetched a map. At last we found it marked-
Forty miles off-and raining! They were shocked-
'It's past Lough Rea!' they said, 'and Sunday too! 
Not a train or a bus to be had-what will you do?' 

This just about did for me, and I said 
'But don't you know the Castle, Ballylee ?' 
They looked back at me, blank as a row of cod-
'What will you do ?' they asked incessantly. 
I didn't care a damn now what I did. 
They tried to make me stay. I shook my head 

And said, 'I'd dearly love to reach that place,' 
And, after that, scarcely a word could raise, 
Went off to make quite sure there was no train 
Or bus, and came back slowly through the rain. 

While I'd been gone they'd found a chambermaid 
Who said she came from Gort. 'Come now Kathleen, 
Speak up and tell the man now, have you heard 
Of Ballylee? Don't put him wrong again.' 
'Oh yes!' she said, 'I've often heard them speak 
Of Ballylee !' I glowed. 'I think it's back 

And out a bit along the Galway road.' 
She'd heard them speak of it? That did me good. 
I went off, got my gear, and came straight down 
To say goodbye and thank them and push on. 

Meanwhile they'd found another one from Gort. 
He had some tale about a place, Crusheen, 
As being where the castle was, he'd heard-
The other side of Gort, not where Kathleen 
Had said, back out along the Galway road. 
It made no odds. I thanked them, humm'd and haa'd-

Crusheen or Gort was all the same to me. 
The rhymes were droning on. I said goodbye, 
Slung on my pack, picked up my case and went 
Droning those rhymes, scarce caring what they meant. 

Those rhymes and a phrase or two kept on and on-
' An acre of stony ground', 'dark Raftery's hole'-
As on I sloshed and plodded through the rain-
'What's water but the generated soul?' 
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Old trickster! so I thought. Your art's all tricks! 
Your grave was true though, ... tricks and truth could mix. 

And round me in the fields the flocks of crows 
Or rooks or whatever they are stood in their scores, 
Great monstrous things, motionless in the rain. 
Yeats says they've human heads. I plodded on. 

My first lift was to Headford. He turned right 
To Kylemore then to fetch his family. 
'Come on to Connemara now!' he said. 
I stuck to it I aimed for Ballylee. 
'Have you friends there, then?' 'Yes,' I said, 'that's it,' 
For didn't I have friends? Well, so I thought. 

I didn't feel that I was on my own 
But just that I had been away, and soon 
Would find the Tower as I remembered it 
And be no longer wandering separate. 

The rain cleared off, a lift or two came by. 
I found ripe blackberries beside the road. 
By half-past one I stood in Galway Square-
They have good steaks there-food was all I dared 
To stop for. Chanced a car out for a spin-
' A mile or so,' he said, as I climbed in. 

I brought out my best jokes to make him smile 
And talked of home and anything at all 
To keep him going. On we rolled meanwhile, 
Covering many a long, Irish mile. 

VI 

My fourth day, then, in Ireland, to Gort 
I got myself at last, just on half-four 
On an empty Irish Sunday. And I report 
I hadn't been five minutes there, before, 
Back on the road again, my gear thrown down, 
I went with a tale of Coole three miles from town. 

I checked, re-checked this tale all down the road. 
'Am I right for Coo le?' and each one wagged his head. 
One pointed to a great gathering of trees-
'That's Coole,' he said-and smiled to see my face. 

Oh, I was jubilant by now! I'd found 
My friends again-I'd thought they were all dead 
Or that I'd never reach them. Soon there wound 
A road down to the left. I stopped beside 
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A mill there, then set down my feet upon 
The long last of those stony miles I'd gone. 

I savoured all that road, each step of the way, 
Thought of the welcome that I'd get that day, 
Paying my long-due call. By six, at a guess, 
I came in under those arching lines of trees. 

The gates were all wide open. That seemed fine. 
I was quite mad, felt no fatigue, distress. 
My head was filled with many a pleasant line. 
Then, something warned me-something in the buzz 
Of flies among the leaves along the drive, 
Growing and growing, mason-bees in a hive ... 

Warned me-Oh, such a cold feeling it was, 
Growing aware of that wrong-noted buzz-
No honey in this hive, no queen at home ... 
Warned me of the sort of place I'd come. 

It lay like a hulk, no living soul about. 
Wild red-currant, nettles, and rank grass. 
You'd almost see those two, their talk, their wit, 
Enough of it's still standing for a guess 
At how things lay when curtains were drawn close. 
And they both knew, I saw it, how they'd pass 

With no one coming after, not a soul, 
And of their faery edifice no wall 
Still standing whole, and not a new one raised 
In all that paradise where none are praised. 

'His chosen comrades thought at school 
He must grow a famous man; 
He thought the same and lived by rule, 
All his twenties l;rammed with toil; 

"What then?" sang Plato's ghost. "What then?" ... 

"The work is done," grown old he thought, 
"According to my boyish plan; 
Let the fools rage, I swerved in naught, 
Something to perfeciion brought"; 

But louder sang that ghost, "What then?" ' 

Perfection? Oh, it lay around me now! 
I'd dreaded this. And this fatal refrain 
I'd never faced, swearing it was not true. 
What then? What then? Down all those miles alone 
Along the roads and in the rain, that ghost 
Had sung in me, and here he did his worst: 
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Here was his answer! I tried hard to sing 
'Traveller, scholar, poet .. .'but louder sang 
That ghost! I left the place, picked up a slate 
To shy at the crows, and went, bolting each gate! 

How quickly things collapsed once breath was gone. 
This Coole was just a wreck filled with its dead. 
Was nothing left of him to carry on-
Was this the end where that perfection led? 
I shuddered there, my mind all fouled with rage. 
Was this the fire and strength of his old age-

Was not a living soul still left at Coole-
Had no one come to take up that fine tale 
His words had spun? Words! words! ephemeral 
Generations of a cold, proud soul! 

I cursed on like a tempery child deprived 
Of what he'd loved, his milk, his toy, his pet. 
Called up the arrogance with which he'd lived: 

'I mock Plotinus' thought 
And cry in Plato's teeth .. .' 

Well, mock away, old man! Here is the fruit 
Of mocking Plato's ghost! Here is your proof! 
I was despicable. The first shaft of grief 

Made me cry out and go, railing against 
The man who'd hurt me so, ringed round and fenced 
Against such suffering. Going, I cried 
He's dead? he never lived! and slammed each gate! 

Back out under the sky, the road grew calm, 
And all the fields lay round me like a song 
Or some sweet joy, like peace, like summer-time. 
I could have stopped there, gone no further wrong, 
But on I went, out to the fullest stretch 
Of error. Down came the sun. I forced my march 

On to the mill. I'd known, before I came, 
That Coole was down-we'd all known that at home. 
I hadn't known it had been left to lie 
Like an open grave. Well, now for Ballylee. 

'Is it Yeats's old place you're wanting?' 'Yes, that's it.' 
'Then .. .'something or other I missed, 'you'll be having!' 
I couldn't hear. I grasped for the next bit: 
'It's two miles out along this road. Keep going, 
Come to a cross, go right a mile or so, 
And there's the castle. You can't miss it, you know.' 

That's right, I can't miss it. 'Thank you,' I said. 
He looked at me, and queerly raised his head. 
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'It's quite a walk,' he added. I turned and went 
To find what that vague something-or-other meant. 

Yes, it was quite a walk, on a road gone mad 
With twists and coils and turnings, like the wake 
That twists from a racketing speedboat down the tide 
When the day's still and the harbour's like a lake. 
A little railway line ran by a bridge. 
A gypsy and a child lay rolled in a hedge. 

The sun was going. I came to a forge and a cross-
Gort forge maybe ?-I didn't even pause 
But laboured on in my city shoes up the road 
And cursed the sun for every inch he lowered. 

And then, just this side dark, this side despair, 
I topped a hill, and set up a shout, and stood! 
And then went down the last bit to the Tower, 
And I was glancing about for old mill board, 
For sea-green slates, for smithy work from Gort-
For things for which I didn't know the word. 

But what I saw was a stone, set in one wall: 
'And may these characters remain, 
When all is ruin once again . . .' 

a staring stone 
Like a bullseye stuck in the eye of a skeleton. 

In at the gap, to the puddled kitchen floor-
A window full of stones, and one of boards. 
Up the stair, climbing through a stone-filled door, 
To the living room-and the life it now affords. 
The ceiling's still a good green, good as new. 
The walls are still that washed-on royal blue 

That peasants use on their carts. Up the stair-
'Up the winding stair to bed' -and hear 
The stream's eternal tinkling from below. 
And then up to those battlements, and the view 

They guard-it's no one's view now. Stand up there, 
See what it used to be-it's nothing now 
For you or me. Then go back down the stair 
And stumble through the debris, seeing how 
The generated soul has cared for Yeats-
The cottage down, everywhere blue-green slates, 

The garden wild-two gooseberry-bushes, one flower: 
Two men, one soul-or whatever tale you prefer. 
A monstrous octopus-spawn of marrow vines 
Or some mock-marrow weed through the fruit trees twines. 
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VII 

I've come to the end of my tale but I'll take you on. 
Two boys were up there, playing hide-and-seek-
Like Father Yeats? I raised the ghost of a grin. 
I eyed the stream for 'otters'-that's of no mark-
Hadn't the heart to find where 'Raftery' ran, 
Nor heart for anything much. Down came the dark 

In its violent Irish way. I tried the shed, 
Wheeled out the buggy, wheeled it back to. its bed, 
And wheeled myself off then. I'd reached the end. 
This sterile tower no one now would mend. 

Gort made a bleary twinkle, after hours 
Of tacking down that crazy stitch of roads. 
A pub and bed appeared. I closed my eyes, 
Wanted to sleep. A babble of Irish words 

And bits of Y eats roared in my ears. Pain 
And nausea jerked me up in bed again. 
Sweat covered me. Then vanished. And that for me 
Was the end, of the end of Coole and Ballylee. 

PHILLIP WILSON 

* * * 
And now a fortnight here I've stayed 
At Ballisodare, and these rhymes made. 
High Knocknarea I climbed last noon-
The wind up there plays a draughty tune 
And romantic Yeats is dead and gone, 
And the great queens, and the god-like men-
All my old ones. Goodbye, goodbye, then. 

AT THE SPRINGS 
JIM flicked the reins so that they slapped smartly on old Belle's rump, 
and she jumped away as if she was coming out for the Auckland Cup. 
Her tail arched stiffly and her heels flashed back and kicked the swingle-
tree before she got into her stride. The chains jingled and the runners of 
the sledge screeched on a stone, and Bill, standing beside him, put his 
hand on his shoulder to steady himself. Jim braced his legs as they went 
over a bump and then swished along the grass towards the gate. In front 
of him the cream cans thudded and clanged dully together. 
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'Not so fast, Jim,' Bill said. 'The old girl's not used to going more than 
a half trot.' 

Jim reined in a bit and wondered if his brother knew how he felt about 
being on the family place again. He had so often, since he left home 
fifteen years ago, thought of these surroundings of his youth with distaste 
and a kind of sad contempt that he was surprised at himself now. His 
year abroad had made him realize the pleasure of having a home to come 
back to, and the stone bluffs along the valley side were like a Chinese 
wall that could enclose him, if he wanted it, in a world of warmth and 
security and certainty. He thought that this rich soil might yet claim his 
empty shell, as it would soon cover his father's frail skin and bones. 

'We'll have to hurry to get to the springs by twelve,' he said. 
'There's tons of time,' Bill replied. 
'It's a pity Dad won't be able to come.' 
'Yes, I'm afraid he's done his dash,' Bill said. 
But his mother and Joyce would be there, Jim thought, even if his 

father, lying silent on what he was almost sure now was his death-bed, 
might never realize that for the first time in years his children were re-
united. He began to wonder whether he had done the right thing in 
coming himself. He couldn't remember precisely when his estrangement 
from the rest of them had begun, or whether it was really possible at this 
moment to end it. He only knew that for years his ambition to make his 
reputation in the world had led him further and further from them, 
from their little peasant lives as dairy farmers and small-town nonentities, 
into the loud universe of commerce. It wasn't for nothing that he had 
worked his way up from being an office boy in the Auckland office of his 
overseas oil company, because now they quite valued him. And his recent 
trip to Europe and America to study the latest developments in the 
petroleum industry had made him even more restless. Yet at the same time, 
now he was home, he had this strange feeling that he wanted to give it 
all up and settle down. It irritated him because he couldn't understand 
himself, as if his nature was composed of two incompatible halves that 
for the rest of his life would cause him sleepless nights of anguish through 
their conflict. 

'That big oil discovery in Australia,' he said. 'That should create a few 
opportunities for Mary Anne and me. The possibilities are simply 
immense.' 

'Ah, why don't you stay here,' Bill said. 'There's plenty of opportunity 
around you for a good life.' 

His father had said the same thing years ago, but he hadn't listened 
then either. He lmew he had been a disappointment to him, and that 
as far as the old man was concerned Bill was the only solid one in the 
family. Certainly since his father and mother had gone to live in their 
town house Bill had managed things on the farm, while Joyce endured 
her cramped village existence as the wife of a washing machine salesman. 
But it wasn't his idea of a good life. 

'What does Mary Anne think of the Australian idea?' Bill said. 
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'Oh, she'll go wherever I go,' Jim said. 'She doesn't mind where she 
lives as long as she has a home for young Jimmy.' 

'Ah, yes,' Bill said. 'A home is right.' 
They put the cans on the cream stand by the gate, and when they got 

back to the house Jim backed out the car while Bill let the horse go. 
'Come on you kids,' Bill said when he was ready. 'Get in.' 
Elizabeth and Mary Anne stowed the food, and Bill's three boys and 

young Jimmy bounced on the back seat, rolled down the windows, giggled 
and thumped each other and yelped like dogs. 

'Calm down,' Bill said. 'It's like a madhouse.' 
They drove around by the Hinuera road and passed through Matamata 

at a quarter to twelve. Jim noticed the cars parked outside the church for 
the Easter Sunday service, and he wondered if there were as many wor-
shippers commemorating the Resurrection inside as they would soon see 
enjoying the sun and the healing waters. 

'We won't be very late,' Bill said as they turned off on the other side 
of town. 

The park was in a valley where a stream crossed the road. It was 
crowded with cars from all over the Waikato, and Jim saw girls in red 
sunsuits and bathing costumes lying on the verandah of the lodge above 
the bridge. When they drove in through the gates he could see children 
chasing each other on the grass. Men and women in shorts and floral 
shirts were buying hot water at the slide outside the tea rooms. Bill went 
slowly through the park until they saw their mother standing beside the 
road. 

'Hullo,' she said. 'We beat you.' 
'Have you been here long?' 
'About half an hour.' 
'Where is Joyce?' 
She pointed towards the pines. 'Over there. • 
'How has Dad been?' 
'He was looking very well when I left,' she replied. 
'Good,' Bill said. 'Perhaps he'll come round.' 
Joyce and Colin were sitting with several other people in their car by 

the river, among a group of brightly-coloured caravans and tents, drinking 
beer. A number of empty bottles lay on the grass beside the car, glaring 
in the sunshine. 

'After lunch we're going to have a swim,' Joyce said, waving her glass 
in greeting as she opened the door. The other people in the car got out 
and wandered off, unintroduced. 

Jimmy came running up and shoved his head between Jim's legs and 
shouted, 'I want a swing.' 

'Do you mind?' 
Mary Anne shook her head. 'Don't be too long though,' she said. 
He took Jimmy's hand and walked over to the children's swings beside 

the old pine trees. Once he was alone, while Jimmy was having a swing, 
he felt pleased again that he was back. He liked the clean smell of the air 
and the scent of the pines. He could hardly imagine that a few weeks ago 
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he had been coming down across the equator with the temperature at a 
hundred and twenty on a ship loaded with returning tourists and families 
of immigrants. There had been English and Germans and Poles and 
Scots and they had all been wondering what sort of a country they were 
coming to. I bet they never imagined it would be like this, he thought. 

'Come on, Jimmy,' he said. 'Let's go and have some food.' 
He went back through the pines to where the others had already started 

lunch, and while he sat eating the slice of bacon and egg pie that Joyce 
had given him, he watched his mother. She was leaning against one of 
the wheels of the car with her eyes closed in the sun, and he thought 
she could do with a good sleep. 

'Would you like to live in America?' Joyce asked. 
'Oh, yes,' Mary Anne said. 'It was simply wonderful.' 
'I haven't got any time for those Ya:hks,' Bill said. 'They're soft.' 
'Oh, Bill,' Mary Anne said. 'Don't be so smug.' 
Jim wished they would keep qu:let. He had thought they could come 

together in friendship, but now he was back he found that his old resent-
ment at their narrowness and crudity was as strong as ever. It seemed 
he could only accept them when he was as far away from them as possible. 
When it was all boiled down, he thought, he must have always loathed 
his native place, because at the moment all he could remember from his 
youth here was the pettiness of everything, the family feuds that had been 
so pointless, the mockery of any real enjoyment of life that lay behind 
the fac;ade of its provincial manners. And right now, he was sure, nothing 
that could happen this week-end would make him change his mind. 

'May God preserve us. from another quarrel,' his mother said. 
He was surprised, as he always was, at the clarity of her intuition. She 

sat with a tea cup in her hand softly watching some children far off on the 
grass. Perhaps she was thinking of his father, for whose sake an appear-
ance of true harmony should be attempted. Indeed it seemed to him that 
she sat as if drowned in the world of her old grief. Yet what could he do 
to comfort her? That was a job for Bill or Joyce, not for himself. He was 
the rebel and the outcast, not the prodigal, and tomorrow he would have 
to return to Auckland. 

'Are you coming down?' Bill said. 
He stood up and got his bathing togs out of the car. 
'Take the kids with you and give me a spell,' Elizabeth said. 
There were two pools, a large one about breast-deep for adults and 

a shallower one for children. The lower one had two slides in it and for 
a time they amused themselves shooting the children down one of these. 
Soon they went up to the big pool, leaving the children in the care of 
Joyce's elder daughter. Jim relaxed in the hot water which welled up 
through the sandy bottom. He knew he shouldn't stay in too long 
because something in the heat or the minerals had a corrupting influence 
on the system: he remembered reading of a fatal case recently in Rotorua, 
when the heart had been affected. But he was enjoying it so much, now 
he was relatively alone again, that he didn't think he would be able to 
get out for at least half an hour. Native trees overhung the pool at its 
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far edge, and on the near bank a concrete walk had been built. Dressing 
sheds were set back into the hills that rose steeply on three sides. 

When Mary Anne and Joyce and Elizabeth came up, still fully dressed 
as if they had changed their minds, the children ran over from the bottom 
pool. Jimmy wanted to get in with the men. Jim stood near the side and 
held his arms open and Jimmy jumped into them. He raised him up in 
the water and tried to get him to dog-paddle, but Mary Anne called out 
so he lifted him onto the side. 

'I think he's had enough,' she said. 
While she was talking Jimmy ran along the side of the pool and jumped 

in again. He disappeared at once and Jim made a leap and grabbed him 
as he came to the surface. Water ran out of his nose and mouth and he 
laughed and said, 'Swim, Dad. I swimming.' 

He lifted him up towards the side. Mary Anne knelt on the edge and 
reached over to take him, and suddenly she was in the water on top of 
them. Jim grabbed the boy and put him on the bank, and then turned 
to Mary Anne who was holding on to the side of the pool and laughing, 
with water streaming over her face and her dress floating out around her. 

'My shoes,' she said, laughing. 'My beautiful red shoes that I bought 
in Paris. They'll be ruined.' 

'A damned silly thing to do, that,' Bill said. 'People will think there's 
something the matter with us.' 

'Oh,' Mary Anne said as he helped her out. 'I slipped. I was afraid 
Jimmy would get drowned.' 

'Go back and get changed,' Jim said. 
Joyce put her arm around Mary Anne and they walked away to the 

car. Jim got dressed and found her sitting in the front seat wearing a 
scarlet gown she had borrowed from a woman in one of the caravans. 
Her clothes were spread out on the bonnet. 

'Oh, Jim,' she said. 'Whatever will they think of me?' 
Joyce laughed. 'You certainly made a fool of yourself in front of all 

those people,' she said. 
Bill looked at his watch. 'Well, the spotties are calling me,' he said. 
'Let's have a beer before you go,' Colin said. 'To mark the occasion:, 

eh?' 
'Ah, yes,' Bill said. 'The family reunion.' 
'Here's to being back,' Colin said as he lifted the top off the first bottle 

and filled the glasses. 
'Down the hatch,' Jim said. 
Colin opened two more bottles. 
'Have another one, brother,' he said. 'This is the stuff to give the troops.' 
'Cheers,' Jim said. 
'We've certainly missed seeing you over this way for the last few years,' 

Bill said. 'Why don't you give up your idea of going abroad, and come 
back here to live? Australia's too full of uranium for my liking.' 

'Perhaps I will some day.' 
'Shall we drink to it then?' 
'Let's drink to Dad getting well.' 
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'Bet your sweet life,' Bill said. 
In a few more minutes they were packing up. 
'Are you coming back with me to see Dad?' his mother asked. 
'Of course,' Jim replied. 
He said goodbye to Bill and Elizabeth, and as he left the springs in 

Colin's car he noticed that a black cloud which had been coming up 
from the north all afternoon was spreading out until it covered most of 
the sky. The humidity had become very trying, and the children began 
to get irritable as they drove along past the dairy factory and the newly-cut 
barberry hedges. Jim found himself admiring the look of the land, and 
he remembered at last the good times he had known here when he was 
a boy. He felt that to have loved these green paddocks dotted with thistles 
and cow-pats was an important thing in his life, and something he could 
never get away from. He didn't know what the old man had thought 
about it. They had been separated too long and he had never thought 
to ask him until it was too late. But he knew that whatever their faults 
might be these were his people, and this was their land and his land too. 

'Let Jimmy sit on my knee for a while,' his mother said. 
Mary Anne passed Jimmy over and Jim lit a cigarette, watching the 

countryside and wondering whether he would be able to speak to his 
father this time. It began to rain, a heavy slanting shower which they 
drove into as they turned off the highway onto a road that crossed a 
muddy creek lined with willows and blackberry. It got darker and the 
rain splashed off the bonnet and raised little clouds of steam from the 
bitumen. 

'It's a strange thing, coming back to all this after being abroad,' Jim 
said. 'I wonder if Dad felt the way I do now when he came back from the 
war in 1919 ?' 

'How do you mean?' Joyce said. 
'He must have had an affection for this land,' Jim said. 'After all, he 

was one of the pioneers here, one of the first to break it in from swamp 
and teatree.' 

'All people have the same thoughts when they are away from home, 
and when they return,' his mother said with a smile. 

But when they got to the house Jim noticed a grey car parked in the 
driveway, and he saw her face go white. 

'It's the doctor,' she said. 
Jim went inside and a man he didn't know came into the kitchen. 
'I'm afraid he's gone,' he said. 
Jim followed his mother into the bedroom and put his arm around her 

as she went forward. He looked at his father lying with the sheet pulled 
over his face. The doctor lifted it back and Jim saw his mouth covered 
with blood, which had run down his chin over his pyjamas and onto the 
sheet beneath in a great stain. His mother started to cry and Jim put his 
hand on her shoulder. The doctor pulled the sheet back over his father's 
face, covering his bloody mouth and his eyes which were staring at the 
ceiling. 

'Oh, Jack, Jack,' his mother said. 
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Jim lifted her up and led her into the kitchen and put her in the arm-
chair by the stove. She sat with tears running down her face and dabbed 
them with her handkerchief. 

'He was a fine man,' she said. 
Jim noticed that Colin and Mary Anne had taken the children back 

into the car, and now Joyce came and stood by her mother. 
'It had to happen, Mum,' she said. 
She put the kettle on for a cup of tea. Jim didn't feel like talking. He 

went into the living room and stood by the window looking at the rain, 
and thought of his father drowned out of life by his own blood. It was 
a way of dying he had never imagined. An artery in the old man's lung 
must have burst and let that warm stream flow upward in an engulfing 
torrent of life that would never be satisfied. He felt sick at the thought 
of the blood pouring from his strangled mouth, more blood than it seemed 
possible for one great heart to hold, and silencing his lips for ever. He 
went back to his mother who was sipping a cup of tea, without any tears 
now. 

'We're still with you, mother,' he said. 
She looked at him with what he thought was contempt, and then 

Joyce, who had been staring at her with an expression of pity, spoke. 
'Yes,' she said. 'Your children haven't left you.' 
'Where is Bill?' his mother said. 
'I'll put in a toll call,' Jim said. 'He'll be here tonight.' 
'Why isn't he here now?' 
'Jim is here,' Joyce said. 
Several hours later the two women went in to lay his father out. Jim 

watched them wash his body with warm cloths. He was no longer 
surprised that the strong and dignified old face should have become 
meaningless to him now, but the sight of his skeleton-like flesh repelled 
him. . 

After Joyce had gone home he sat up with his mother, waiting for 
Bill to arrive, and thought of the high days of his childhood with his 
father, resplendent then in middle age. 'Cheerly, son,' he would say when 
they met. 'Cheerly, lad.' He remembered their expeditions together out 
shooting rabbits, the days in the hay paddock or putting in new fences 
or cutting watercress in the creek, the advice which he had never followed, 
the laughter and his lack of understanding so often of what it was about. 
A home wasn't just where a man lived alone, as he had used to think, 
but a place where a family lived, and several families, people linked by 
common hopes and attachments and yes, hatreds and fears too, creating 
their own small civilization. It wasn't just the tie of blood. It was more 
than that, the kind of thing he had felt this evening, a community of love 
and grief and sacrifice. 

His mother looked at him. 'Why doesn't Bill hurry up and get here?' 
she said. 

'He won't be long now,' Jim said. 
He began to realize how rarely it was that a person discovered the true 

value of anything. Whether it was the joy of childhood thought of in age 
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or the warmth of a past love remembered in a barren period, it was 
valued only after it had been long lost, because it made up for an incom-
pleteness in the present. He had rediscovered his home through the death 
of his father, but he knew that despite his present feeling he was doomed 
never to enjoy it. He saw himself as a man driven by a vain ambition, 
and his heart turned over in rage and despair at the emptiness of his life's 
passion. The old gods were in decay, and his father was dead, and the 
vanity of his desire would make it impossible for him to stay here for 
long among the only things he had ever really loved. 

LILY H. TROWERN 

SEA-CHANGE 
BEYOND the headland 
Where the fluid sharks swim shallow-eyed, 
There is the road for pilgrims, 
The sandalled way for feet the sea draws home. 
Four doorways has the house. 
Here am I islanded 
Bounded within my day's four images, 
The dayspring urges, and the noon retreats. 
What can there be of danger to an island in a bird's white coming? 
Will sun be bloodied when the bird calls in the still bush? 
Or island seas know vagrant currents ? 
Eyes peer beyond the seventh wave 
For consummation in the sea's embrace, 
The gulls come shoreward with the spirit's night. 
Here is the sea's hand on the yielded shore, 
Here is the benediction and the prayer. 
No rahui to stay the steadied step, 
Send back your baskets for the tuna, 
Our dead have fed the land we hope for cropping. 
Your atua I cup in hands of love. 
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JOHN PASCOE 

FOUR LANDSCAPES 
THE photographs have factors in common: they were all taken some 
distance from roads, not over accessible, and were shot at sight without 
tripod, arrangement or mucking about. They are strictly reportage on 
natural beauty, and conform to my ideas on photography as expressed in 
Landfall (vol. I no. 4 p.301) and in my book The Mountains, the Bush and 
the Sea. 

1. Te Towaka, a remote bay in Pelorus Sound. Serenity of this order can 
be found with calm sea, spurs cross-lit with low sunlight, and reflections. 
It is a good mood. The belt of exotic trees behind the jetty shelters a 
homestead, and a settler whose family has fitted in well with a new 
environment. 

2. On the flanks of the Red Mountain. Few men have seen this neck of the 
South Westland woods. It lies in the Cascade Valley. Historically the 
place is important. It was here that Barrington's gold prospecting party 
in 1864 found the going as rough as my friends and I did in 1953. Charles 
Douglas mapped it in the eighties. William O'Leary (Arawata Bill) built 
one of his huts a few yards from where I took the photograph. The hut 
had crumbled, but was survived by a rusty shovel. This I told to Denis 
Glover, with the results which we have read. 

3. Mount Aspiring from the Snow White Glacier, a morning scene on a 
transalpine journey from Lake Wanaka to Jackson's Bay. This place 
has also seen more keas than men. Mists dissolve and in a few hours the 
crisp glacier snow will have become a morass of slush with runnels of 
water forming the major headwaters of the Arawata River. 

4. Rees Valley-just another peak and valley tussock shot, almost a 
cliche in fact. But this has a New Zealand flavour. There are no chalets 
in sight, the stock are decently out of reach, and the sky has that tinge of 
storm warning which makes a traveller think of another norwester. The 
combination of space and height is also an attraction. 

There are no contrivances for effect in any of these photographs. They 
are as natural as a glint of rain or a fleck of shadow. 
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CHARLES BRASCH 

AUTUMN, THURLBY DOMAIN 
WHAT news for man in a broken house, old trees 
And ruined garden dying among the hills? 
Nothing is here to distract or to surprise, 
Nothing except the plainness of brick walls 
And trunks unleafing, what has been planted and grows, 
What has been built to stand; that now fails, 
Having served its time, 
And goes back ripe to the earth from which it came. 

What news? Are old age and decay so new 
They put us out of countenance, offend 
Lives that have long forgotten how to grow 
And die, and do not care to understand 
The elemental language of sickle and plough, 
Of nursery and orchard, sun and wind, 
That speak to us everywhere 
With the same untroubled intimacy as here? 

What we have found before we shall find again, 
No new thing; age and youth seem strange to us 
Who can no longer relight the morning sun, 
Bring each day to birth in that bitter stress 
And eddying joy that mark the life of a man 
As years ring a tree; and only in loss, 
All knowledge stripped away, 
We stumble towards our naked identity. 

All civilizations, all societies, 
Die with a dying house. These walls beheld 
Rites of birth, marriage and death, customary days 
Of equable happiness, dear hope unfulfilled, 
Heart practised in patience and hand grown wise; 
All human glory men have dreamed or hailed 
Lived here in embryo or 
Epitome, and dies in character. 

What ceremony does autumn hold this afternoon 
With green-gold bough and golden spire-what rite 
Of pirouetting poplar-dancers, to crown 
The dying year, the death of man's estate, 
With brilliance so raptly and so lightly worn? 
In celebration of death we consummate 
Our vows to place and time, 
In sickness and in health to live and die with them. 
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KENDRICK SMITHYMAN 

A READING OF 
'GOBLIN MARKET' 

CHrusTINA Rossetti's 'Goblin Market' has been variously read and under-
stood. Recent critics have hesitated to give a simple interpretation of the 
poem. Mr John Heath-Stubbs (The Darkling Plain, pp.159-65) sees it as 
a poem about the Christian doctrine of redemption through vicarious 
sacrifice. Sir Maurice Bowra (The Romantic Imagination, pp.245-70) 
hardly offers a consistent interpretation at all, in spite of-or perhaps 
because of-his perceptiveness. Professor B. Ifor Evans ('The Sources of 
Christina Rossetti's "Goblin Market"', Modern Language Review, Vol. 
XXVIII, pp.156-65) finds the sources of the poem and its symbolism 
in Christina's childhood. 

None of these interpretations is satisfactory, and what follows is an 
attempt to show that 'Goblin Market' has some force as allegory. The 
attempt is made in the face of Christina Rossetti's own declaration that 
she did not 'mean anything profound by this fairy-tale'; because all the 
Rossettis employed concealment and obliquity, Christina particularly, so 
that her disclaimer must not be taken at its face value. 

I have no space to follow the imagery of the poem to its sources in 
Christina Rossetti's childhood, in her brother Dante Gabriel's interest in 
wombats, or in their father's researches into cryptic significances in 
literature; I must plunge directly into my interpretation and analysis. 

The symbolic drama of 'Goblin Market' presents an allegory of sexual 
desire and proposes a moral consideration of sexual satisfaction. How 
a demanding and insistently sexual nature is to be satisfied and governed 
is a recurring problem, and not merely in Victorian poetry. 

Lizzie and Laura are not children. They are maids, which may be used 
fitly for children but may also be used for young women. Consider the 
sisters' occupations. There is no suggestion of 'playing house' and no 
suggestion of being under the supervision of their ·parents. They are 
housekeeping, caring for fowls and cows, baking, making butter, sewing, 
with every indication that in this pastoral world they are supporting 
themselves. They are maidens who hear, at morning and evening, the 
goblins which most maids hear, for the second line of 'Goblin Market' is 
a general statement. There is also Jeanie's experience, which illustrates 
what happens to maidens who wander at dusk. Lizzie feels Jeanie's 
example is relevant to them. And Jeanie was marriage-ripe, old enough 
to be of marrying age and surely anxious to experience marriage. Ill-
fated Jeanie 
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should have been a bride; 
But who for joys brides hope to have 
Fell sick and died 
In her gay prime . . . 

Prime clearly indicates Jeanie has not died of a childish decline, and as 
her case is kin to Laura's both Laura and Lizzie must be as Jeanie was, 
innocent but marriage-ripe. They are as their author was, ready to pass 
from maidenhood. Rather more subtly, the sisters are also debarred from 
childishness by the kind of temptation they are offered and by the very 
fruits. Their temptations, remembering the Pied Piper's temptings, might 
be of a kind children would heed, but there is surely a distinctly different 
quality to the Piper's fruits and the goblins'. The goblins belong to a 
Lotos Land, and children do not enter there. Christina Rossetti shares an 
impious dream with Tennyson. These fruits are from a tree older than 
the nineteenth-century's ritualistic tree. They are fruits of a desecrated 
Eden, 

Of that forbidden tree, whose mortal taste 
Brought Death into the world, 

a death which follows from disobedience and indulgence but is redeemed 
by Love, or love. Christina proposes redemption in the Christian way 
but not wholly out of Christian motives. 

In the ominous richness of autumn evening ('Twilight is not good for 
maidens') girls hear the goblins singing. Laura urges care, but she is 
already tempted. The beautiful catalogue song has an overtone. It suggests 
that these fruits may waylay Time's flight, and it suggests the pleasures 
of the moment. The girls' excitement comes from the fruits per se, the 
forbidden fruits which lead to sexual fulfilment. It is not the song which 
excites them, except as condition of the fruits. 

Since I have later to discuss a device which appears to come from early 
seventeenth-century practice I should observe that this identification of 
sexual fulfilment with the 'forbidden fruits' is another of that century's 
practices, a standard conceit. Moreover, those who notice the general 
Skeltonics of the poem will however notice a graft in this early section, 
of the catalogues of Horatian imitations especially popular in the hey-
day and decline of Caroline verse fashions. The song contains its hint 
also of the Caroline delight of enjoying the sensual moment. 

The evenings pass, the song is heard. Laura listens, not fully persuaded. 
Lizzie blushes, and yet there is no obvious reason in the song why she 
should blush. She blushes, then, not for the fact of the song but for its 
implication which leads us forward to the joys brides hope to have. 'We 
must not look at goblin men' Laura says, and one has to ask: What men 
are not goblins? Is the' objection to goblin-ness, or to maleness? In the 

1 covert working of the poem emphasis shifts from adjective to noun. As 
\ the girls are types of all girls, as Laura is the type of sinner, as Lizzie is 
1 the type of Christian, so the goblins are the type of men. What the girls are 

to shun is primarily maleness, and particularly the goblin aspect of man-
lhood, the quality which will work harmfully, for all the delightful voices 
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which sound (now dangerously shadowed) 'kind and full of loves'. The 
goblins are met in the glen when their goblin nature is most assertive, 
the nature which is least assertive in men in public, men of the town. 
What men are not goblins? Even husbands seem included, for the hus-
bands come late and distant in the poem. The dangerous males of the 
poem-world are all goblins, their moral deformity evidenced as it is in 
Caliban in physical deformity, their animal natures witnessed in the 
animal traits referred to. They are tempters, and seducers. 

Laura's objection to the fruits carries dual significance. The first is that 
the fruits may have come from soil in some way unclean: 'Who knows 
upon what soil they fed' conveys this. The objection is vague, but the 
sort of unspecific demur all readers will have known from their first 
arbiter, the mother for whom Lizzie is possibly surrogate. The second is 
an oblique significance. The fruits of sin have been evoked in the earlier 
lines; the sinfulness of goblin men, developed later, has at this stage been 
implied by the fact that they sell the fruits and implied also by the pro-
hibition on looking at goblin men, remembering the stress on maleness. 
One stated reason for avoiding the fruits is that the roots have fed on 
unhealthy soil. The covert reason is that there is an identification in the 
free play of symbol which passes from fruit to men to (unclean, by impli-
cation) 'hungry thirsty roots'. The epithets are commonplace terms when 
sexual appetite is discussed censoriously, and New Zealanders will 
scarcely need reminding that roots is a commonplace phallic image in 
use long before Victorianism created its own imagery. One fancies now 
that the strange behaviour is adequately explained: 

Laura bowed her head to hear, 
Lizzie veiled her blushes 

as the girls lay clasped together. They have understood the goblins. 
The goblins are men whom maids must treat cautiously. A husband 

has no particular dignifying force or status; the end of 'Goblin Market' 
dismisses husbands, useful for breeding, without setting them apart from 
the generality of men. Nor does it except brothers. Christina was an old-
fashioned High Church Anglican well aware of original sin and the terms 
of the Litany, of that passage of St John (John I i 8-9) which appears in 
both the Morning and Evening Prayer, and of the claim that 'in sin bath 
my mother conceived me'. For marriage as a good state she patently 
had her reservations and preferred to keep herself in the company of 
those who had 'the gift of continency'. As one turns the pages of the 
Book of Common Prayer, remembering the Christian propositions which 
are presented in 'Goblin-Market', it is easy to see how this sensitive woman 
would have found there seminal considerations dramatically reflected in 
her poem, but there can be no proof in a formal manner of specific 
correspondence from the Book to the poem. 

There is a seeming inconsistency in goblin commerce. The opening song 
invites maids to buy. Laura repeats 'We must not buy their fruits'. At 
line 90, and 1.104 buy occurs again, at 1.101 selling is mentioned; at 1.106 
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and lines 115 to 125 buying is advanced, to the eventual exchange of the 
golden curl. 

At 1.168 Laura announces she will 'Buy more', and the word con-
tinues to appear. Lizzie, however, who has heard the merchant cry, 
refers to (1.66) 'Their evil gifts', and tells (1.149) how Jeanie 'Took their 
gifts'. Although Lizzie herself takes a silver penny she has it returned to 
her, and the fruits are forced on her. Laura wants to believe in the merchant-
aspect of the goblins, Lizzie throughout refuses to accept them as 
merchants. There is a double reason for this. In one form it is given in 
the narrative-commentary and the line used twice: 'Men sell not such 
in any town'. In the other form it is given by the line '(She) feared to pay 
too dear', an indication of Lizzie's moral shrewdness, and an indication 
of the irony which penetrates the poem sporadically. Lizzie knows from 
the start that there is no honest commerce with the goblins and events 
prove her right. In the long run the fruits are gifts. They cannot be bought 
honestly. To balance Laura's illusion of a present dealing, the pleasure 
of the moment, there is Lizzie's awareness that the dealing is not lost with 
the moment but has consequences. The goblins are also merchants to 
both girls, and the name connotes what is worldly. The agents of the 
World advocate present pleasures, but when Laura succumbs she is taught 
that her pleasure cannot last; instead of countering Time's flight it 
hastens the process of age; it loses its character as pleasure and becomes 
pain. 

These factors, elaborated subsequently, charge the first two para-
graphs of 'Goblin Market' with a tension far removed from the story-
tenseness of a story for children. The fruits are offered and Laura is 
tempted. The goblins are in view, their male character emphasized and 
their danger presented, their moral defect bodied in their animal traits: 

One had a eat's face, 
One whisked a tail, 
One tramped at a rat's pace, 
One crawled like a snail, 
One like a wombat prowled obtuse and furry, 
One like a ratel tumbled hurry skurry. 

The animal-likenesses are attractive, just as the fruits and the dishes are 
of a sort that will attract the sensualist's notice. The voices of the goblins 
are sweet, what they say is most pleasant, and their seductiveness is 
confirmed indirectly by the four similes which describe Laura's eagerness. 

When they come to Laura they make the first showing of the threat 
that they are. Lizzie has said their gifts are evil, but we are so far like 
Laura, not properly crediting her sister with moral prescience. But the 
goblins are stopped, and stand leering. The charm of the lines quoted is 
marred and when the goblins' behaviour recurs at the close of the fourth 
paragraph their gait and caperings are not now pleasurable, but syco-
phantic, maliciously beguiling. Evil has been implicit in them. In the lines 
last quoted one goblin only is mentioned with a tail, but the rat and the 
ratel and the cat images all suggest that the evil ones are tailed. Possibly 
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Christina Rossetti remembered tailed goblins from books of childhood. 
There is good precedent for equipping goblins with tails, and good 
precedent for identifying goblins with evil. 

The goblins have been coaxing. Now they leer and are said to be sly, 
both terms which express their intent. They are animal-like, and they are 
brothers, and the animals are drawn from those which notably attracted the 
two Rossetti brothers. This may be, and as far as we are engaged only 
with the whimsy, obviously is, deliberate teasing. But the whimsy is 
complementary to the more serious design, and the stress on maleness in 
goblins, the assertion of their animal-character, and now the specifying 
of brother with brother as the evil agents assemble, in their totality 
compel one to assume that 'Goblin Market' holds another element of 
personal reference. The identity of the wombat-brother is decidedly more 
Gabriel than William Rossetti. Is Gabriel criticized here for conduct 
Christina did not approve, standing condemned of seduction? Christina 
is credited with none-too-oblique criticism in other poems. There are 
other pointers to Gabriel being in mind as Christina plotted her poem. 
The very Pre-Raphaelite touch works two ways. It refers to Gabriel's art, 
and it could equally refer to Gabriel himself. Second, and more important, 
is another matter which exercised Gabriel over many years. In one light 
'Goblin Market' is an examination of the way in which a girl may fall, 
and be reclaimed. The loss of sexual virtue and recovery of the lost one 
is a major and very personal preoccupation with D. G. Rossetti. By 
coincidence of theme and manner 'Goblin Market' points toward the 
brother whose device is the wombat, who was a 'seducer' in his sister's 
eyes. 

The deformity of the goblins is a poetic realization of a cliche, All men 
are beasts, a sweeping judgment which accords with the pseudo-senten-
tiousness of the ultimate judgment of the worth of sisters. But there is also 
the view that All men are brothers ('They're all alike .. .'), and even 
Gabriel and William are of the brotherhood. If all men are brothers all 
women are sisters, and the final moral is a special embroidering of this. 
'Women ought to stick together.') If all men are beasts, and a cliche 
accentuates the male activity, we have to recognize that there is a balancing 
cliche for the female. Laura is either a fallen woman or she is an erring 
sister. In an age of moral tracts and moralist cliches 'Goblin Market' 
worked its own wonders. 

The little men have up to this point met the requirements of true 
goblinhood and its identification with non-Christian forces. Now 

One began to weave a crown 
Of tendrils, leaves, and rough nuts brown 

which is a peculiar chaplet, more than fanciful, extending to the pagan 
and hence non-Christian. They hark back to the old gods of the woods, 
outside the Christian dispensation and its moralities. Gabriel was barely 
Christian, and this evidently is another thrust at him, in the neighbour-
hood of the lines alluding to sly, queer brothers. 

In the larger scheme the chaplet builds on the pagan, the immoral and 
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phallic. The nuts, linked with fertility, are a threat both to the girl's 
sexual virtue and (because pagan) to her Christianity. They are indeed 
'forbidden fruits'. At the level of fancy the parenthesis which comes 
immediately after this emphasizes the strangeness of the fruit which can 
not be bought anywhere of men in towns. In the symbolic scheme the 
denial 'Men sell not such in any town' recurs to the play on seclusion 
(the girls and the men are away from public gaze) and shows that this 
transaction is, as intercourse customarily is, a non-public, private 
experience. Away from the public view men are beastly, immoral, 
sexually seeking, tempting, persuasive, jolly, proposing what can not be 
paid for lightly. A girl must pay for her folly. As in the market place the 
males importune her, but contrary to public commerce if the maid will 
not buy they will give. Laura, importuned, has no coin, but this is 
immaterial. They bargain for a token: 

'You have much gold upon your head,' 
They answered all together: 
'Buy from us with a golden curl.' 
She clipped a precious golden lock, 
She dropped a tear more rare than pearl, 
Then sucked their fruit globes fair or red: 

sensitively, an ancient association is made, of the satisfactory transaction 
of gold in exchange for innocence. 

In some of the older poets the alembic power of gold is exploited but 
quite as commonly to gold is attributed the power to pervert virtue. 
When gold is exchanged a death to virtue is postulated, and to give 
golden hair particularly. The maiden hair is given for a purpose which is 
the death of virtue. The symbolism is scarcely disguised. The goblins take 
a lock from the maiden head, and the desecration did not need a system-
atized pathology to make its point. (Gabriel was singular even in his day 
which carried attention to the hair to the extent of 'woman's crowning 
glory', a tacit identification with virtue. I am reluctant to insist that the 
goblins again have a correspondence with Gabriel, but his biographers 
show up his inordinate interest in women's hair; as also, of course, do 
his paintings.) 

The goblins give their phallic-linked fruits. Laura symbolically surren-
ders herself by surrendering her gold lock, takes the fruit, 

Sweeter than honey from the rock, 
Stronger than man-rejoicing wine, 
Clearer than water flowed that juice; 
She never tasted such before, 
How should it cloy with length of use? 
She sucked and sucked and sucked the more 
Fruits which that unknown orchard bore; 
She sucked until her lips were sore . . . 

This greed, these fruits, this fascination-these are the joys Lizzie describes 
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in Jeanie's case as 'joys brides hope to have'. The juice is from the male 
fruit; the insistence on sucking and the possibility, in conjunction with 
the sexual imagery, of its being a characteristic evasive pun; and the 
lips which become sore: these agree with the joys brides hope to have and 
one must conclude that the lyrical indulgence is to convey the loss of 
virginity implied and initiated by the surrendered golden hair. 

The lips recall labia, with the latter's clinical denotation, complying 
with the pattern of the symbolic drama. The Latin has special denoting 
power when used as it is in English, and it will be seen later that this 
usage (of English word with a Latin associate to effect a distinctive 
significance through clinico-Latin with English use) is repeated when 
tails evokes the Latin penis to comply with the pattern in symbolism. 
This shift in true reference and the realization of its possibilities for 
multiple effect is practised in seventeenth century poetry: the correlative 
has again to be noticed. 

The liveliest of questions has been interpolated in this passage of 
sensual indulgence, of fascination with awakened appetite as the forbidden 
fruits are drained. The question may be an exclamation from the narrator, 
for it occurs in the narrative; but equally well it may belong to Laura's 
own thought and be charged with irony. 'How should it cloy with length 
of use?' is an essential consideration in the general moral programme 
of the poem, answered and demonstrated with Laura's sufferings after 
her dealings with the goblin men. The reflection comes from a powerful 
light, turned on the incidents from Laura's disobedience onwards, 
reflecting here not only sexual indulgence but also intemperance, greed 
and, perhaps served by the golden dishes, an inference of covetousness. 
The lines are electric, and the light they reflect is that of Anglican 
morality. Yet it is a moral view carried to extremes, for Laura's joys are 
as those experienced by Jeanie, and Jeanie's are identified with the 
bride's. Orthodoxy appears to be reprobated; certainly pre-marital 
tasting is reprobated. But, it will be seen, the minimal position of the 
husband suggests that with or without marriage the loss of innocence, 
i.e. virginity, may be the point. 

Wise Lizzie meets her sister as she returns, speaking to Laura of Jeanie 
who met the little men by moonlight and yielded to their temptings. In 
the high light of day Jeanie pined for the merchants, weakened, and aged 
prematurely. She died, and on her grave the grass will not grow, sure sign 
of the extreme sinner. But Laura, clutching 'one kernel stone' from her 
orgy, is mad with delight as she recites how magnificently she has eaten. 
How should such fruit cloy? 'Have done with sorrow' she cries in her 
promise to Lizzie, having yet to learn that through her indulgence she 
may not be done with sorrow at all. 

Tenderly the nightpiece follows (Lizzie, like Laura, has an ill-portending 
golden head, we find), and the recital of the day where already Laura 
begins to hungeT for the fruits of the night. In the mild evening she delays 
her home-going, eager for the fruits which will eclipse sorrow, eager for 
the experience which cancels the distinction between night and day, and 
the distinctions of moral decorum which are laid between those who walk 
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in Light and those who travel in Darkness. Laura seeks and listens. She 
hears and she sees nothing, turning 

cold as stone 
To find her sister heard that cry alone. 

The Powers of Darkness have gone away from her; the price of loss of 
innocence is death. 'Her tree of life drooped from the root' is a sentence 
of death. 

As a picture of the process of desire Laura's is now signally coloured. 
The scene of temptation, yielding and eating is extended. Now the 
language is less figured, and its attempt to realize the allegory is streng-
thened by the bare account of Laura, waiting until Lizzie is asleep: 

Then sat up in passionate yearning, 
And gnashed her teeth for baulked desire, and wept 
As if her heart would break, 

a Victorian stereotype of frustration. In such behaviour as this a specific 
object for desire is almost unnecessary, and the state itself is self-
condemning. Laura grows silent and sullen. Excess of joy has become 
excess of pain, and with the waxing moon Laura declines, aging pre-
maturely. Lost innocence goes with desire. Loss of innocence is loss of 
power for life; as William Bell Scott does in his poem 'The Witch's 
Ballad', Christina Rossetti freshly links power and realized sexual capacity 
with sorrow and evil. 

Yet Laura still continues wilfully in her narrow hedonism. The agents 
of evil avoiding her, the virtue of life gone from her, she desperately 
plants the 'one kernel stone' she carried away from her illicit feast. It is 
unnatural, and it is sterile. Sterility is dramatically in keeping, and also 
in keeping with the agency of evil, which suggests that Christina was not 
relying on childhood memories alone when she transformed her goblins. 
The plant fails. Laura abandons the household routine she has followed 
absently. The six lines which record this dwindling of interest argue that 
here is the ultimate condition, the abandoning of hope and yielding to 
despair which has been held to be the sin against the Holy Ghost. She 
has tried to rely on herself, and she is inadequate. Desire feeds upon 
itself, can not sustain itself, and is bound to death; desire in this case 
proceeds from intercourse with males and consequent loss of innocence. 
Whatever life is left is a kind of death. 

So goes the story of desire, temptation, fall. It is, one notes, not yet 
a story of repentance. Lizzie knows well what is wrong. She knows how 
Laura may be comforted, but she knows too that in getting comfort for 
her she may 'pay too dear'. She must court danger to buy the fruits of sin. 
She must sacrifice herself, to take the way to redemption by venturing 
with the goblins.* Because she proposes if need be to share the sin with 

*Lizzie's episode with the goblins is not developed so far that one may say that 
Lizzie, representing a Christ-figure, should be read here acting-out a harrowing 
of hell, although this seems to be hinted. A Christ-like descent into heU has to 
be considered, but the failure of correspondence is clear, if the idea is elaborated. 
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Laura, to sin if need be as Laura has sinned, she is proposing a kind of 
sin-eating. The sin-eater risks damnation in taking sin upon himself. 
So, now, will Lizzie. 

She may no longer choose between better and worse. She must act. 
She sets out to buy the forbidden fruits. She takes a silver penny, and 
although silver pennies are somewhat innocuous in ·casual poetry we may 
pause here, wondering if silver is significant. 

The silver penny seems well-chosen, being a valuable metal (an indica-
tion of the value Lizzie sets on Laura's recovery) and one potent against 
hell's citizens (as in such legends as that of the Freeshooter) and counter 
to the death-dealing gold. 

By her action Lizzie shows her feeling of responsibility for Laura. She 
wilfully endangers herself for Laura's sake. She is urged by, her motive 
lies in, both love and Love. If she consorts with the goblins does she not 
lose her innocence? Does she not take the forbidden fruits? By commerce 
with immorality (Can one touch pitch and not be defiled?) she seeks a 
moral end, the restoration of Laura's well-being, which is both physical 
and moral. The end is virtuous. Yet Lizzie is curiously placed as she 
stands before the goblins who 

Hugged her and kissed her; 
Squeezed and caressed her 

and are called by her 'Good folk'. She does not repulse them. She asks 
'Give me much and many' as she tosses them her penny. They, patently, 
believe she is going to join them, until she refuses them; her silver penny 
is her talisman and she remains with them, provoking their assault. She 
'laughed in heart to feel the drip' although she does not eat. The goblins 
are led on and bluffed and teased, outsmarted. But how? Lizzie has not 
been honest with them. She has, until she demands the return of her coin, 
dissembled; and when she refuses them she remains to suffer them until 
her purpose is satisfied. Dissembling is a course of doubtful morality. 
Lizzie stands in a strange light. If we are to read of her behaviour we 
should read also the injunctions and supplications of the service of 
Morning Prayer and ponder how far Lizzie reflects a consideration of 
the second and third collects. 

The sin-sharing, given a physical expression in eating, may be a refer-
ence to paganism; it may be a reminiscence of soine diabolist study. The 
action nevertheless gives a positive answer to the question which has no 
need to be asked openly: 'Am I my brother's keeper?' In taking and 
bearing sin Lizzie becomes Christ-like. In acting as she does in the 
goblins' presence she is scarcely so. But although she is possibly thought 
to be tempted ('she laughed in heart' can be seen to have a secondary 
meaning) she resists temptation. This may be Christ-like. Later there is 
no doubt about the divine likeness when the symbolic kiss is given which 
brings Laura, a Lazarus figure, back into life. By the fruits of sin, sin is 
overcome. By death-dealing, death is overcome. Christina Rossetti says 
her own emphatic 'Yea' to Christianity, but in the long run how strangely! 
We catch an overtone to her words, My love, my sister, my spouse. We see 
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Lizzie and Laura setting out as love, sister and spouse. We see Lizzie 
taking on herself the duties of the spouse as they would be sworn in the 
very declaration of the Anglican service. She has decisively set herself to 
love and to cherish, in sickness and health, from this day. She is a figure 
charged with Christ-significance, and one wonders, speculating on this 
assumption of the husband's role, how far desperate and not wholly 
articulate ponderings went.* 

Lizzie stands before the goblins, her penny offered, her wits awake. 
They invite, she refuses them, and provokes them. Her virginity is active. 
They tempt her subtly with the present joys of the fruits which 'No man 
can carry'. She still resists. They press on her, loath to return her penny 
and loath to have her go without eating. Their outward amiability dis-
appears. They swarm on her, lashing, hustling, elbowing, jostling, clawing, 
barking, mewing, scratching, mocking. This is the full tide of assault: 
the equivocal tails are lashing, her gown is torn, her stockings soiled. The 
goblin fruits are squeezed against her mouth. 

The assault rages in two phases, the one open and literal (as when the 
mouth is detailed, and the image extended to include the dimples of her 
chin) and the other symbolic. In that symbolic phase we are to read of 
the sexuality of the assault, which can hardly be in doubt, or in as little 
doubt as there is in the fact that Lizzie is being attacked by males and 
can resist them as Laura could not. The sexual symbolism of the resisting 
mouth is strengthened when we read how 

White and golden Lizzie stood, 
Like a lily in a flood, 
Like a rock of blue-veined stone 
Lashed by tides obstreperously 

where the white (of virginity) is linked with the golden, earlier identified 
(for Laura) with the maiden-hair and maiden-head. The correlatives are 
drawn together: Lizzie is compared to a tower, a gilded dome, a tower 
that is part of a virgin town. The town, in the figure's comparison, is 
beleaguered by a fleet 'Mad to tug her standard down'. 

But Lizzie resists. Although, ambiguously, she 'laughs in heart to feel 
the drip/Of juice' there is some reserve. She has not Laura's wanton 
delight. The juice does not rouse in her the 'desire' it rouses in Laura. 
By this her virginity is preserved, as much as by her refusal to let the 
juice pass her lips. She has been assaulted, but the goblins admit their 
*The relationship can be followed thus: 1. Lizzie and Laura are set together 
as the poem opens in an Eden state, before the Fall consequent on taking the 
forbidden fruits. It is a time of innocence; when Laura is restored she laughs 
in 'the innocent old way'. Matrimony (for which this relationship is the surro-
gate) was instituted 'in the time of man's innocency'. 2. It is to avoid carnality; 
and in effect, in casuistry, it does. 3. The relationship cannot meet the first 
cause, procreation, but it takes the next best course by reducing men to mere 
shadows and lauding the sister. 4. It is a remedy against sin and avoids forni-
cation. How far the partners remain undefiled is debatable. 5. By this relation 
the sisters provide for 'mutual society, help, and comfort' of the third cause. 

There is also some suggestion that if Lizzie is in a degree to bear a Christ-
significance Laura, in her degree, may also be bearing a Church-significance. 
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lack of success and we are not urged on to argue that in effect Lizzie 
keeps her virtue only by sanction of the plea that virginity is an attitude 
of mind. Lizzie however does carry the stain of sin. Her purity has been 
sacrificed. Her virtuous penny is returned to her. She rushes home, and 
the deathly juice becomes restorative. Now, with her sister, she may 
sympathise but without the expense Laura has been put to. She calls 
Laura: 

Hug me, kiss me, suck my juices ... 
Eat me, drink me, love me; 
Laura, make much of me: 
For your sake I have braved the glen 
And had to do with goblin merchant men. 

She has had commerce with the goblins. She, carrying the responsibilities 
of the Christian, offers a wry sacrament. And Laura 

Kissed and kissed and kissed her . . . 
She kissed and kissed her with a hungry mouth. 

Her lips began to scorch, 
That juice was wormwood to her tongue, 
She loathed the feast: 
Writhing as one possessed she leaped and sung, 
Rent all her robe, and wrung 
Her hands in lamentable haste, 
And beat her breast . . . 

Swift fire spread through her veins, knocked at her heart, 
Met the fire smouldering there 
And overbore its lesser flame . . . 
She fell at last: 
Pleasure past and anguish past, 
Is it death or is it life. 

Fire redeems fire, sin casts out sin. 
This too is a Victorian stereotype, but a stereotype remarkably and 

convincingly charged. The pattern of symbolism directed to male-female 
relations is re-ordered to girl-and-girl. Laura is restored by the fruits of 
sin. Lizzie is technically a virgin, yet in her person Laura may feed (while 
Lizzie inwardly laughs) on what she has starved for, and be satisfied after 
her burning desire has risen, be satisfied in her tormenting and wounding 
indulgence until she is restored, and falls into the life-death trance, the 
love-death trance which is the incalculable state following orgasm. 
Lizzie, powerful in her capacity to sustain life, and to satisfy a lost 
innocence which demands the sexual realization it has known, watches 
above her. 

Laura wakes to laugh in 'the innocent old way', and lives to give her 
tribute to her sister, to assure her children there is no friend like a sister. 
To a sister's love a husband's simply is not compared. 
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This reading of 'Goblin Market' takes nothing away from the overt 
charm of the poem; it adds a great deal, on the other hand, by removing 
the poem from the merely charming to a place among the most powerfully 
wrought documents of nineteenth-century poetry. Its symbol pattern 
embodies a terrible need. Whether or not the pattern was consciously 
shaped, it remains a burning study of demanding love which justifies 
Christina Rossetti's claim to eminence. It is a mature effort to deal with 
the most besetting of Victorian problems, those of love, satisfaction, 
and sexuality; of Christian conduct, and suffering, and will. Its interest 
is timeless. 

Her male contemporaries found wives and wiving difficult. It remained 
for Christina Rossetti to answer them, to throw down what was timorous 
in their morality with her paradoxes and her fervour. Her answer is sad 
even when joyful, as it still is, as it was, because she saw that 

Until the ancient race of Time be run, 
The old thorns shall grow out of the old stem, 
And morning shall be cold and twilight grey. 

Har far did her brothers read? One cannot help thinking of Gabriel, and 
what he may have remarked to his friend, Swinburne, if there is any 
reason for identifying Lesbia Brandon with Christina. And one necessarily 
thinks of William Michael, writing deliberately, nodding agreement to 
Gabriel's opinion of 'Christina's powerful mind'. 

COMMENTARIES 

CHRISTOPHER ARCHIBALD 

THIS QUARTER 
THE ARBITRATION COURT AND 

MO NET AR Y POLICY 

THE last General Order of the Arbitration Court was made in November 
1953. As this is written (September 1954) another claim is before the 
Court; the judgment will probably be known by the time this is in print. 
Mr Walsh has presented the Federation of Labour's claim for a ten per 
cent increase and, if it follows the pattern of recent years, the Court will 
probably grant some increase but not as much as was asked. The Court 
has this power to make a General Order, altering all the wage rates it 
prescribes, and, under the Economic Stabilization Regulations, must take 
into account when doing so the economic condition of the country, 
changes in the Consumers' Retail Price Index, changes in the volume and 
value of agricultural and manufacturing production and anything else it 
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deems relevant. There are about 283,000 members of industrial unions 
in New Zealand and the wages of most of them are prescribed by the 
Court in a total of about 450 individual awards. A General Wage Order, 
such as last year's, changes all the awards at once. There is, of course, 
nothing to stop employers from paying more than the award rates 
(although under wartime stabilization regulations, retained until 1950, 
they were supposed not to), and they very frequently do. 

Now, the curious thing about the Court is that it was originally a part 
of the conciliation and arbitration machinery designed in the nineties 
to avoid the bitterness of industrial disputes, strikes and lock-outs, and 
to afford protection to wage-earners seeking better conditions. It is now 
a body which takes, more or less annually, one of the most important 
single economic policy decisions made in the country. The orders of the 
Court are nearly as important as the budget; its influence is probably 
larger than that of the Reserve Bank. And all because, under Emergency 
Wartime Regulations (1940), the Court was given the job of controlling 
the general level of wages (it had previously had powers to lay down 
standard wage rates and make general orders, particularly under the Act 
of 1936, but these powers took on a new significance when, with full 
employment and some inflationary pressure, the Court was entrusted 
with the job of regulating the speed of increase of all wages). Now, since 
the orders of the Court affect all of us, either directly or through their 
influence on prices, we propose to ask just what the results of General 
Wage Orders are, whether or not it is a good system and whether the 
Court is the right body to take economic policy decisions of such magni-
tude. The importance of the last question is this: changing the rates for 
this or that class of jobs to bring them into line with others, prevent 
exploitation or reward skill is one thing; changing the whole level of 
wages at once is a very different thing, a matter of policy which has many 
consequences for which the Court is not immediately responsible. Before 
we discuss the issue of responsibility, however, we had better get a rough 
notion of the results of the General Order system. 

We must start by getting some idea of the way in which the distribution 
of the national income is determined. We do this because, in the short 
run, the country's total output of goods and services does not change 
much so that the purchasing power of a group of people cannot change 
very much unless their share of the total income changes. If, for instance, 
wages are increasing faster than prices, then the wage-earners' share of 
national income must be increasing. So, by looking at the way in which 
relative shares are determined, we are studying the cause of changes in 
the relative standards of living of different groups and will be able to 
see the effects on shares and living standards of the Court's Orders. The 
first thing we must explain is this curious fact: although, since the war, 
the Court has frequently raised wages all round (about once a year since 
1950, on the average) and the index of nominal weekly wage rates rose 
by approximately one fifth between 1945 and 1949, and had risen by 
about another third before the ten per cent increase of November 1953, 
yet, between 1945 and 1953 the percentage of the privately earned national 
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income, before tax, that went to wage and salary earners fell from approxi-
mately 60 to 55 and in 1950 had been as low as 51%. How can it be that, 
despite the Orders of the Court, the wage-earners' share declined? We 
shall get some answer if we see what principles determine the division of 
the total revenue of a business between wages and profits. 

It is a pretty general practice in business to set prices on the 'cost-plus' 
principle by adding to the direct cost of each unit of output a percentage, 
often known as the 'mark-up', to cover overheads and profits. That 
percentage determines the proportions in which the total proceeds of 
the business are divided between direct costs and overheads plus profits. 
So long as the mark-up does not change, these proportions cannot change. 
Suppose, for example, that the direct cost of producing a given quantity 
of output is £60 and the mark-up is 66! %. The price of the output will be 
reached by adding 66!% of £60, which is £40, to the direct cost, making 
£100. Now, so long as that percentage is adhered to, the share-out between 
labour and raw materials (the chief constituents of direct costs) on the 
one hand, and overheads and profits on the other, does not change even 
when costs do-while, if costs do not change, prices only change when 
the mark-up does. Suppose that a general wage increase of 10% increases 
direct costs by, say, 5% to £63. Two-thirds of £63 is £42, which will be 
added to the new direct cost to find the new price, £105, of the output 
previously sold for £100. In this case labour has gained, for wages have 
risen 10% while prices have risen only 5 %, but it has gained for one 
reason only: total direct costs, to which the mark-up is applied, have not 
risen as much as wages. In other words, labour is getting more compared 
with raw materials-if raw material prices do not rise too. 

If this is roughly correct then, so long as the general percentage level 
of mark-up applied by businessmen is unchanged, the Arbitration Court 
can only give labour a bigger share in national income if raw material 
prices lag behind wage rates. In general, however, the raw materials 
purchased by one firm are the final products of another firm which will 
also be applying its mark-up to the increased wages bill, so wage increases 
are likely to cause proportionate increases in raw material prices. On 
the other hand, some raw materials are farm products, the prices of 
which are not fixed on the cost-plus method. And many raw materials 
are imported (from this point of view, imported consumer goods count 
as raw materials because importers and retailers add to the cost of the 
goods on landing their mark-up for handling costs and profit before the 
goods reach the shop window). So it comes to this: with a given general 
level of mark-up, the Arbitration Court can increase the share of the 
national income going to labour only by pushing wages up faster than 
the prices of imported and farm produced raw materials rise. Then the 
inflationary spiral probably works roughly as follows: stage one, prices 
rise, either because raw material prices have risen (perhaps an increase in 
import prices) or because businessmen are trying to increase their share 
of the national income by applying a larger mark-up, as they will be 
encouraged to do when demand is high; stage two, after some delay, 
the Arbitration Court puts wages up to restore their purchasing power; 
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stage three, prices go up again. The process can also be started by an 
increase in export income. If foreign demand or government negotiation 
increases export prices, farmers are better off, domestic demand increases, 
prices and marks-up rise, the Arbitration Court intervenes ... 

The conclusion seems to be that the Court cannot do labour much 
good, in the sense of actually increasing its share of national income, but 
may save it from some loss. A belated wage increase is better than none, 
even if prices do rise again. But the truth is that the Arbitration Court 
alone cannot settle what share of the national income labour is to have. 
It is settled by the behaviour of prices compared with wages and therefore 
by businessmen, the level of demand, Price Tribunals, the agencies that 
fix farm prices and the trend of import and export prices as well as the 
Court. 

Then what does the Court decide? It determines money wages, to which 
many prices are tied by the mark-up. When both rise, the purchasing 
power of money is reduced and those with fixed incomes suffer. Fixed 
incomes are those which, determined by law or contract, take a compara-
tively long time to change. They are social security benefits, pensions, 
rent, interest and some salaries (many salaries are now revised when 
wages increase). Much of these incomes, derived from rent, interest and 
salaries, is paid by business as overhead and is a fixed deduction from 
gross profit-the balance is net profit, which belongs to the shareholders. 
When wages and prices go up fixed incomes get left behind, while the 
application of a constant percentage mark-up to rising costs means that 
gross profits rise as fast as wages: as the deduction for overheads rises 
less rapidly, net profits are likely to rise fastest of all. Now, there is nothing 
very novel in this, for we know who benefits and who suffers when the 
value of money falls. The remarkable thing is that, to a large extent, 
it is the Arbitration Court that is determining the value of money, while all 
the quasi-independent government agencies which control prices, besides 
sharing in the determination of the value of money, also have a con-
siderable influence on the share-out of the national income between wages 
and profits because they settle the mark-up in industries subject to price 
control. To see how all this works, let us take another example. Suppose, 
again, that increased export income, being spent by farmers, is encourag-
ing businessmen to raise prices. Now farmers and shareholders are better 
off, but labour is not. The effect of a Wage Order and a further round of 
price increases is to lower the purchasing power of the farmers' income 
so that, if it is carried far enough, they will be no better off, compared 
with workers, than they were before their income increased. But since 
fixed incomes again lag behind, farmers, workers and shareholders 
probably all derive some benefit from the increase in their money incomes. 
By putting up prices, the businessmen have got part of the farmers' 
original increase; by putting up wages (and prices again), the Arbitration 
Court has effectively redistributed the farmers' increase among all except 
fixed income recipients. 

If the Arbitration Court is one of the chief agencies determining the 
value of money-with the aid of the price-fixing agencies which also 
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influence the share of wages by the mark-up they permit-it seems that' 
jobs have been swapped round and, somehow, the Reserve Bank has 
been left out. Where does it come in? By law, its actions must be designed 
to preserve full employment. When wages and prices go up, more money 
is required to finance the same volume of trade. So, if the Bank does not 
let the quantity of money increase as its value falls, trade will be restricted 
and there may be unemployment. Hence the role of the Reserve Bank 
has been practically reduced to trying to stop the quantity of money 
from rising faster than is necessary to preserve full employment as wages 
and prices rise. If it fails, and the quantity of money increases more than 
is necessary, then easier credit leads to an increased demand for goods, 
businessmen increase prices, the Court raises wages and the Bank has 
to produce yet more money! 

Now consider the picture we get of who decides what. The job of the 
monetary authority (the Reserve Bank acting under the directions of 
the Minister of Finance) is just to avoid making things worse. Its usual 
share of responsibility for the value of money has devolved mainly onto 
the Arbitration Court. The Court can order an increase in wages to 
provide some temporary compensation for past price increases but, as 
post-war experience suggests, has very little real control over the share 
of the national income going in wages. Only if there were widespread 
price control could it be sure of increasing the workers' share. When price 
increases follow closely on Wage Orders and Wage Orders may only be 
made once in six months (until recently, twelve months), the Court can 
hardly even restore the loss imposed on labour by the previous round 
of price increases and the chief effect of the whole procedure is simply to 
reduce the value of money. 

In these circumstances, it is nearly futile to talk about monetary policy, 
for all that the Reserve Bank can do is fall in line with the Court. Indeed, 
the Bank (or the Minister responsible for its policy) has practically 
abdicated in favour of semi-independent agencies which cannot control 
what they are meant to and have a decisive influence on matters for which 
they are not responsible. New Zealand cannot, as a community, make a 
serious and deliberate attempt to settle many of the important problems of 
full employment, such as that of wages policy and income distribution, or 
the conflict that may arise between the two things everybody wants, full 
employment and a stable price level, for these things are settled practically 
by accident. They are settled, not by open decision for which the govern-
ment can be held responsible, but by the actions of unrelated agencies 
which were not designed to control what they do control, are not compe-
tent to do it, and cannot be held responsible for the results. Whoever 
seriously thinks that a Court set up to hold the ring in industrial disputes 
is competent to determine, however indirectly, the greater part of monetary 
policy, should take the next step which the logic of New Zealand's 
economy demands and make that Court responsible for regulating the 
rate of exchange! 

The issue is not laissez-faire versus government control. It is whether 
or not the control, which already exists, shall be co-ordinated, the con-
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trollers be responsible for what they do control and the government openly 
responsible for all its decisions and actions. That an Arbitration Court 
should be independent of the government may be a good thing; that 
money should be regulated by two separate bodies, one responsible for it 
and one not, one dependent and one independent, is merely foolish. The 
conclusions are fairly plain. If we wish to retain the General Order 
system we must see that the control of the money supply, the levels of 
money wages and prices and the rate of exchange are co-ordinated and, 
since only the government can do this, we must see that its responsibility 
for all the results is honestly admitted. Otherwise we should give up the 
General Order system, confine the Arbitration Court to the duties for 
which it was first designed and correct unacceptable inequalities of income 
by tax and transfer. If we want to alter the distribution of income before 
tax, probably the best way of doing it is to attack the restrictions and 
monopolies which encourage a high average mark-up. Neither arrange-
ment will, of itself, prevent inflation. That can only be done by the proper 
management of money, taxation, government expenditure and foreign 
exchange. Either system would allow us to know what we were doing, 
which the present system does not. 

VANCE PALMER 

AUSTRALIAN LETTER 
IT IS a disquieting fact that during the last few years both publishing and 
writing have suffered a steady decline in this country. A casual glance at 
our publishers' catalogues might not seem to bear out this statement. 
Numerous books have been issued and on the lists they would appear 
to have a wide range and variety. You will find new works dealing with 
the flora and fauna of the country, with travel in its remotest recesses, 
with facets of its early history, and with its economics and politics. Then 
there have been those symposium volumes (a typical one is The Australian 
Way of Life, edited by George Caiger), in which experts in everything 
from religion to sport contribute articles that read as if they were papers 
prepared for some national conference. 

A good deal of this activity is valuable, and those who have concen-
trated on special studies can quite easily find a hearing. But such publishing 
can go on because it does not compete with that of the big houses over-
seas. Different conditions demand that a certain number of special books 
be printed. And some of them have a market in America, where libraries 
will take any Australian book that is informative and written by someone 
with authority in his own field. It is unlikely, for instance, that the Berndt 
couple could have published their numerous field-work studies of 
aboriginal life and culture if they had not been supported by a steady 
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American demand. The American libraries, indeed, seem to have a hearty 
appetite for books dealing with the 'facts' of Australian life. 

With poetry and imaginative literature it is different. Here the outside 
interest wanes, and the home-market is comparatively small. Moreover, 
the novelist and even the poet expect some return for what they have 
written, unlike the ethnologist and the geographer, for whom the pub-
lished book is often a by-product. The local publisher, too, finds the 
attitude of the average bookseller not entirely co-operative. A business 
man, first of all, the bookseller likes dealing with known products, and 
no Australian publisher can afford to offer him the discounts (usually 
surrounded with an air of secrecy) he gets on his importations from 
overseas. It is easy for the British publisher to be generous with these 
discounts; his export trade is often a matter of getting rid of remainders. 
And so he is given all the advantages of publicity and display for his 
productions. 

Such being the situation, it is no wonder that creative work in both 
prose and poetry is coming to depend more and more on the Common-
wealth Literary Fund. Both Coast to Coast, the biennial collection of 
stories, and Australian Poetry, now in its twelfth year, derive from the 
short, plan-filled period when Australia hoped to become a great publish-
ing centre: they would have had to fold up if it had not been for the Fund's 
guarantee. Then the two most significant novels of the year-Seaforth 
Mackenzie's The Refuge and Judah Waten's The Unbending, were both 
written by holders of Fellowships. It is unlikely that either book would 
have seen the light if it had not been for the security the Fund afforded. 

Curiously enough, both novels deal with foreign migrants, but that is 
the only thing they have in common. The Refuge is a psychological 
thriller, fastidiously and even subtly written for the most part, but con-
forming to a pattern that Graham Greene and his disciples have made 
familiar. Judah Waten's The Unbending is more robust and individual. 
It deals with a Russian-Jewish family, the Kochanskys, who emigrate 
to Australia in 1912, settle in a small town, and are beginning to adjust 
themselves to the new life when they are faced with the confusing local 
frenzies of the First War-the Conscription issue, the activities of the 
I.W.W., recruiting pressure, mass-emotions of all kinds. 

The Unbending is written in a spirit of good-humour, but the War is 
seen from the Kochanskys' point-of-view, and this makes some of its 
immediate manifestations seem hysterical or grotesquely comic, particu-
larly the patriotic regimentation of children at school. Thus the people 
who are preoccupied with notions of subversions in their midst have 
been given a handle to attack the author, who is known to have radical 
opinions. One Sydney paper devoted a savage leader to the book, and 
a columnist who circulates a regular gossip-letter to the Press and business 
houses used The Unbending as a weapon for another onslaught on the 
Commonwealth Literary Fund. 

It is unlikely, however, that this will affect the Advisory Board of the 
Fund, which has been given a definite charter to make its recommenda-
tions without considering anything but literary values. Another question 
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of censorship has come up that raises more complex issues. A couple 
of years ago, at a conference of senior officers of the Eastern States, it was 
agreed that something would have to be done about the 'comics' which 
were flooding the country in such numbers as to swamp almost every-
thing else on the bookstalls. A recommendation was made in the usual 
rather vague terms: that all States should legislate against printed matter 
tending to deprave or corrupt persons whose minds were open to immoral 
influences, or unduly emphasizing matters of sex, crimes of violence, 
horror or gross cruelty. But there was a proviso that meritorious literary 
works and bona fide medical, scientific and political works should be 
exempt from prosecution. 

At first, with their eyes outraged by the sub-human displays on the 
bookstalls, and their ears filled with the warnings of teachers and magis-
trates, liberal people were inclined to think that a movement against 
'comics' might be a good thing. These publications did have the smell 
of corruption; they did seem to be the food of the delinquents who were 
illling the Courts. Most of them came from America, but a fair proportion 
were printed in Australia, on licence, and thus were able to evade the eye 
of the Customs. Even writers and educationists joined in the clamour for 
action against the 'comics'. It didn't seem a matter in which principles of 
literary freedom were involved. Could restriction of the spread of such 
commercial trafficking in cold-blooded vice and sadism be fairly called 
censorship or controlled reading! 

Unfortunately, when the State Parliaments came to legislate on the 
subject they found it less easy to control comics than to frame laws and 
regulations that may have an evil effect on writing in the future. One State 
(Queensland) in its Objectionable Literature Act, passed last year, defines 
the kind of writing it is out to suppress as 'blasphemous', 'likely to be 
injurious to morality', and 'likely to encourage public disorder'. None of 
these definitions seems to have been framed with the offensive 'comics' 
in mind: they are terms that ooze automatically from the average poli-
tician's lips when he is thinking of quite another type of literature. 

And it is now being asked if there was not already power in acts on 
the statute-books of the different States to deal drastically with the 
'comics'. Personally, until recently, I would have said there was. Robert 
Close was prosecuted in Victoria a few years ago for writing a book 
that the Government of the day thought indecent. There have been other 
such prosecutions. If the people so concerned with the corruption of 
youth were really in earnest, why didn't they form a committee that 
would examine the offending publications and persuade the government 
to take action in the courts? 

No intelligent person wants to see book-prosecution coming to be a 
recognized feature of our life; but if there is to be censorship, it is the 
form least open to objection. Not because judges or magistrates are 
usually very competent arbiters of literary taste; a good deal of modern 
literature is concerned with open or implicit criticism of the traditions 
in which they are steeped; but in their judgments they frequently rise 
above their private selves. Besides, when a matter is taken to open court 
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the public knows what is being done. The worst feature of our Customs' 
censorship has been that no one could get information as to what books 
had been banned, or why; the job was carried out by officials who kept 
their mouths as tightly shut as if their lives depended on their silence. 

But some of the more intelligent advocates of fresh legislation have 
argued that the worst feature of present-day 'comics' is the way they 
revel in a kind of perverse brutality that has never yet been listed as an 
offence. A malaise of our day, apparently, a translation into youthful 
terms of all the secret appetite for wholesale destruction that lurks behind 
our sober discussions of the hydrogen bomb! How to combat this lust 
for violent fantasies in its juvenile form! One feature of the Objectionable 
Literature Act (Queensland) was its appointment of a: small committee 
of citizens, with power to prohibit the distribution through the State 
of any writings it thought harmful. Nothing could be said against the 
kind of people nominated; they were fairly representative of the intelligent 
part of the community. Within the last few weeks they made public the 
names of the publications they had decided to ban-a process to be 
carried out by agreement with the distributors. It seemed a sensible list. 
Not much attention was paid to sex. The 'comics' aimed at were those 
that concentrated on the more gruesome butcheries of war (especially in 
Korea), close-ups of Chinese having their heads split open by burly 
marines, sergeants inciting their troops to flesh their bayonets in the 
yellow devils-all the nauseating violence that is the more repulsive for 
having a coldly political intention somewhere behind it. 

On this first showing it seems that a civil committee, working in 
collaboration with the Act, might have a useful function. But it would be 
foolish to trust to the spirit in which such legislation is administered. 
High-minded committees pass, but Acts, with all their sinister possibilities, 
remain. 

JANET PAUL 

ROUND THE GALLERIES: 
AUCKLAND 

THE Chinese who lived two thousand years ago used to bury, in the tomb 
of their loved dead, a jade cicada. They knew, then, what the entomolo-
gists of the west have recently rediscovered, that the grub of the cicada 
crawls down into the earth and there lies, a nymph in its dark cocoon, 
for seventeen years before it climbs to grate its insistent joy. 

Prolonged inertia did not mean death in the immature cicada, nor 
did it in the long grey gloom of the Auckland Art Gallery. And that 
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Gallery's emergence into light and activity shares the miracle of the 
cicada's quickening. 

Four years ago the Auckland Art Gallery had as its only lively con-
temporary paintings a small collection of oils and water colours given to 
the Gallery by Mrs Wertheimer (a Manchester banker's wife who ran 
a private gallery in London). This collection, uneven, experimental, but 
gay, was the only real stimulus to young Auckland painters who hurried 
occasionally through the dim grey-walled gallery, stopping (perhaps) 
to look at an early McCormack, Prances Hodgkins's 'My Landlady' or 
the Blake with its cracked glass. The Wertheimer gift was the first faint 
stirring of life. After that there was a large British Council Exhibition 
and the walls of the front gallery were renovated-grey match-lining gave 
way to a woven painted surface, and display wings were built out from 
the walls to break the main gallery into a series of bays. This first move, 
carried out by the Council architect, Mr Donner, suggested that some 
new influence had at last stirred to action either the director or the City 
Council. The Council's next move, a far more wide-reaching one, was the 
appointment of Mr Eric Westbrook. The Council had at last realized that 
it was fair neither to a Public Library nor to a Gallery to attempt to run 
both under the direction of one man. 

Mr Westbrook arrived in April 1952 and from that moment the 
Auckland Art Gallery entered a new phase of its existence. The City 
Council had been more than lucky in their choice of director. It is not 
often that one finds in an administrative post a man of such complexity 
of mind or such energy as Mr Westbrook. From the first it was obvious 
that he was a man with a purpose and an adept diplomat. No cautious 
feeler of the ground here. He began by making a series of provocative 
statements: he had seen no indigenous New Zealand painting; all New 
Zealand painters were far too much influenced by reproductions; art is 
for every man, let us bring painting into the shop windows and design 
into the street, let us bring life into the gallery. (He began by putting a 
real yacht into an exhibition.) Here the cicada grub, poked and shaken, 
began to crawl out of its chrysalis-for which it was promptly praised. 
Promising young painters were discovered and encouraged and some 
of their best work bought for the gallery. What better encouragement 
for a young painter than to be bought by an admired expert; and as a 
gallery policy, how wise! By buying, say, at five to fifteen guineas, 
drawings and paintings by young artists a gallery can build up a contem-
porary collection both interesting to the public and helpful to other 
painters at the time. Later, perhaps, it could afford to weed the collection 
out and still be left with a selection representative of the best work of 
the past few years, any one painting of which might then command a price 
equivalent to the whole cost of the original collection. Mr Westbrook's 
obvious policy was-better a live painter encouraged to develop, than 
a dead hero. 

The young cicada was on the move, and it needed encouragement to 
climb into the sun. Praise is a great encourager and Mr Westbrook 
adroitly manufactured a myth: Auckland alone is the main stream of 
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New Zealand culture, Auckland is alive, receptive, rich soil producing 
a new growth in painting and in the arts generally. Myths are useful, and 
if the will to believe is sufficient the myth may become truth. 

Fed at last with its true food (and puffed a little with praise) the cicada 
began to outgrow its skin and gain a new one. So great was the buzz and 
hum of life about the gallery that the director was soon able to get the 
Council's go-ahead for an entire remodelling of the rear gallery to provide 
much-needed workshop, art library, office, director's room, small sculp-
ture gallery, and well-lit mezzanine display for some of the permanent 
collection. 

And here-with a background of noise of falling plaster and electric 
drills, Mr Westbrook directed an Adult Education Summer School in 
pottery, weaving, sculpture and painting, the first Summer School to be 
held in the Art Gallery. If anyone in Auckland had any hang-over of the 
'Hush, art is sacred' attitude, which still persists in the provincial galleries, 
they would soon have lost it in face of the noisy, concentrated activity of 
that first art school. 

Certainly the variety and tempo of life in the Auckland Gallery has 
achieved the director's intention. The Auckland Gallery has become a 
place where the public go-because they want to. The cicada is singing. 
Mter one year of Mr Westbrook's direction there was a lively front 
gallery with a well-arranged and changing display, separated from the 
newly-formed and finely-conceived back gallery by a sort of waste land 
of the Mackelvie Collection with its vast grey match-lined gloom and 
enormous areas of nineteenth century English genre painting-the 
entrenched past, battleground of the future. 

With the second year prodding and praise together gave way to more 
solid and, for us all, most welcome and needed education. It has been 
a year of seriously planned exhibitions, well-catalogued, well-arranged 
and scholarly in their official comment. First an exhibition of the Gallery's 
acquisitions for the year 1952-3 which contained a drawing each from 
Augustus John, Charles Keene, Waiter Sickert, a water colour by Henry 
Moore, an important oil painting by Harold Gilman, and New Zealand 
painting (mainly by Aucklanders) both purchased and presented. There 
were also prints by English or Post-Impressionist French painters. But 
the exhibition was important chiefly because it allowed the public to see 
the beginnings of a definite buying policy (as opposed to the haphazard 
acquisition which has replaced policy in most of our Galleries), and to 
read in the introduction to its catalogue the director's stated intention. 
His main points were: 

1. To acquire examples of the best and most original artists working 
in this country today. 

2. To create a fully representative selection of the work of Frances 
Hodgkins which will be of interest beyond the shores of New 
Zealand. 

3. To build a representative collection of prints and drawings of 
the nineteenth and twentieth centuries from all parts of the world. 
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4. To gather works of British artists since 1900 in the fields of 
painting and sculpture. 

5. To provide a standard collection of representative works of all 
periods, not necessarily by artists with great names, but those 
who show most clearly the character of their age. 

6. The discovery and encouragement of New Zealand craft workers 
by commissioning pottery and weaving from local workers. 

The next exhibition was of the work of Louise Henderson, the first 
one-man show of a living Auckland painter to be held in the Art Gallery. 
It made positive the knowledge that only in a comprehensive, well-display-
ed one-man show is it possible to make any useful judgments about the 
capacity, the intention, and the significance of a painter. That exhibition 
was for me a most eventful moment in the history of New Zealand paint-
ing. Here was a classical, intellectual painter working along a planned line 
of development. A painter whose concentration on form does not obscure 
a fine use of colour and who can use cubism not as a 'fag-end' to be worked 
out but as a pertinent method to convey her own most individual per-
ception and emotion. 

Next Mr Westbrook made use of an experienced restorer of pictures 
now living in Auckland. In the attics of the Gallery there were a number 
of indistinguishable paintings on which an accumulated patina of dust 
and varnish had, over the years, hardened the canvases to a uniform 
brown. These Mr Lloyd worked on, first making extensive notes on the 
artist's original work and on subsequent restoration shown up by X-Ray 
photographs. The resulting exhibition of pictures (some entirely cleaned 
and some cleaned on one half of the canvas only) was detailed in its 
explanations and very interesting to a public which had heard much in 
newspapers about the cleaning of pictures in the National Gallery. 

The 'Prances Hodgkins and her Circle' exhibition which was described 
in the last issue of Landfall is certainly the most ambitious collection yet 
attempted. It is to be hoped that Mr E. H. McCormick's catalogue notes 
will set a standard for those of all future historical or retrospective 
exhibitions. I think that the exhibition was not helped by its attempt to 
extend the definition of 'her circle' beyond the early Dunedin period (where 
there was a real group of teachers or relatives or friends whose work 
offered genuine comparisons) to the rather arbitrary selection of paintings 
by later contemporaries whose associations with Prances Hodgkins were 
for the most part tenuous. The real 'circle' for her later years would be 
other members of the Five and Seven, but English painters like David 
Jones or John Piper are at present quite without the orbit of a New 
Zealand exhibition. 

As a result of Mr Westbrook's initiative outside the Gallery as well as 
in it Auckland painters are being presented with new problems; more 
perhaps is being expected of them. The ten paintings commissioned at 
the time of the Auckland Festival showed up what those Auckland painters 
lacked in organization, imagination or technique. It is obviously much 
harder to satisfy the demands of a set subject than to impale agreeably a 
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small sensation. Some painters have been commissioned to do a single 
large work for the Gallery, a minimum size being the only stipulation. 
Others again were asked to design decors for Festival Ballet. The latest 
exhibition of Wellington and South Island painters will have allowed the 
more self-critical painters an opportunity to see their work in a con-
temporary perspective and some of the South Island work may have 
diminished the idea that Auckland is the only abode of the Lord's 
anointed. 

It is to be hoped that the Auckland City Council will continue to show 
its wisdom and send Mr Westbrook off to Europe or America for regular 
periods to buy for the gallery and to get refreshment and new ideas for 
himself. It would be absurd to expect the director of an antipodean 
gallery trying to make alive the Western tradition to continue to generate 
his own energy. If he is to continue to be a successful entrepreneur he will 
need to bring before his public here not only the work of New Zealand 
artists and craftsmen but some of the most thoughtful and potent of 
contemporary work overseas. And he will not know what that is unless 
he sees it for himself. It would be a pity if he were allowed to fall into the 
too familiar pattern of the imported bright young man whose criteria 
remain unmodified by any later experience. 

REVIEWS 

KATHERINE MANSFIELD. Antony Alpers. Jonathan Cape. 21s. 

THE tide of Katherine Mansfield's reputation is at ebb-at least, in 
London. Americans, Danes, Frenchwomen delve into her work for 
dissertations; but that is a portent ominous rather than auspicious. Her 
stories, to be sure, have now found their niche in The World's Classics; 
but the critics have hardly found this worth remark. Instead, they 
have seized on Virginia Woolf's dismissal of Bliss as 'superficial smart-
ness', ignoring the later entry: 'there seems some sort of reproach to me 
in her death'; ignoring, too, K.M.'s own awareness in retrospect that 
her slices of life had been 'partial, misleading, a little malicious'. And the 
reviewers of Mr Alpers's admirable study, whilst duly acknowledging its 
thoroughness, its fairness, its nice balance between biography and criti-
cism, have more than once finished on a damning note: 'selfishness ate 
her hollow'. 

To the ears of some of us, twenty years since, the charge would have 
come near to blasphemy. Like Mr Alpers, we sailed from Lambton 
Quay, or the Princes Wharf, with the Journal or The Garden Party in our 
cabin (and a Van Gogh postcard by our bunk; K.M. had, Mr Alpers 
reminds us, learnt something from the painter about writing-'a kind of 
freedom, or rather a shaking free'). Even if we had not sensed it of our 
own accor.d, allusions or posthumous fragments in The Adelphi, then 
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gleaming like the great white star of Truth itself, would have told us that 
this recalcitrant daughter of a nouveau riche had plucked from the dan-
gerous nettle of the world (the tag did not yet bear a Munich taint) the 
flower we sought for. '0 Life, accept me, make me worthy, teach me': we 
lisped this prayer after her, and thought it all-sufficient. Our first, perhaps 
our only pilgrimages, were to Fontainebleau, or Tinakori Road. The 
Prologue to Mr Alpers's book, irrelevant and even naif as it may well 
appear to European readers, has this warrant, that it chronicles the 
priggishness, the awakening sense of 'familiar country', the discontent 
we liked to call divine, which characterized the generations-coteries, if 
you will-who first found in Katherine Mansfield a symbol and a sign. 
It was all, in her own phrase, as inevitable as the measles. With a secret, 
nonconformist pride we cherished our separateness from the butterfat, 
business world. That from the butterfat would be born a State Literary 
Fund, and that its committee would have the courage to sponsor a 
biography that was bound to be controversial-this would have seemed 
to us conceivable in a new version of Erewhon, but not in New Zealand, 
A.D. 1950. 

Thus Time has conspired with Mr Alpers in forcing us to reconsider 
the ardours and endurances of Kathleen Beauchamp-and of our own 
generation. Twenty years ago the flight from Wellington seemed exemp-
larily brave; it now appears as a pathetic blindness to the springs of her 
strength. The bid for independence seemed token of artistic integrity; it 
now looks like the exchange of bourgeois restraints for bohemian con-
ventions no less exacting. With the intensity of adolescence that no one 
has conveyed more deftly than K.M. herself we read the stories too 
reverently to realize that suffering and a sense of comedy might not be 
incompatibles (even now Mr Alpers ignores the delectable comedy of 
Mr Prodger in 'The Doves' Nest'). In 1933 the memorial tram-shelter 
seemed the last refuge of philistinism ('once we had a decent tramway 
service, Father argued .. .'). Now, thanks to Mr Alpers, we see that 
Beauchamp treated his self-willed daughter according to his best lights 
-and perhaps according to hers. The robust outline of him that now 
emerges is not, in fact, materially different from what we might have 
guessed from 'The Stranger'; 'If he often hurt her, he seldom directly 
frustrated her'. And if, as Mr Alpers hints, he restricted his wife by 
scrutinizing her monthly accounts, then most Edwardian wives were so 
restricted. Mr Alpers usually allows the Beauchamp Reminiscences to 
speak for themselves; but in interpreting the remark that 'to travel 
without her [his wife] would have been unthinkable', we ought to allow 
Sir Harold the benefit of any doubt. Thanks to Mr Alpers, again, we see 
that K.M. initially owed more in the way of stable literary judgment to 
that gay, clever, attractive undergraduate called Jack Murry than most 
of us, or of their friends, have been willing to allow; and we may add 
the testimony to his quality of the 'Sonners' who dominated Brasenose in 
Murry's day, and long after; he was not a man to suffer aesthetes or 
humbugs gladly. But it is Ida Baker, the 'L.M.' of the Letters, who 
emerges in the clearest and most kindly light, and to whom are due many 
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of the new facts, and interpretations of many of the old. Mr Alpers is 
content, and rightly, to find the simple cause of her unflinching fidelity 
in selfless love. He has turned to other friends as well, with some effect; 
but not, it seems, to the de la Mare who so exquisitely evokes that June 
evening-in what year and place ?-of 

Cherries, and china, and flowers: and the hour slid on. 
Dark hair, dark eyes, slim fingers-you made the tea. 

He has not had the benefit of the definitive edition of the Journal, now 
announced. And one remains mildly curious as to why there is no mention 
of Murry's own biography of his wife in D.N.B. 

On the stories themselves Mr Alpers draws constantly: sometimes too 
discreetly (we have to know 'The Voyage' if we are to recognize the 
source of the description of 'grandpa lying in bed like a wide-awake old 
bird'); sometimes a shade too confidently. That 'bright, glowing place', 
that trembling before the mirror, in 'Bliss': must they be personal sym-
bolism consequent on the first haemorrhage? 'The Man Without a 
Temperament' may owe something to the Murry of the bitterest Journal 
entries; he surely owes as much to the traditional silent Englishman as 
seen through continental or American eyes. We now discern, more 
clearly than ever, the early pattern of her love of loneliness alternating 
with dread of it. Yet to our reading of the stories themselves this adds 
almost nothing. The life, at its best, was confused and confusing, the 
search for Experience and Truth painful and pitiable. The stories, at 
their best, are tender and serene; in them pity becomes poetry. What is 
brittle and sophisticated is what was artificial and sophisticated in the 
London of the nineties and the Hampstead that voted for Pan as against 
Peter Pan ('Do you believe in Pan?' says Katherine in Orton's auto-
biographical The Last Romantic: it was the time of Forster's Celestial 
Omnibus and Flecker's 'Ballad of Hampstead Heath'). The warmth and 
serenity belong to the remembered childhood in 'our undiscovered 
country', which must indeed have been 'mysterious, as though floating', 
to some early readers, since they were hardly told its name. 

Nowhere is Mr Alpers more successful than in conveying the sense of 
New Zealand, not simply as a 'natural setting' but as a determinant in 
Katherine Mansfield's character, and characters. It is there in his limning 
of the colonial ethos and the colonial character, which, in danger of 
vanishing, 'in its own defence becomes a fetish of memory, rigid and fixed'. 
It is there in the portrait of Annie Beauchamp, who, divided between her 
instincts and her prejudices, 'thought there could still be a middle class 
in a country that had no upper class and was bent on having no lower.' 
It is even there in his own occasional slanginess, his lapse into a cliche 
('heart of gold', 'bush-clad hills') that might have come from Sir Harold 
himself, or the Wellington Post for 1906. And it ensures our attention 
to that Baptist grandfather who has his equivalent in most New Zealand 
genealogies. In K.M. the puritan strain is early evident: 'Next term I 
really shall work hard. I must. I am so fearfully idle and conceited.' And 
it is still stronger at the end: 'I try to pray, and I think of something 
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clever ... dissipated, vague, not positive, and above all, not working as 
I should be working.' This admirer of Ibsen may have been affected by 
the vogue of The Doll's House; but it is Brand that Mr Alpers's last pages 
call to mind. To say which it is not necessary to agree with him that it 
was the 'real' K.M. who won the conflict with the Catholic Church, or 
that her Easter cry, ten years before, was simply 'hysterical'. 

J. A. W. Bennett 

THE FEARED AND THE FEARLESS. Guthrie Wilson. Robert Hale. 12s. 6d. 

MR WILSON's third novel has as its central figure Captain Markham 
Faulkner, a New Zealander discharged as unfit for further service after 
being seriously wounded in action in the Middle East, who has made his 
way to Northern Italy and there established himself as Il Brutto, the 
self-styled leader of the partisan movement. Most of the action centres 
round Brutto's stronghold, Point Twelve, an abandoned house in the 
hills above the village of Bordonchio. There, in the closing weeks of the 
war, Brutto, another New Zealander, two Englishmen, an American 
prisoner of war, an Italian and an American girl, Maria Cresswell, form 
an uneasy society. 

Everyone, except at first Maria Cresswell, fears Brutto. And with 
reason. His head wounds have left him with a patch of 'white, pulsing, 
stretched skin' where part of his brain has been blown away, and with 
eyes 'large, colourless, blank, like the eyes of a sculptured figure, but 
harder, colder, less human'. If his gaze is inhuman, his strength is super-
human. He picks men up and crushes them to death or bashes their 
brains out against the nearest solid object. He has the sensitivity, the 
cunning of a beast of prey. His intelligence, which compasses only the 
immediate present, works, when it works, with the unfaltering logic of 
a machine. We see him terrorizing the inhabitants of Bordonchio, taci-
turnly dominating the group at Point Twelve, ruthlessly exterminating a 
detachment of Fascist troops, and finally battering to death the English 
Army officer, McNab, who is sent to replace him. 

Brutto is apparently intended to be a figure of Dostoevskian propor-
tions: his symbolic significance is obscurely but portentously insisted on 
at various points in the action, notably when Sullivan, the American, 
watches him as he stands, unaccountably lost in meditation, in the village 
church: 

Brutto stood there, arm on the barrel of his sub-machine gun, like 
something in marble erected to commemorate the men of their 
time, the men of their war. Much larger than common stature this 
figure stood, with a head on which the sculptor, having failed to 
impress the suggestion of life, had succeeded in capturing only an 
ideal, an abstraction. Or perhaps he had not failed, having sought to 
create only the symbolical; and just as the physical mutilations of 
combat were reproduced on cheek and forehead, so were the inhuman 
and unseeing eyes representative of the wounds suffered by the spirit. 
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Only his own rifle, placed against the wall behind the font, remained 
to convince Sullivan that the war had not ended and that he was not 
gazing upon a statue set there to tell those who would never under-
stand of the valour and agony of those who had died. 

Unfortunately Brutto in action more resembles the horrific creations of 
the American 'comic-book'-the ambiguous, unkillable monster-hero who 
lurches through episodes of insensate brutality diversified with snarling 
close-ups. At one point the author himself describes his creation as 'the 
personification of Violent Death fitted with a clockwork motor'. The 
description, capitals and all, could not be more apt. . 

As a writer Mr Wilson seems to be stimulated chiefly by violence:· The 
general progress of the narrative is turgid and contrived; much of it is 
mere page-filling and the domestic scenes in Wellington, N.Z., towards 
the end of the book, are of a jaw-sagging banality. But the violence of the 
more dramatic episodes is matched by a similar violence in the prose. 
The description of the fight to the death between Brutto and McNab 
with its obsessively detailed insistence on physical brutality rivals any-
thing to be found in the novels of James Hadley Chase or Mickey Spillane: 

McNab felt his left fist go home and followed with his right to the 
side of the jaw and saw Brutto sway on his feet grotesquely, like one 
stupefied. Watchful, embracing voluptuously the homicidal emotion 
that possessed him, he did not go in . . . It seemed very good to 
prolong things ... In that moment he felt more than a man, a thing 
contrived for strength, and at the same time he was God the Avenger 
venting on Brutto his inevitable retribution. He wanted things to 
stay as they were, with him pounding the mask of Brutto's face to 
bloody pulp for ever and ever until the end of time. 

He heard the insane screech of rage and struck again with his 
left as Brutto came at him, whipping his right to the belly. Even as 
his lips snarled back from his teeth in a grin of triumph as he felt 
the blows land, his own arms were imprisoned and he was flung 
violently to the ground. As he fell, he twisted so that he came down 
on his back, lashing with his nailed boots at Brutto's ankle in an 
old unarmed combat trick he had learned, and saw Brutto sprawl 
forward on his face. Scrambling to his feet, he flung himself viciously 
on the prone figure, knee driving into Brutto's spine with more than 
two hundred pounds thrusting that knee, hoping to feel the spine 
crack, and brought his clenched fist savagely to the back of Brutto's 
neck. But Brutto rolled and threw him clear and they both leaped to 
their feet with the blood pounding in their ears and their breathing 
hard and strained, a little from their exertions, but more from the 
blood they had smelled and lusted to shed . 

. . . Brutto hit him again, put out his hand and held McNab on 
his feet by his jacket as he pounded him, blow after smashing blow, 
until his face was a pulp of shattered bone and split skin through 
which the blood oozed heavily . . . 

There are many passages of a similar character, and whatever view one 
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takes of Mr Wilson's intention in writing this novel, his treatment of 
violence is open to serious objection. Probably nothing that comes within 
a novelist's range calls for a greater degree of detachment, compassion 
and artistic integrity than situations involving gross brutality. The porno-
graphy of violence is more dangerous than straight sexual pornography 
because the source from which it springs and the impulses to which it 
appeals are less generally recognized and less subject to conscious control. 

The treatment of violence in this book is dangerously irresponsible. 
At a superficial, 'conventional' level of response the other inhabitants 
of Point Twelve are shocked by Brutto's actions. But they do not protest. 
Like the citizens of a totalitarian state they avert their eyes, shrug their 
shoulders and excuse their leader's excesses on the grounds of 'necessity'. 
It is necessary for Brutto to terrorize the people of Bordonchio and to 
destroy those who oppose his will. The desperate but courageous Italian 
woman who betrays Brutto because his activities have led to her husband's 
death must provide an object lesson in obedience. Brutto first knocks 
her senseless with his fist, and later blasts off the top of her head at close 
range-an incident elaborated through more than a page of heated prose. 
And beneath this acquiescence in the necessity of violence runs a darker 
theme-the sentimental glorification of ruthlessness as a manifestation 
of some obscurely higher power. Brutto is not only feared and hated by 
his companions at Point Twelve, he is loved and reverenced. So Max 
Stuart, the normal New Zealander, training the sights of his rifle on his 
leader during the engagement with the Fascists, reflects: 'Brutto, you 
magnificent, tormented, murderous, ruthless, lovely bastard, I could blow 
you in half here and now and no one would know I'd done it.' But he 
doesn't, because although he 'lusts to destroy' Brutto, he is 'soft about 
him', he loves him 'as he had never known love before'. Maria, too, is 
soft about Brutto, and when he returns from exterminating the Fascists 
she leaps dishevelled (but beautifully so) from her bed to give him the 
'hero's welcome' she had promised him: 

Fear and desire fought for her response. Desire, and wonder coupled 
with it, won. Wonder that in the end this man should want her. That 
with the blood of his victims and the sweat of battle on him, from 
his killings of the night, from his mysterious mission of that day, 
he sought her out. 

What emerges most strongly from this novel is a mystique of violence, 
as confused and contradictory as such an attitude is likely to be. Brutto 
is at once Victim and Judge, a homicidal maniac and an avenging angel, 
a pitifully deformed monster and Christ with a Sten gun. The muddle of 
sentimentality and violence reaches its cinemascopic climax in the con-
cluding paragraphs where Brutto, who has returned to New Zealand, 
throttled a harmless psychiatrist and kicked a constable to death, is 
finally hunted down and shot: 

They did not speak nor move because he held them still, in awe 
watching. And because they watched with such concentration, 
because the spell Brutto cast was so securely binding them, they-
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each one of them-saw the fear quickly disperse, and those blind 
eyes suddenly light up with rapture and the lips grow gentle and the 
whole marred face change so that it became the face of another man 
smiling his welcome. It was as though Brutto had thrown off his 
mutilations. Their horror grew that this man should show such simple 
happiness. 

They were not to know that Brutto was back in Bordonchio's 
church. But that was where he was. 

He was kneeling in the aisle. He could feel the stone floor under 
his knees. God Himself was walking down the aisle towards him. 
He was dressed like a priest. 'You and I, Brutto, you and I together,' 
God was saying as He came. And He held out His arms, His white 
arms, and He said, 'It's your time, Brutto. I'm pleased it's your time. 
We need you here. There's work for you that only you can do.' 

They did not know the joy filling him that God had need of him, 
that in God's house there was work only Brutto could do ... 

Lawrence Baigent 

THE UNBENDING. Judah Waten. Australasian Book Society. 18s. 6d. 

'IN TRUTH, she had turned from him although she would never cast him 
away. She could not forget their early days. And she could not deny that 
the war had messed things up for him; he was not the only one. And she 
could not imagine living without him. She would have to be content 
with what he was, she told herself. She could not make him other than 
what he was. If she tried she would destroy everything. And she did not 
want that, for a part of her heart still needed him. But she had turned 
completely for life to her sons.' 

Derivative? Of course. And, in a curious roundabout way, doubly 
derivative. For, if the Russian writer of the above owes much to D. H. 
Lawrence, Lawrence in his turn owed much to the Russians-thus the 
wheel's turnabout is full and round. But there is more comparison due, 
before we dive down to fundamental differences. Judah Waten writing 
about Australia in The Unbending, Lawrence writing about Australia in 
his own Australian novel, Kangaroo, have not only something of style in 
common: in much the same way, they both 'get' Australia. In these two 
novels we are living not only among the slummocky, easy-going, muddled 
Australians who are sure of only one thing, that theirs is a cow of a country 
and you can't help loving it, but also with the migrants who have come 
here stuffed with golden stories, and are now wondering whether this is 
God's Own Country after all, or whether, in fact, there is such a thing. 
The same mist of doubt, and aggression rising out of doubt, are in these 
books: and there the parallel between Lawrence and Waten ends abruptly 
except for one strong emotional likeness. The Unbending has the same 
central character as Sons and Lovers: a strong woman married to a weaker 
man, loving him without faith, and in the end fastening desperately, 
possessively, upon her children for hope-in-the-future. 
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'Is The Unbending a good novel?' 
'Yes, if by good you mean solid, believable, human, with the sprawling 

rhythm and form of life as she is lived.' 
'But derivative?' 
'Yes, that also-and why say it with a curl of the lip? Isn't life of its 

very nature derivative? Where is utter originality? If such a state exists, 
it must be sterile. And, if there is something intrinsically wrong, to be 
sneered at, in drawing nourishment from the same soil which has 
nourished others, then let us embrace the H-bomb at once, it is all we 
deserve.' · 

Judah Waten, then, as a writer, has strong roots strongly in his native, 
Russian, soil, and draws what he needs not only through them but also 
through the later roots he has put down in Australia. Born in Odessa in 
1910, he came to Western Australia as a child: given Tolstoy, Chekhov 
and Gorky to read early, he has obviously battened later upon the best of 
Australian literature. In this good wine of his last book there are flavours 
of the Australian classics: Such is Life, Capricornia, The Battlers, to name 
only a few. The grape sprang out of Russian earth but was ripened in 
Australian sunshine. 

The story is apparently simple. A Russian Jewish family arrives hope-
fully in Western Australia, settles near Perth, struggles for a livelihood 
among the indigenous strugglers: the 1914 war ravages the settlement 
both spiritually and physically, the Kochanskys emerge at last to try 
again in another place, with the fundamental differences between husband 
and wife not resolved but sharpened, and the young sons already conscious 
that aliens must go carefully even in a democracy lest they offend simply 
by being aliens. The problem of all migrant Jews in any country is here, 
in the final bewildered sadness of the Kochansky family: but the edge 
of the sadness is roughened by the way in which this apparently free and 
easy-going nature of new Australian life shows itself, in patriotic crisis, 
as not so different from the prejudices, rifts, and social furies of life in 
Old Europe. The weak, of whom Jew Kochansky and the Australian 
teacher Mr Howard are symbols, come through such a crisis crushed 
in spirit and weaker than ever: the strong, like Hannah Kochansky and 
the bullying Councillor Albert Johnson, emerge stronger, with poison 
darts of bitterness festering in their hearts. And the children, as yet neither 
weak nor strong, suffer most, as always. 

There are, obviously, faults in The Unbending. The villains, the John-
sons and the O'Handys, are vinegar rather than the astringent wine Gorky 
would have made out of them: the writing is sometimes careless, and 
grammar slightly slipshod. But, for all these flaws (and they are trivial) 
Judah Waten has written a strong, warm, sprawling novel of Australian 
life which has the full flavour not only of the two continents from which 
it sprang, but also of the richness of his own mind. A book to be read by 
anyone who is interested not only in Jews, Australia, or current politics, 
but also in the struggles of the liberal spirit everywhere. 

Sarah Campion 
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TAKE MY TIP. Terence Journet. Illustrated by John Magurk. The Pegasus 
Press. 10s. 

TAKE MY TIP is a text book of horse-racing written and illustrated by 
two who apparently, sorrowfully and vividly know, for the benefit of those 
who know nothing-yet. Both author and illustrator are ruthlessly honest 
and willing to tell all. They know you will lose at the races. They are 
desperately sorry for you and spend eighty-two pages trying to explain 
the difficulties connected with T.A.B. and Turf Digests and Doubles. 
They also spend some time explaining and illustrating the actual horse, 
its various moods co-operative and otherwise, mostly otherwise, the 
author hastens to point out, if it happens to be the horse you have chosen. 
For horse-racing is a cruel cruel world of secret codes and red-eyed 
jockeys and fluttering greenbacks and who would blame the horse for 
behaving strangely, poor animal, overcome by the ignominy of being 
metaphorically scratched (or is it real? What if? asks Magurk in a desolate 
yet brave little drawing of the scratched horse); or of being worn down or 
brought home on the rails (this quite a triumphant and smug procession 
for the horse); or of being kept in a bird-cage. And sometimes (this 
ceremony is illustrated by Magurk with fitting simplicity and reverence 
of line) the horse is actually given its head, certainly a touching offering 
to the noble animal who has been numerically metamorphosed by sudden-
ly becoming double and then having its legs reduced to two, with the first 
leg callously carried away by the Jones or Smith or some sneering fellow 
who advised you in the first place to visit the T.A.B. or become a smoked 
sardine and Take The Race Train. 

The Race Train too has a special illustration. Dead serious. You see 
Journet and Magurk believe in being thorough. The text is divided into 
Introduction, Elementaries, On the Course, Advanced Instruction, 
Pitfalls and Traps, Appendices, with a page at the end where you may 
record your losses, and a rather smaller, indeed quite cramped space 
for your winnings. The question and answer method is used, various 
tests given, enough instruction and illustration to help what the cover-
writer calls the 'average New Zealander' to save his fifty pounds and thus 
'reconstruct the staircase so he can use the upper floor' to save his money 
and 'enable the wife to appear in a dress instead of a blanket'. The value 
of letting the wife appear in a dress instead of a blanket is a rather cir-
cularly vicious value. Perhaps in the next and more advanced instalment 
of his Turf Guide the author will solve the problem of the man who, 
declining to visit the race course or the T.A.B., provides his wife with 
a dress instead of a blanket, and his wife is seized with the uncontrollable 
desire to wear the dress and be 'seen on the lawn' at Riccarton or 
Trentham. 

And about the reconstruction of the staircase. The average New 
Zealander possesses no staircase leading to the upper floor; indeed no 
upper floor. Although one presumes the reference is to the floor of houses 
and not of minds, it is well to pause and wonder if perhaps more really 
funny writing about New Zealand's intense (and often tragic) world of 
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football, racing and-six o'clock closing? would not help to repair a 
rickety mental staircase and enable the so-called average New Zealander 
to pay more frequent visits to the emotional upper storey; and if at 
first the upper draught of air proves too keen for him why then let him 
slide unselfconsciously and happily back down the banisters. He can 
always use the staircase again and maybe carry into the attic some of his 
first-floor fun. 

Take My Tip is really a social document in playful mood. The drawing 
is naively and funnily direct without the exaggerated and visual mockery 
of cartoon art. The book (not really a complete guide, no doubt the author 
is even now at work on a Senior Studies Course) is well printed by the 
Pegasus Press and even Pegasus has evidently sat or flown for a portrait. 
He is very superior with his wings. He knows a few things of course and 
won't tell. It is characteristic of the benevolence of author and artist, of 
their self-assurance, their desire to 'benefit all', that Pegasus has been 
included. And finally the book has a brightly coloured cover, Take My Tip 
in the yellow with the red and the black and the white. It is fun to read, 
shall I say quite Gloverly fun? 

Janet Frame 

DOCUMENTS RELATING TO NEW ZEALAND'S PARTICIPATION IN THE SECOND 
WORLD WAR 1939-45. Volumes I and II. Wellington, War History Branch, 
1949 and 1951. 12s. 6d. and 15s. 

THE writer's justification for the lateness of these notes is partly one of 
unduly deferred hope. The hope that some professional historian would 
write a balanced and accurate appraisal of the content and editorial 
technique of these volumes. One sometimes wonders if there is a tendency 
in academic circles to bypass recent military history as something of 
consequence only to the R.S.A. The documents here published deal 
mainly with the formation and despatch to the Middle East of the 2 
NZEF, and with the campaigns in Greece, Crete, Libya, Tripolitania, 
Tunisia and Italy. But their significance is more for the historian, the 
politician and the diplomat to note, than for the old campaigner. They 
are fascinating, and often revealing reading. The very great debt which 
New Zealand owes to Mr Peter Fraser as war-time Prime Minister is 
made clear. His statesmanship, which combined shrewd common sense, 
political caution and integrity, independence of judgment, and above all, 
humanity, was outstanding. Not even the big guns of Churchill, booming 
flattery and optimism, could deflect him. And to his tenacity over Crete, 
for example, many hundreds of New Zealanders owed their lives or 
their freedom. 

From his military commander Fraser demanded and got similar 
qualities. The words of General Freyberg's charter are worth quoting: 
'The General Officer Commanding will act in accordance with the instruc-
tions he receives from the Commander-in-Chief under whose command 
he is serving, subject only to the requirements of His Majesty's Govern-
ment in New Zealand.' It was a long up-hill battle that Freyberg had to 
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fight, backed all the way by Fraser, before Commanders-in-Chief could 
be made to realize that the 'requirements' of the New Zealand Government 
were no mere formality. This working partnership of Prime Minister and 
General, a partnership of vital importance during its operation, and of 
great interest historically, was largely responsible for the maturity which 
New Zealand achieved, for a period, in one international field. But the 
reader must bear in mind that the form of these documents was pre-
scribed by the channels of communication employed, and by various 
diplomatic and military conventions. This has resulted not only in the 
highlighting of the Fraser-Freyberg association, but also perhaps in its 
exaggeration. Fraser's political leadership, however dominant the per-
sonality of the man, could not have been so successful without the backing 
of War Cabinet or the co-operation of his military commander, just as 
Freyberg's military leadership was strengthened by the division he 
commanded and by the powers vested in him by the New Zealand Govern-
ment. From these volumes it is difficult to assess the stature of the Minister 
of Defence, and in them War Cabinet remains a shadow in the background. 
This shadowiness will doubtless be dispelled by later publications from 
the War History Branch: its existence illustrates one of the limitations 
of high level documents as historical evidence. 

Even with these reservations there is no doubt that these volumes con-
tain a mass of information of great historical interest; their value as an 
entity must however be gauged by the quality of their editing. This is 
difficult to judge, as the bulk of the material from which the documents 
have been selected is not available to the public. Consideration of the 
editorial prefaces is not encouraging. In length these are meagre (a page 
and a half in Vol. I, barely a page in Vol. II), and their brevity does not 
make for clarity. They give the impression that the purpose of the series 
was never very clear. The preface to Vol. I states that the publication of 
this series 'was necessary ... in order to record fully New Zealand's part 
in the Second World War, with special emphasis on the problems which 
confronted the New Zealand Government and War Cabinet, the informa-
tion which was before them, their views, and the decisions taken.' The 
desirability of such a series is obvious, but the necessity is not clear. To 
record fully New Zealand's part in the Second World War, with or without 
special emphasis, on any aspect or at any level was an ambitious, not to 
say an unattainable aim. (One could even argue, that if it were capable 
of achievement all other publications of the War History Branch would 
have been redundant.) 

The determining limits of documents to be published, and the level at 
which this selection was made are implied in the preface to Vol. I. Yet 
there are documents included which do not fall within those limits. We 
are told that the original documents are held in the Prime Minister's 
Department and in the Service Departments, but we are not told whether 
the desirability of looking beyond the files of those departments was 
considered. Freyberg left Crete on the night of 30-31 May 1941, and the 
command passed to Weston. No communication between the island and 
Middle East on that last day of the campaign is published, presumably 
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because no copies of Weston's message to Wavell, nor of Wavell's to 
Weston, are held in Wellington. (That copies of these were not for-
warded to New Zealand authorities is in itself a revealing sidelight on 
the utilization of Commonwealth troops.) The only document dated 
31 May included in the Crete section is one from the Admiralty to the 
C-in-C Mediterranean (it concludes 'Inform Mr Fraser' and others), on 
which no positive action was taken. A footnote summarizes the capitula-
tion from Admiral Cunningham's despatch on the Battle of Crete. This 
summary gives a rather different impression than does the account in 
the campaign history, for which Weston's communications with Wavell 
were consulted. The absence in these volumes of Weston's messages, the 
inclusion of this now rather irrelevant Admiralty signal, the quotation 
of Cunningham's published despatch do not 'record fully', nor even 
adequately, New Zealand's part in the last day of the campaign. Thus the 
reliance (which may, for all we are told, have been unavoidable) on 
material available in New Zealand, reveals a weakness in documentation 
which would have been more acceptable, had it been fully acknowledged. 

It is also stated in the preface to Vol. I: 'All the despatches received 
and sent during the war years are not being published, but all important 
messages relevant to the different topics are included; those omitted are 
of a trivial or personal nature.' One can think of several reasons for 
omission, including missing documents and the problems of space and 
repetition, but only the trivial and personal are mentioned. Footnotes 
throughout both volumes, giving details of unpublished despatches and 
missing documents, are at variance with this editorial statement. While 
so far as the Crete campaign is concerned, a check of the communications 
between Freyberg and Wavell referred to in the campaign history against 
those published in these volumes, shows the statement to be as inaccurate 
as it is absurd. 

Another editorial statement asserts that there has been no censorship. 
What is the reason, then, for the lack of any clear indication of how the 
furlough scheme worked out in practice or why it was discontinued? 
Did Freyberg not reply to Conway's cable of 29 August 1943 detailing 
plans for the retention in New Zealand or return to the Middle East of 
the men of Ruapehu draft? What was it concerning the return of the 
draft to the Middle East that Fraser wrote to Freyberg on 28 September 
1943 ? If there has been no censorship, why was this portion of the message 
omitted? And as it was omitted, why were no details given, apart from 
a bare indication of its subject matter? Or was this yet another example 
of the trivial or personal message? Was Freyberg kept in complete 
ignorance of certain developments in New Zealand until Stevens' return 
to the Middle East? Adequate editing would not have left the reader 
with this spate of queries and confusions. 

After Stevens' return, Freyberg mentioned to the Minister of Defence 
'the delay and shipping difficulties before the Ruapehu draft returns to 
the Middle East', and later, referred to 'the unavailability of shipping 
and other difficulties with which you have been faced'. Of these other 
difficulties only hints are given, one in a cable included in the furlough 
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scheme section, and two others in sections other than that dealing with 
the furlough scheme. This is no quibble over a minor issue. The man-
power situation in New Zealand was critical. The operation of the furlough 
scheme was one of the problems which confronted the New Zealand 
Government and War Cabinet, its abandonment and the institution of 
the replacement scheme was one of the decisions taken. Of the informa-
tion which was before them and their views we are told nothing. This 
was an urgent problem at the tiine, and evasions, omissions and hints 
are not good enough now. In this instance the attempt has not been made 
to record fully, nor even to record as fully as possible. There is evidence 
in Vol. II suggesting that at least one document dealing with the subject 
may exist, and no reason is given for its omission. If other documents 
exist, they surely do not come into the 'trivial or personal' category. 
If there are no other documents, is it unreasonable to expect editorial 
explanation in footnotes, as has been made in other instances throughout 
both volumes? Or even a supplementary report, as in the case of the final 
evacuation from Crete by the Phoebe? 

In a further statement in Vol. I we are told: 'the despatches are other-
wise [i.e. apart from an arbitrary numbering] in their original form and 
order except where they have been paraphrased to comply with security 
requirements.' The preface to Vol. II adds: 'In no case has the sense been 
altered.' It is impossible to reconcile the paraphrasing of documents to 
comply with security requirements, with the statement that there has been 
no censorship. In addition, there are some documents in which the exact 
words used would set the tone, where paraphrasing could, without altering 
the 'sense', result in the corruption of finer shades of meaning. Finally, 
in the absence of any discernible indication where, and how often, such 
paraphrasing occurs, no single document published can be accepted as 
a true copy of the original. 

It must be recognized that 'official history' will have certain special 
limitations, in addition, that is, to the limitations inherent in any historical 
writing. It should also be recognized that the editing of historical docu-
ments, to be of lasting value, must be of a high standard. Presumably 
these volumes were intended to fit somewhere into the War History 
scheme of publications. But where, and in what manner? Were the 
documents to supplement the histories, or the histories to supplement 
the documents? Were they intended as high level source material for the 
historian? A scholarly definition of the Editor-in-Chief's views and policy 
on the functions, limitations and editing of official documents would have 
been a fitting introduction to these volumes, and would have promoted 
confidence in the reliability of their contents. 

R. M. Ross 

PEACE THROUGH THE AGES and THE PEOPLE SPEAK OUT. Chinese poems 
translated and published by Rewi Alley. Peking, 1954. 2s. 6d. and Is. 9d. 

THE Rewi Alley Collection in the Canterbury Museum, which probably 
has fewer visitors than the skeleton of the great whale, is a remarkable 
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assembly of Chinese materials in a single show-case. It begins with old 
bronzes and stone age pottery of great beauty and value, and ends with 
such homely objects as a set of mandarin cap-buttons, a brass hubble-
bubble water pipe, and an anti-Japanese banknote. Some of these pieces 
were the first-hand finds of an adventurous amateur archaeologist in the 
deserts of Turkestan; some, no doubt, were bought in a cheerful bargain 
in a Shanghai .market. Yet it would be a very dull-witted observer who 
did not find in this show-case 'an Hieroglyphical and shadowed lesson' 
of the living past of China, gathered by a true lover of 'the whole World 
and creatures of God'. 

Something of the same general impression is made by these two volumes 
of translations from the greater and not so great poems of China. Peace 
Through the Ages, the more comprehensive and solid collection, is a 
choice of poems on war and peace from early times to the present day. 
The T'ang poets naturally have pride of place, and Tu Fu-the nobler 
man, probably the greater poet-is much more fully represented than 
Li Pai (Li Po). Four voices from New China are heard, at what seems 
inordinate length, in rather tendentious political pieces of which this is 
a sample: 

resist 
these loafers and bandits, 
oppose their intrigues for new wars, 
oppose pacts against the people 
in the Atlantic and in the Pacific. 

And even Li Po does not appear to rise much above this level when he 
is made to observe, at the end of his most celebrated battle-piece, 

War is a horrible thing-
only iil sheer self-defence 
would our wise men of old 
ever resort to it. 

The People Speak Out, a shorter collection with many more modern 
poems, is a deliberate sounding-board for the hopes and aspirations of 
New China: though it too includes a selection of older poems dealing 
with oppression and revolt, among which nine short pieces by Pai Chu-i 
(Po. Chii-i) are outstanding. The poetic impulse here is generally slighter, 
and the illustrations-though they have great topical interest as a selection 
of current Chinese pictorial modes-are a good deal less felicitous than 
the six altogether delightful plates in the earlier volume. Both books are 
clearly if inelegantly printed, and are available in limp and solid bindings. 

So much for a general description: what remains to be said? Simply 
this, that despite certain things that may irritate (the over-simplification 
of historical glosses, and the naively uncritical celebration of the Commu-
nist Party with which many of the later pieces are concerned) these two 
small volumes make an immediate and enduring impact. Opening any 
of their earlier pages, we are in the presence of a great and ageless poetry, 
and it moves us in the way the Icelandic sagas moved William Morris. 
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There is, I think, a real parallel here. Morris, an impetuous practical 
idealist who saw no reason why poetry should not be written as easily 
as a tapestry was made, had unusual gifts as a translator. Because he 
worked so much with his hands he felt for all man-made objects-a belt, 
a helmet, a mason's tools-and for their use; wherever his special historical 
interests lay, in France or in Iceland, he covered the ground for himself, 
on foot or on ponyback. Rewi Alley, without academic training and 
without Morris's delicate feeling for word-patterns (but also without his 
diffuseness), has much of his broad humanity and social passion. He 
knows intimately China's basic industries, agriculture and the village 
crafts; he knows at first hand war, famine, and social upheaval, and he 
cares deeply about these things. Rarest qualification of all for a European 
in this sheltered field of translation, he knows most of the roads of China, 
and especially those frontier lands of the northwest that provide the setting 
for so many of the old Chinese poems of war and exile. 

Understandably, then, his approach to Chinese poetry is very different 
from Arthur Waley's or Witter Bynner's-still more, from Klabund's or 
Ezra Pound's. His impatience with the 'quaintness' of those who strive 
for 'an oriental effect' is not unlike Morris's scorn for Wagner. And what 
emerges from some of Alley's renderings of the great T'ang poems, for 
example, is surprisingly close to the (nearly contemporary) effects of the 
best Anglo-Saxon verse-another poetry that is elaborate, highly 
stylized, melancholy, yet full of vigour. This is from Li Hua: 

the drums were broken, no strength was left, 
bow-strings burst, arrows all shot off, swords 
cleft at their hafts; fight, and death is sure; 
surrender-and we become foreign slaves; 
the birds were dumb, and the hills remained silent 
then all through the long night, only the cold wind 
whistled; spirits came together in the black clouds 
that overhung us; though the sun burst through 
in the day, it was still freezing; at night 
the moon looked sad and mournful; next morning 
all was covered with frost; surely no sight 
could have been more heart-rending than this. 

It is hardly poetry, in English; but it does not offend as it might do if 
dressed up in smoother rhythms. And there is something to be said for 
a simplified rendering of so famous a poem as Li Po's 'The Szechwan 
Road', with its vivid descriptions of mountain passes and slender hanging 
bridges over torrents. Here Waley begins: 

Since Ts'an Ts'ung and Yii Fu ruled the land 
Forty-eight thousand years have gone by, 
And still from the kingdom of Shu to the frontiers of Ch'in 
No human hearth was lit. 

This is unintelligible to the average English reader without a battery of 
footnotes; Alley reads: 
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in the dim, forgotten ages 
men came and settled in this country 
yet never building roads 
to the centre of our Empire; 

this is flat, but at least clear. And while both translators. would freely 
admit the impossibility of reproducing the tremendous poetic force the 
original has for Chinese, it is significant that Waley should consider the 
whole poem a personal apology, written to explain away Li Po's failure 
to arrive in Szechwan to keep an appointment; Alley regards it as an 
expression of the despair of refugees fleeing from civil war in Shensi, 
driven to surmount all the terrors of a nightmare road. Where the Waley 
version is graceful, mannered and a little futile, Alley's rendering carries 
something of the physical sensations of a man who has crawled over 
rope bridges in Szechwan gorges, and knows what it feels like. 

The content of these verses is what Rewi Alley is most concerned to 
make available to the non-specialist reader: here, it seems to me, he has 
achieved a quite striking success. Form, music and phrasing are another 
matter: it is not so difficult to suggest an equivalent of modern Chinese 
vernacular writing; but the fixed metres and tone-patterns of the early 
poems (originally based on drum or percussion rhythm) and the longer, 
irregular lines of the tz'u, developed later to more elaborate stringed 
musical accompaniments, and soon crystallized by the scholars again 
into tone-patterns, are the despair of all Western translators. The special 
literary language, the allusions and echoes, are quite untranslatable in 
any case. 

But the Chinese today like to maintain that poetry, which began with 
the people in the folk-songs of the Shih Ching, has returned to the people 
in the simple colloquial of (for example) Wu Chen-pao, a worker on the 
Huai River project, who writes a charming song to his 'little carrying 
pole'. These short unambitious pieces translate much better than the 
longer flights of modern intellectuals like Ai Ching and Shih Fang-yu. 
Yet the glory of Chinese poetry remains its profoundly human treatment 
of the eternal commonplaces: grief in parting, joy in reunion, the turn 
of the seasons, the pangs of growing old. We can never cease to be grateful 
to scholars like Arthur Waley for making some of these poems readily 
available in English; but there was certainly room for a more direct and 
popular rendering, and a less eclectic choice. That is what Rewi Alley 
gives us here, in these versions whose lack of literary finish is more than 
redeemed by their unaffected sincerity. And the interest of their themes 
may win them readers hitherto quite unfamiliar with Chinese poetry-
who will find that a first acquaintance with Li Po, with Tu Fu, with Po 
Chii-i, is like first discovering Villon, Dante or Tolstoy. 

James Bertram 
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CORRESPONDENCE 

To THE EDITOR 

SIR: I am not alarmed, as Professor Phillips suggests I should be in his 
reply to my comments on his article on Burke and Paine, at having 
enough 'faith in the goodness of human nature' to make me side with 
Paine and Marx against the pessimism of Burke and his flight from the 
problem of human imperfection into mysticism and the sanctification of 
privilege. And in contemplating the history of the world in my time I 
must balance 'the whole bloody, weary round of proletarian revolution'-
and I am not a bloody-minded man-against the blood of wars, the 
physical and spiritual poverty and starvation of colonialism and other 
systems outside proletarian revolution, and the threat of doom to the 
world used to deny to peoples now seeking to throw the load of centuries 
off their backs the right to choose any way uncongenial to those who 
have enjoyed a prescriptive title to lordship over the world. 

No doubt some Marxists-the kind that Marx thanked God he was 
not-fall into the kind of determinism that Professor Phillips pillories in 
his picture of a train moving along predestinate lines with two classes 
of passengers, the saintly elect in the first-class-and presumably also 
on the engine-and the 'fools and knaves' in the second-class. But this 
picture seems to me a travesty of the real tenets of dialectical materialism 
and of its practice. One could as easily stress the constant movement 
against such a tendency and the emphasis on the final test of any theory 
in the experience of the people. After all it was Burke who could let slip 
the term 'swinish multitude' and Lenin who reiterated 'learn from the 
people'. 

Professor Phillips stresses the 'strain of the natural law tradition' in 
Burke, and I would gather that he himself finds this congenial to his own 
belief-something eternal and invariable, the voice of God. The concept 
of natural law has been pushed about a good deal and made to serve 
changing purposes. In so far as eternal verities can be found in it they 
seem to be so abstract as to have little concrete meaning and give little 
guidance as to what is right and wrong in any given case. Burke, like 
Luther and Calvin and many other people, identifies his voice with the 
voice of God. 

And is there not just as much as can be got out of natural law implicit, 
and sometimes explicit, in Marxism, but derived from the fact of the 
emergence of man rather than from some first fundamental edict? 
(Perhaps the real difference in this is that Marxists do not claim to know 
all the answers in terms of eternity.) Lenin in State and Revolution speaks 
of 'the elementary conditions of social life', 'the elementary rules of 
social intercourse that have been known for centuries and repeated for 
thousands of years in all copybook maxims' and 'the simple, fundamental 
rules of human intercourse'. 

Professor Phillips refers to 'events in certain parts of Eastern Europe 
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and Asia, so far as they defy the human values embodied in the natural 
law tradition'. I presume that by these 'human values' he means much 
the same as Lenin in the passages above. No doubt in Eastern Europe 
and Asia these values have been violated for some people, as they have 
been throughout human history. For Professor Phillips will scarcely 
claim that they have been fully practised anywhere; at most they have 
been accepted as something which ought to be observed and to which 
there have been varying degrees of approximation. But, while in these 
regions some people have suffered a loss of a somewhat elegant enjoyment 
of these values in a limited form and sphere, I believe that on the whole 
they have been enlarged and extended since the 'swinish multitude' has 
begun to enjoy them, in sometimes new and perhaps less refined forms. 
There has been what Engels calls 'progress in morality'. 

Professor Phillips and I agree that there 'is no question at all' whether 
there should be change, but that the question is 'whether it should be 
guided, and, if so, in what direction'. He might have added 'and by 
whom'. I am not sure whether he means that it cannot be guided or that 
Burke, with his gaze turned on a golden mist in the past with 'natural law' 
as a sky-sign, is a better guide than Marx. We seem to agree, too, that 
Paine is not really in it. 

Willis Airey 

SIR: If I have understood him rightly, Professor Airey's fundamental 
argument could be made to run somewhat as follows: Burke was aware 
of history; Paine was not; Marx was; therefore Burke is nearer to Marx 
than to Paine. But was Burke's way of thinking about history carrying 
him in a direction at all resembling that taken by Marx? He was a con-
stitutionalist, and the root of English constitutionalism since the beginning 
of the seventeenth century was the belief that the law and constitution 
were not the work of individual legislators but the immemorial custom 
of England. Developing the idea that law was custom against those who 
would have it the written command of the sovereign, the great pre-
Blackstone common lawyers-Sir Edward Coke and Sir Matthew Hale-
had worked out the following theory: Law is custom, the product of an 
unending and largely inarticulate process whereby society constantly 
adjusts its institutions to fresh emergencies. This process is as old as man-
kind and as infinitely various as human experience; it cannot therefore 
be apprehended as a whole by the individual intellect. There is a pre-
sumption that any reasonably old institution has survived more tests 
and satisfied more needs than its critics in any generation can even 
imagine. These ideas were laid down a century before Burke and are 
essentially the result of reflection on the idea of custom; they were part 
of English orthodox thought. Burke had the genius to see that, since 
the historic process cannot be apprehended by the intellect, a religious 
mind may regard it with faith and veneration; and to construct an imposing 
philosophy on that basis. 
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Marx belonged to a quite different tradition in historiography, that 
known as speculative history; its members believed that you could 
abstract from the state of mankind at any given historical moment certain 
generalizations that would enable you to understand its evolution into 
another state at another moment. From this arose the belief which 
Professor Airey commends: that the historic process can be reduced to 
laws and its future course predicted. The difference between Marx and 
Burke is obviously fundamental, and it is much more than the difference 
between an optimistic and a pessimistic view of man's chances of mastering 
his destiny. Marx's intellectual ancestors were Germans, Frenchmen, 
Scots from Modern Athens and English Dissenters like Priestley: men 
accustomed to rationalize society, whose view of history differed utterly 
from that taken by Anglicans of the Establishment, who believed that the 
history of society was a question of custom, a process in which an 
infinitely various human association adapted itself to an infinitely various 
succession of emergencies. The two views of the historic process could not 
be reconciled; Burke's is as antagonistic to historicism as to unhistoric 
rationalism. 

J. G. A. Pocock 

Sm: As long ago as your March issue, Mr E. A. Olssen wrote a review 
of Mr Ian Mackay's Broadcasting in New Zealand. May I make a comment 
on it which was not earlier possible, because I had not read Mr Mackay's 
book. Mr Robertson has since tried to make a similar point, but the 
real issue did not, I think, emerge. 

It seems to me quite fantastic that Mr Olssen should have reviewed this 
book without comment on the author's main contention, which is: that 
radio should appeal to the greatest number of listeners. With this is 
associated the further contention that only commercial radio is calculated 
to appeal to the mass of the people, and is therefore of importance. These 
twin doctrines are held as matters of faith, and nowhere does Mr Mackay 
ever consider the danger of corruption in taste which obviously threatens 
such an enterprise as commercial broadcasting. It is enough that it is 
popular; that it pays. Those who tend commercial radio are a higher 
form of life than those who deal in the non-commercial stuff: 'The ZB 
station managers and senior executives who, because of the added 
responsibility demanded by commercial activity, were receiving higher 
pay .. .' 

It is true that in passing, Mr Mackay uses criticisms which Mr Olssen 
does well to approve; his criticism, for instance, of N.B.S. timidity about 
discussions on controversial subjects; but Mr Mackay's real attachment 
to freedom of criticism is in doubt. He complains that the N.Z. Listener 
'encouraged critics to attack and decry the programmes'. This apparently 
refers to regular columns of outside criticism which the Listener publishes 
every week. Mr Mackay believes that anything an advertiser pays for 
should be beyond criticism. He goes on 'Thus the service was faced with 
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the position of taking the advertiser's money for a programme, and then 
witnessing another section of the service, paying money to reduce its 
potential audience'. 

There is obviously a great deal of important factual material in Mr 
Mackay's book, and it is important that it should be gathered together. 
On many matters Mr Mackay may straighten the record, and perhaps 
I ought not to question Mr Olssen's statement that his 'survey' is 'easily 
the best in the field'; but is it helpful to say this when there is really no 
other survey? Mr Ormond Wilson wrote a short pamphlet in 1946 which 
is not a 'survey', but is certainly much more sensible. There has been one 
other (rather bad) pamphlet. Apart from these, there have been a few 
articles (Mr Olssen's own in Landfalll4 I thought much better in its kind 
than Mr Mackay in his). It seems to me that the word 'best' might well 
be withheld for lack of competition. 

I sympathise with Mr Olssen's feeling that the Broadcasting Service 
should be taken apart in print more often than it is, and that a forthright 
critic should be welcomed. But Mr Mackay's assumptions are not really 
such as to recommend them to Mr Olssen's point of view as expressed 
earlier in Landfall. Take as an instance, Mr Mackay's attitude to the 
National Orchestra. He is much concerned because the listener has to pay 
for the National Orchestra; although he makes a show of distinguishing 
between what the Broadcasting Service should do, and what should be 
done by the Government, it is clear that the argument 'are all the listeners 
really interested in the Orchestra anyway?' can become 'are all the 
taxpayers . . . ?' and he quotes with approval a newspaper article 'the 
value of the [cultural] functions [of the orchestra] should not be taken 
too much for granted'. 

Mr Mackay's high sounding calls for listener research, and more 
straightforward balance sheets in the Broadcasting Service, amount to 
a claim that commercial broadcasting makes more money and pleases 
more people than any other kind. He needn't really have written a book 
to prove this; and his claims for freedom of utterance look like claims 
for freedom to say anything that the advertiser will take-and not one 
word more. 

Blackwood Paul 

Sm: For some time past, Unity Theatre has been interested in presenting 
the work of New Zealand playwrights-particularly that of its own 
members. Over the past few years we have performed, both in our studio 
theatre and publicly, plays by Kate Ross, Bruce Mason, John Mihell, 
Marie Bullock and Margot Roth. The first three of these authors have 
all won awards in the British Drama League contests which they have 
entered. 

The theatre now wishes to obtain scripts for performance from a much 
wider field, and is anxious to make contact with as many New Zealand 
playwrights as possible. 
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Scripts received would be read by .a committee which exists especially 
for that purpose, and would be considered both for production in our 
Studio for testing purposes, and for public production where possible. 
An evening of three original one-act plays was, for instance, presented in 
November last when The Evening Paper by Bruce Mason, Lily by Kate 
Ross, and The Paradox by John Mihell were performed. (This evening 
was reviewed in Landfall.) We intend to arrange a similar evening towards 
the end of this year. 

Playwrights who would like their scripts to be considered for per-
formance are invited to submit them to the Secretary, Unity Theatre, 
P.O. Box 2652, Wellington. 

For Unity Theatre Incorporated, 
Margaret Mitchell 

Secretary 

PUBLICATIONS RECEIVED 

Hawera. A Social Survey. Edited by Athol A. Congalton. Hawera and District 
Progressive Association and Hawera Star Publishing Company. 
The Grey Government, 1877-9. T. G. Wilson. Auckland University College 
Bulletin no. 45, History Series no. 5. 

Early Irish Society. Edited by Myles Dillon. Irish Life and Culture VIII. Colm 
0 Lochlainn, Dublin: at the Sign of the Three Candles. 2s. 
Conamara. Sean Mac Giollarnath. Irish Life and Culture IV. Colm 0 Lochlainn, 
Dublin: at the Sign of the Three Candles. 2s. 
Early Christian Irish Art. Franc;:oise Henry. Irish Life and Culture. Colm 0 
Lochlainn, Dublin: at the Sign of the Three Candles. 2s. 6d. 
The Artist in Modern Society. Unesco, Paris. 5s. 
Arts and Letters. Unesco and its Programme, X. Unesco, Paris. 
The Courier. No. 6, 1954 (seventh year). Special Number: The American Negro· 
Unesco, Paris. Monthly. 6s. p.a. 
The Australian. Yarns, Ballads, Legends and Traditions of the Australian People. 
Gathered together by Bill Wannan. Australasian Book Society. 18s. 6d. 

NEW CONTRIBUTOR 

Christopher Archibald was born in Glasgow in 1926. He read history and 
economics at King's College, Cambridge, and the :London School of Economics 
and spent three years in post-war army service. In 1951 he held a Research 
Assistantship in Economics at the London School of Economics and in 1952 
came to Otago University as Lecturer in Economics. He is returning to England 
at the end of this year. 
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