




Victoria University of Wellington Library




Indirections: A Memoir 1909-1947


The NZETC epub Edition
This is an epub version of 
     
Indirections: A Memoir 1909-1947
    by
     Author: 
    from the NZETC, licenced under the
     
Conditions of use 
     (http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/tm/scholarly/tei-NZETC-About-copyright.html).
 For more information on what this licence allows you to do with this work, please contact Library-TechnologyServices@vuw.ac.nz. 
The NZETC is a digital library based at Victoria University of Wellington, New Zealand. We publish texts of interest to a New Zealand and Pacific audience, and current strengths include historical New Zealand and Pacific Islands texts, texts in Maori and New Zealand literature. A full list of texts is available on our website (http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/).
Please report errors, including where you obtained this file, how you tried to access the file and details of the error. Errors, feedback and comments can be sent to Library-TechnologyServices@vuw.ac.nz.
About the electronic version


Indirections: A Memoir 1909-1947

Author: 
Charles Brasch

Creation of machine-readable version: 
Keyboarded by Planman Technologies

Creation of digital images: 
Planman Technologies

Conversion to TEI.2-conformant markup: 
Planman Technologies

New Zealand Electronic Text Collection, 2007

Wellington, New Zealand

Digitisation authorised by 
Alan Roddick

          
Publicly accessible

          
URL: http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/collections.html

          
Copyright 2007, by Victoria University of Wellington

        
Extent: ca. 1116 kilobytes


About the print version

          


Indirections: A Memoir 1909-1947

Author: 
Charles Brasch

          
Oxford University Press, 1980

Wellington

Source copy consulted: Victoria University of Wellington Library, PR9699 B823 Z5 A1 I

        


Encoding

        
Prepared for the New Zealand Electronic Text Collection

      
        
All unambiguous end-of-line hyphens have been removed, and
          the trailing part of a word has been joined to the preceding
          line. Every effort has been made to preserve the Māori macron
          using unicode.

        
Some keywords in the header are a local Electronic
          Text Collection scheme to aid in establishing analytical
          groupings.

      







Victoria University of Wellington Library




Indirections: A Memoir 1909-1947

Contents


	

	
[covers]

	
[Front Flap]

	
Indirections

	
[title page]

	
[title page]

	
In Memory of Willi Fels, C.M.G. — 1858-1946

	
Contents

	
List of Illustrations

	
Foreword

	
Editorial Note 

p. xi



	

	Book One

	
[epigraph]

	
Chapter One — Dunedin 

p. 3

	
Chapter Two — Australian Interlude — 9 

p. 30

	
Chapter Three — Bankton and Manono — 10 

p. 43

	
Chapter Four — Waitaki 

p. 56

	
Chapter Five — Southern Lakes 

p. 94



	Book Two

	
[epigraph] 

p. 127

	
Chapter Six — Oxford 

p. 129

	
Chapter Seven — Italy, France, Germany 

p. 154

	
Chapter Eight — Hallenstein Bros 

p. 173

	
Chapter Nine — Egypt 

p. 190

	
Chapter Ten — Greece, Crete, Palestine — 31 

p. 210

	
Chapter Eleven — London — 32 

p. 225

	
Chapter Twelve — Russia, Chinese Art — 33 

p. 234

	
Chapter Thirteen — Lesley 

p. 248



	Book Three

	
[epigraph] 

p. 265

	
Chapter Fourteen — The Abbey 

p. 267

	
Chapter Fifteen — New Zealand Interlude 

p. 294

	
Chapter Sixteen — America — 40 

p. 324

	
Chapter Seventeen — On the Eve — 41 

p. 332

	
Chapter Eighteen — Wartime England 

p. 350

	
Chapter Nineteen — Return to New Zealand 

p. 406





	

	
[Family Tree] 

p. 425

	
Index 

p. 427

	
[Back Flap]










Victoria University of Wellington Library




Indirections: A Memoir 1909-1947



Contents


	
[covers]

	
[Front Flap]

	
Indirections

	
[title page]

	
[title page]

	
In Memory of Willi Fels, C.M.G. — 1858-1946

	
Contents

	
List of Illustrations

	
Foreword

	
Editorial Note 

p. xi








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Indirections: A Memoir 1909-1947

[covers]



        

          

[image: Front Cover]
        

        

          

[image: Spine]
        

        

          

[image: Back Cover]
        

        

          

[image: Title Page]
        

      










Victoria University of Wellington Library




Indirections: A Memoir 1909-1947

[Front Flap]





        
As poet, editor, and patron of the arts, 
Charles Brasch made a lasting contribution to New Zealand cultural life. In retrospect he seemed born to the sheltered life of artist and aesthete; in fact it took nearly forty years of trial and error, of intense self-scrutiny and continuing private quest, for Brasch to discover and justify his vocation. 'These early years, up to the founding of the quarterly 
Landfall in 1947, are the subject of this memoir.

        

Charles Brasch was born in Dunedin, New Zealand, in 1909, into a prosperous commercial family. His mother's early death left him struggling throughout a difficult childhood to meet the demands of an ambitious father who never really understood him. Schooling at Waitaki and three years reading history at Oxford strengthened his interest in the arts and brought friendships that were to be important for the rest of his life. A subsequent visit to New Zealand convinced Brasch finally that he could not accept a business career, but must somehow make himself into a writer. In 1932 some of his early work was published in the Auckland journal 
Phoenix.

        
The following decade was spent chiefly out of New Zealand — in Egypt, working on the site of Akhenaten's capital at Tell El Amarna; travelling in Italy, Germany, and Russia; and teaching at The Abbey, a small experimental school for disturbed children at Little Missenden. Briefly back in New 

continued on back flap
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In Memory of 
Willi Fels, C.M.G.


        1858-1946

        
Far-seeing, of the sturdy lineage of the reconcilers He came; and while his kind continues, calmly And quietly active, earth shall not lack sweetness, Nor the human cause be lost.

        

C.B.
,1946
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Foreword

        

prose is the medium of those who have not been granted the gift of poetry. In these pages I have set down recollections that I was not able to shape into poems, although they lived with me for many years; memories of persons, places, feelings, events, many of which must have changed, I do not know how, as my mind dwelt on them. Much of what I saw and felt remained with me more sharply than what I did or what happened to me; and memory is arbitrary. I have drawn here and there on diaries, letters, and other papers. I have changed a few names.

        
It might have been better for these memories to remain private until I am dead with the friends and relations I write of, but I publish them now partly in order to see them through the press myself.

        

          
C.B.

          1971
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Editorial Note

        
by 
James Bertram

        

charles orwell brasch (1909-73) became known in his lifetime as a gifted poet, and as the founder and editor for twenty years of the New Zealand quarterly, 
Landfall. He was a notable collector and patron of the arts, and at his death left a valuable collection of books and paintings to the Hocken Library in Dunedin. The only prose work he published, apart from notes and reviews in 
Landfall, was 
Present Company, Reflections on the Arts (Blackwood and 
Janet Paul, Auckland, 1966).

* It was known that he had for years kept very full journals, and these — together with his private correspondence — are now deposited under seal in the Hocken Library.

        
When he gave up the editing of 
Landfall in 1967, Brasch spent much of the time that remained to him in drafting the long prose memoir of his earlier years to which he gave the title 
Indirections. This was intended to be both a family and personal 'skein of memory', and a sort of prose 
Prelude or 'Growth of a Poet's Mind'. As work in progress it was shown to a few close friends, and when illness overtook him late in 1972, he was concerned to bring it to a state he approved for publication, as his own premature Foreword of 1971 indicates. The natural terminal point seemed to be the death of his grandfather, 
Willi Fels, and the decision taken to launch the periodical 
Landfall early in 1947.

        
The manuscript which came to 
Charles Brasch's literary executor, 
Mr Alan Roddick of Invercargill, in 1973, had thus been in part revised by the author, but was of a length and almost Goncourt density of detail that made immediate publication unlikely. Mr Roddick very properly gave his first attention to 

the editing and publication of Brasch's last volume of verse, 
Home Ground (The Caxton Press, Christchurch, 1974). After long discussion, it was agreed that I should attempt to reduce the bulk of the prose manuscript to a reasonable compass (about half the original length) and generally edit it for publication. The result is the present book.

        
Very briefly, what I have tried to do is to preserve Brasch's own words, order and emphasis throughout, but to cut a considerable amount of personal and background detail. The major problem, of course, was the focus of interest: for whom was Brasch writing? For those New Zealanders who would appreciate all the details of childhood, schooling, and the impressions New Zealand made in the 1930s on a returning traveller, but had only a limited interest in Italian art, Egyptology, or the vicissitudes of a small school for problem children in southern England? Or for those more scattered friends and fellow spirits in Europe and America who had shared much of Brasch's own wartime experience, to whom New Zealand was but a name on the map? The link, of course, is the developing personality and maturing mind of Brasch himself, who was a New Zealander by birth, Jewish by origin, and European by cultural inheritance and the opportunities for travel given to him in his 
Wanderjahre.

        
Above all, this is a poet's testament: the record of moments of insight and heightened sensibility, stirred by memorable sights and sensations, the appreciation of great works of art, and by casual or intimate friendships with men, women and children in many different lands. It was from such moments or 'epiphanies' that 
Charles Brasch made the poetry by which he is most likely to be remembered. And to those New Zealanders who are already aware of Brasch as a distinguished poet and editor, an established figure in a minor corner of English literature, this memoir should have a particular interest. It will prove that one who seemed in later life, in the small world of New Zealand, to be unusually favoured by fortune and family background to lead the apparently sheltered life of an artist and connoisseur, had in fact a longer and more testing private struggle to assert and justify his poetic vocation than many of his fellow-writers.

        

Indirections is the candid and revealing account of the making of a New Zealand poet. As such, it is unique in our writing; only 


Frank Sargeson (in a more selective and idiosyncratic genre) has attempted anything comparable. Because Charles Brasch's family connexions with Europe were so strong, and because he was especially drawn to the Mediterranean and the Near East, the material for this record of his earlier years has an almost Odyssean richness and colour. Because he saw cities and landscapes with a painter's eye, because he used words like a poet, his feeling for England and Italy and older civilizations (and for the newer worlds of America and Soviet Russia) is convincingly carried in a prose that is seldom mannered, and never precious.

        
It was Brasch's special achievement, first in poetry and then in prose, to help bring together the values of the older world, and those (however awkward and immature) that were struggling into being in the small Pacific islands in which he claimed a birthright. If at first he moved uncertainly between these two worlds, by the end he was fully at home in both. That will be plain enough to all who know the sequel to the personal story that is told in these pages. Brasch did in fact become a good poet; 
Landfall was firmly established as the leading literary journal of its time; New Zealand did enter a new flourishing period of activity in the arts, to which Brasch probably made a greater contribution than any other single man. In this sense, at least, the story begun here has a happy ending.

        
An editor can only hope that his own small effort to tidy up a teeming manuscript has not ended by marring it. No doubt a smaller book, built on some pattern of aesthetic contrast, might have made a more striking literary effect. I have felt bound to keep the main sequence and outline as Brasch left it, and to cut chiefly from the very full sections on Egypt, the Abbey and wartime England. The New Zealand material has been left virtually complete, for after all Brasch is a New Zealand writer, not an English one. The true sequel to this introductory memoir then becomes five volumes of verse, twenty volumes of 
Landfall, and the anthology 
Landfall Country (The Caxton Press, Christ-church, 1962).

        
I wish to express my thanks to Alan Roddick, 
Ruth Dallas, Bettina Hamilton, Colin Roberts, 
Margaret Scott, 
Dan Davin, 
Ian Milner and Jack Bennett, for their assistance and support in the long task of preparing this text. To Esmond de Beer I owe a 

particular debt for the checking of some details, and for making available the very full genealogical tables from which the simplified family tree on p. 425 has been drawn. Mrs Elespie Prior, 
Michael Hitchings of the Hocken Library, and 
Mrs Janet Paul of the Turnbull, all helped with the illustrations. 
Bridget Williams, of Oxford University Press, looked after the production of the book with a special care for which I am grateful.

        
The dedication to 
Willi Fels was not authorized, but may be seen as implicit throughout the text, and endorsed in the final chapter.

        

          
J.B.

          
Hutt Valley, New Zealand


          
            
October 1979
          
        

      



* A selection of Brasch's critical writings in prose, including 'Present Company', has been edited by Dr. J. L. Watson and is to be published by the University of Otago Press under the title 
The Dance of Life.
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Yes, here you found me; here, O dissonant sea,


            
And sky's intent, absolving calm, you spoke


            
And entered, making me your joint possession,


            
Your battleground and home.
          

          

Waitaki Revisited (1939-47)
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Chapter One


          
Dunedin

          

            
1

            

for a few years before the first war, my grandparents used to take Dr Truby King's house at Karitane each summer. White and small but of two storeys, the house held only a few of our large party of family and friends; the rest slept in tents pitched here and there in the garden.

            
The house stands on a slope, almost hidden by trees from the narrow rock-bound promontory behind, to the east. It looks inland from the apex of a wide flat triangular isthmus whose sides are beaches and whose base is the hilly mainland. To the north lies the tidal estuary of the Waikouaiti River, running out below the promontory; 
on one bank of it the almost-island of the sea beach hangs arc-wise from the bold headland of Matanaka, which closes the view about two miles away; on the other straggles the small fishing and holiday settlement of Karitane. Northwestward, a steep rounded cone rises above the rough hill country, Mt Watkin. At the far end of the southern beach untidy scrubby slopes break to the sea in pale cliffs, and near them tall stacks rear up waist-deep in swells and running waves. To the south lies all Blueskin Bay, big Mt Cargill against the sky beyond it, and then beach on hill-framed beach as far as Otago Harbour and Taiaroa Head. A world of dry summer greens, cloudy blues, dun-green, ochre, white.

            
A little below the house, in front, a tall white flagpole had been planted, with a platform some feet high round its base. There my aunts and their friends used to climb and gaze out, laughing and singing as they dried their long hair in the sun and wind. Against the house grew big geranium bushes; their red-flannel flowers were the first I knew and the warm dry scent of their leaves, sweet and healing, came as if from an open-air 

linen-press. The garden grew poppies too, the hairy woodland buds of shirleys with their surprised wayward look of wild things never properly tamed.

*

            
These were of the earth and light, and I felt close to them, and to the sweet briar roses I came to know a little later, as to no garden flower since. Yet my favourite flower as a child, I used to be told, was a blue daisy with yellow centre which grew on a small bush at Manono, Grandfather's garden. I cannot remember any feeling for it; it does not make one of my chosen Karitane flowers. Lavender too, I think, grew near the house, and bushes of japonica, and airy elegant columbines; these last in particular seem to belong with poppy and geranium to the very beginning of my life. One morning early Grandfather took me to find small wild strawberries in the dew among their leaves and I tasted that sharp fresh sweetness that was the taste of the world itself, never to be forgotten. On the large white under-leaves of the rangiora bushes the girls of the family used to write letters or messages.

            
Outside the garden, beyond the pines and macrocarpas which sheltered the south side of the house, the road coming up from the flat passed an old cottage or two and ended in fields. In one of the cottages lived a big old Maori woman, Mrs Harper. In the whaling days, it was said, she used to carry sailors ashore from their boats; we got our milk from her. The promontory grew hilly, all rough grass, broken yellow clay, wild rocky coves, and points and bluffs beaten and shattered by the sea; a little way off-shore, other broken pinnacles of rock stood up out of the waves. A line of Maori earthworks showed plain in the grass; the promontory had been a pa fortified against attack from landward.

            
On the south beach, walking, gazing over Blueskin Bay towards the Otago heads, we found small rounded shells like shallow bowls with one delicate lip, coral pink or sometimes dark grey, which we called devils' toe-nails; and the more open flatter fan-shells, scalloped, with a wing rather than lip, of a darkish dull purple shade but pale in the grooves. It was often warmer for bathing in the river, but no waves fell there and the tides did not wash its beach so well; seaweed and driftwood might lie longer on its dried roughened sand.

            



* See poem 'Karitane', No. 2 in 'Otago Landscapes', in 
Disputed Ground.




            
I was the first grandchild in the family, and at first the only-child in those holiday parties; my sister Lel

* followed in a little over two years. I know from my mother's sisters and cousins and their friends that everyone played with me, petted me, no doubt spoiled me, but I think I belonged especially to my grandfather, Grandfather (it was a proper name to me, never a mere title), as the first-born of my generation, a man-child, the promise of the family. It is my grandparents and aunts and uncle I remember at Karitane, not my parents, although it may have been my father who carried me up the outside staircase one rainy night to bed, wrapped in a rug, away from the bright fire leaping in the small living-room below, as the raindrops fell cool on my face. It is the young men of the party I remember roasting potatoes in the ashes of an outside fire near the tents beneath the pine-trees, and giving me potatoes to eat, sweet, dry and smoky under their blackened skins; my uncle Harold, and cousin Ben, and the tall red-headed high-spirited Tommy who later married my aunt Kate.

            
Bathing and playing on the beach, romping in hay and riding to picnics with horse and cart, getting up and going to bed, we were surrounded by the gaiety and affection of three active families, young and intelligent and still in those years almost care-free. Grandfather, Mother's father, 
Willi Fels, was just over fifty at my birth, and Grandmother four years younger. Mother was the eldest of her family, then came Emily, Kate and Harold. The eldest of their four first cousins, Mary, Dora, Bendix and Esmond de Beer, was some fifteen months older than Harold; Esmond had already been sent to school near London and I did not know him until years later. The four Todds, neighbours and inseparable friends of the other two families, were of almost the same age: Elespie, Bruce, Roland and Ione. Of all twelve, only Mother had yet married, in 1908, six years before any of the others.

            
My first memories are of a world formed by them, which was made mine as I knew it so closely knit in the small house at Karitane, under my grandparents' care.

            



* Lesley Brasch (1911-39)




            
In Dunedin the three families, four counting my parents, lived close together in London Street, which climbs the hill obliquely in three sharp spurts from Knox Church to the Boys' High School. You could climb two-thirds of the hill in their four gardens, needing to make only three short crossings of the street to get from one to the next. I could spend my life, it seemed, in those houses and gardens, scarcely running the gauntlet of the world outside.

            
Lowest down, on the steep rise from Heriot Row to Royal Terrace, lived the de Beers; Aunt Emily, my great-aunt, was Grandmother's next younger sister, her husband Uncle Isidore a first cousin of my father's mother. Their garden went from London Street up to Royal Terrace, cutting off two gardens at the corner where those streets met and taking in a deep gully of bush and ferns with a stream at the bottom from which they got fresh drinking water. From London Street you entered by a short drive and a path off it leading round to the front of the house. I see that drive, shaded I think by macrocarpas where the path left it, as the setting for the opening scene of 
King Lear, but I do not know why.

            
Directly across London Street from the drive opened the small wooden lower gate of Manono, Grandfather's garden, which higher up on the next terrace of the hill took in the corner of London Street and Victoria Street (now Haddon Place). On the upper corner of those two streets stood the Todds' house. It had been built in the early eighteen-seventies by my great-grandparents Bendix and Mary Hallenstein when they moved from Queenstown to Dunedin; there Grandmother and her sisters lived until they married. Kate remembered that she and Harold and the de Beer children, and probably Emily and Mother too, used to dine every Sunday with their grandparents. 
Bendix Hallenstein, a genial man whom everyone liked, was very sweetnatured still. He would put a little cream in his glass of red wine, and laugh. While he was alive, my grandparents, Aunt Emily and Uncle Isidore and Mary de Beer with them, used to go to synagogue on feast days; after his death in 1905, all ceased going. His house remained empty then for two or three years, for Great-grandmother went to live with my grandparents, until the Todds bought it. From their upper gate in London Street 

you could dart in no time up and across the rather stony road to my parents' garden.

            
This from below looked like a high steep wood inside a small hawthorn hedge; the white house could just be seen above, through the trees. They grew thickly on the banks above the street, sycomore, broadleaf, cherry, ash, ngaio, elm, rowan, alder, southern-beech, and higher up near the house a huge wellingtonia. A narrow drive wound steeply up through them to the level ground of another terrace on which the house stood, between a lawn to the north enclosed by holly and hawthorn hedges, and a roughly triangular rose-garden to the south. Over the garden trees, which were growing steadily and cutting off the view, the house looked down to the harbour in front and across it to Otago Peninsula, and to the right over South Dunedin and out to sea.

            
Our house, Bankton, had belonged to the first minister of the Otago settlement of 1848, Thomas Burns, a nephew of Robert Burns; he lived there after retiring from his ministry in 1877, but I do not know whether he built it. Later it belonged to Sir Robert Stout before he moved permanently to Wellington and became Chief Justice; later still, to cousins of ours from whom my parents bought it. It was a plain two-storied house of some dignity, brick faced with stone under a grey slate roof.

            
This was my parents' third house. I was born higher up the hill, in a house in Tweed Street, Littlebourne, which belonged years afterwards to our friends the Skinners and was called Rustat. My earliest memory, if it is properly memory, is of crawling on one of the wide shady balconies of that house, and gazing up at the adults, my mother and a friend, who were standing watching me. They wore light-coloured dresses with long skirts; I think it was summer; from there 
too you looked out over houses and gardens to the harbour and the peninsula. My parents moved to Bankton before my sister was born.
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When I was about two-and-a-half, a young Miss Darling came to take charge of me in the afternoons. She was one of a small group of girls who once a week read advanced literature with 

Miss Ross, the principal of Columba College, a Presbyterian girls' school; she was doing kindergarten work (in which she made a great name for herself later), and partly on that account Miss Ross recommended her highly. Wearing a blue poplin suit I met her at the foot of the staircase, put out my hand and said 'Good arternoon, Miss Darling'. She was fair-haired, wide-blue-eyed and ardent, and she fell in love with Mother and with me at once and for good. She continued to think Mother one of the most lovable women she had ever met and me without exception the loveliest child. I think I owe to her something of whatever ardour I am capable of feeling, and my admiration of ardour in other people, in the young and in those whom ardour keeps young.

            
In her winter holidays in 1914 she took me to Middlemarch, because its high dry air was expected to benefit my weak chest. We stayed with two quiet kindly Miss Dawsons and walked morning and afternoon in the clear cold sunlight. One of our walks took us across the Taieri river, where the fields ended and hilly tussock grazing began, towards a rounded hillock of cropped green, strange sight in that unfettered landscape; in England it might have been a very large prehistoric burial mound. I used to think of it afterwards, from Dunedin, as the 'green hill far away, without a city wall', when I came to know the hymn, but it can have had no such association for me at the time. The picturesque phrase was what struck me, however, and I did not place the Crucifixion there as I was to place other historical or imaginative events in other familiar scenes. Each morning, hard frost scrolled the windows with white arabesques of waving plumed foliage, fantastic flowers and stars; ice formed on the water in our large bedroom jug. I used to whisper to the dog next door 'Taieri be quiet, you'll wake Miss Darling.' The hard stone road outside ran straight towards the wall of the Rock and Pillar range, near above. Eastward, far beyond the Taieri, pale broken hills scarred with black rock rose steadily to the horizon, and somewhere mysteriously on the far side of them, Miss Darling told me, Dunedin lay, so near in thought, so far to reach; road and railway took long miles and hours winding there. It was my first remembered lesson in the strangeness of space and distance.

            


            
Middlemarch was doing me so much good that shortly before Miss Darling was due to take me home, at the end of her holiday, Mother wrote to say that her friend Agnes Hill-Jack would be coming to look after me there for an extra fortnight. Miss Darling was worried by this. Something kept telling her that she had to take me home. She was so worried that at last she walked to the railway station, some way off, to ring up Bankton; my father, who answered, thought it very peculiar when she said she 
must take me home with her, but she was so urgent that he agreed. The two or three remaining days were a misery to her. She thought that my father would change his mind, and send Miss Hill-Jack the day before we were to leave, but to her great relief this did not happen. He met us at Dunedin station, delighted at my appearance but not at all pleased with Miss Darling. She went home and at once rang up Mother, who was also delighted to see me looking so well and asked her to come not the next day but the following one, for lunch. When Miss Darling returned from kindergarten next day, she found a message to ring my father as soon as possible. He told her that Mother had died suddenly during the night. It was then that Miss Darling knew why she had had to bring me home: if she had not, Mother and I would not have seen each other again.

            
Mother was expecting a third child. During the night Lel cried, Mother reached out to pull Lel's cot towards her bed, and in doing so brought on a haemorrhage. There are two versions of what followed. One is that my father telephoned the doctor, who failed to come until too late. The other is that the telephone was out of order, so that my father had to walk all the way to Maori Hill in the dark cold of that midwinter night to find doctor or nurse, our staunch downright Scottish cook Jessie staying with Mother while he was away. She died within a few hours. She was not yet thirty-two. The Felses and de Beers, all except Harold and Ben, were in Europe. War broke out six weeks later.

            
I remember very little of my mother. I cannot hear her voice, but I can hear my father's calling her one evening to dinner as I lay in bed not yet asleep, and the sheer happiness in it that seemed to belong to them both as he called the German syllables of her name so clearly, 'He-
le-ne!', raising his voice and stressing 

the second syllable and dropping his voice again on the third. They loved each other almost as soon as they first met, and he adored her.

            
Mother was small but active and strong, with long black hair thick and waving and parted in the middle, deep blue very bright eyes and dark lashes, pale skin without colour. She was much loved and admired and thought very beautiful; everywhere people used to notice her, my aunts have told me; before she was eighteen the handsome Sikh police in the streets of Hong Kong would turn to stare as she passed. She was also unusually tender as well as happy, even among her affectionate warm-hearted family; she felt deeply and her face was always thoughtful. She lavished her tenderness on her children, I have been told, but all memory of it has gone from me. She played good hockey and was captain of her team, played tennis and golf, walked and rode. When she reached Doubtful Sound with her parents and her sister Emily, old Mr Murrell of Manapouri, who led the party over the rough new track from the lake, gave her name to the big waterfall near the hut, which she was the first woman to see — she was then eighteen. On the maps, the name has been anglicized to 'Helena'.

            
Two sets of photographs of 1913 and 1914 of Mother, Lel and me show Mother usually grave, almost troubled, even when half smiling. In one set she is standing on the gravel between house and lawn, the holly hedge and garden roller behind in the shade of the wellingtonia. We pose in front of her, Lel small and plump in a white dress showing frilly petticoats, I dressed for a party in black and white pirate costume, black skull-cap, gold ear-ring, skull and cross-bones printed or embroidered on my chest, wide sash. Mother wears a simple dark dress falling to the ground with a row of large flat buttons of the same material down the middle and a narrow black belt at the waist; her sleeves come just below the elbow; two white wings of collar lying broad on the shoulders meet at her throat under a large brooch of enamel and silver. She stands upright, arms hanging at her side, looking down a little at nothing or half smiling at the photographer, detached. So still, so grave with inward serenity, she looks a Greek statue returned to life.

            
Her death was the first blow to shatter the family. It also, I 

see looking back, ended my childhood proper, shortly before my fifth birthday. I remember walking with my father and Lel into the side garden, and on the winding paths among the rose-beds. It must have been very soon after she died, when the business of death was clearly over, yet before we tried to begin normal life again. I do not recall that any of us spoke or showed emotion, but my father's silence was heavy as he steered us along the paths, between the low box borders.
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a fragment of very early puzzling over the nature of things has always remained with me. I was lying in bed at night wondering how everything began, trying to go back and back to the origin of existence. Earth, the sun, the stars, the universe itself, God who made it. Was He outside the universe? Then it was not everything, not universal. And if it was not, what existed outside it? Only God? Where and how then did He exist? And did He create Himself? How could He do so? But if that was impossible, either He had always existed, or someone else, something else, had created Him. At that 
always, or that 
other, my mind grew dizzy and was baffled, it drew back, to venture out on the same inquiry another day. I do not think I ever got farther than those vast shadows, or was able to penetrate that beginninglessness. And if existence had no beginning, if it always was and is, how should it come to an end? Must it not continue for ever?

            
My mother's life on earth had come to an end, she had disappeared, and for ever, as I understood. Was there a time, earlier, when she had not been? Or a time when I had not been? I could not remember or imagine such times. I had a strong sense that everything I knew, and everything that existed now, had always existed, and because it existed must exist always in the future. My mother's death did not necessarily contradict this. It made existence more complex, however, added a dimension to it, and suggested that one should not judge too readily by appearances. That sense of the beginninglessness of things, of their permanence whether they are present or not, and although I cannot tell how they persist, remains with me still.

            
I do not know whether I dreamed much as a child. Dreams of 

houses catching fire and burning frightened me again and again, and I can recall snatches of other dreams, but only one is still with me, because I described it at least once when I was growing up. This was a recurrent dream about a Lady Engine.

* I was walking up Royal Terrace with Miss Darling. As we turned the corner into Cobden Street, the Lady Engine steamed slowly from among the houses and gardens on the shady side of the street, passed across it, and disappeared behind the hawthorn hedge that enclosed the garden of the Tower House - the old wooden house with the tower room on top, part of St Hilda's School. We stood quite near, waiting to cross the line. The Lady Engine seemed to turn, as she slowly passed, and looked down at me — to her, clearly, I was alone. It was a kindly look; not because of any smile or movement of the lips, or any tenderness in the eyes, but because she, the Lady Engine, knew I was there and gazed calmly down at me as she passed. Waiting before she came, I had been frightened, my heart beat unnaturally, my head grew tight; but now I had no fear. I stood and watched her, not moving, simply there.

            
I cannot tell what she was like. Being an engine she was of course dark — blue-black and shiny, and being a lady she must have had eyes and a mouth and hair, but I do not remember them. The loud hissing steam and the muscular pistons that I feared before she came into sight did not frighten me once she was actually there. I did not notice them. So she turned to me — with no movement of the neck and shoulders or inclining of the body — and slowly passed, looking, and was straight again as she disappeared. Her grave expressionless look as she passed by said plainly that she would return, and that I would be there again waiting for her, in fear before and after but impassive in her presence. Not, of course, that this had been her first coming. There was no first. I had always known her.

          

          

            
4

            

from the time my mother died until I left school the real centre of my life was Manono, Grandfather's house. So long as he lived it remained the foundation of my life.

            



* See poem 'Lady Engine' in 
Not Far Off




            
In my childhood the family — the world almost — seemed to begin with Grandfather; before him there were only the shadowy figures of my great-grandparents Bendix and Mary Hallenstein, whom our elders again and again mentioned in passing but did not need to talk about. Lel and I continued to live at home, but we must have spent part of nearly every day at Manono and we went often to stay with our grandparents or with the de Beers. Warmth of affection, gaiety and activity, charm, interest, all abounded in their houses. Bankton by contrast was shadowed by our loss. My father, I think, tried his best to be both mother and father to us; a task beyond any man probably, and to him both temperamentally and as a rising lawyer professionally and socially ambitious, beyond his power to keep up for very long; that he kept it up until about the time he sent me to boarding school, more than eight years later, seems remarkable enough.

            
We stayed with the de Beers not long after Mother's death, at a time when our heads had to be shaved because of some scalp trouble; to make us presentable we wore large white close-fitting cotton caps. One broken half of an aluminium comb that I Was given then and continued to use for the best part of half a century served to remind me of the occasion. From then on, if not from earlier still, Mary and Dora de Beer were as close to me almost as my two aunts, and their mother seemed another grandmother. We were as much at home in their house as at Manono. From quite early I recall the rich full-bodied smell of Uncle Isidore's cigars and how it lingered in the heavy smoke-blue velvet or brocade curtains, the red morocco slippers and silk dressing-gown he wore when smoking and talking to us after breakfast, and the fur monkey he would put on like a glove and make wag its head and grimace; his low slow thickish voice seemed another form of the smoke of his Havanas. A stout slow-moving good-humoured indolent hospitable great-uncle, he indulged his taste for good food and cigars and loved company whether of adults or children.

            
At Manono the years seem to run together, so that I can distinguish only a few landmarks until much later. There was constant coming and going of relatives, friends and visitors in the comfortable large house, where everyone gathered in the sitting-room and in summer on the two verandas. Both my aunts 

married and left Dunedin, Kate the younger first. While her family were in London she and Tommy Thompson, by now a doctor, were married at St George's, Hanover Square, by the Rev. H. Parata of a Maori family from Dunedin. It was soon after Mother's death, July 1914; for their honeymoon they went to Hanover to see Grandfather's mother, and got back to London before the war broke out. Tommy was soon in the army, and Kate followed her family back to Dunedin. Emily was married in Sydney eighteen months after her to Arthur Forsyth, an Australian engineer who had been working in Dunedin; they settled in Sydney.

            
I remember Uncle Harold returning home for his final leave and going off to the war; he and Bruce Todd joined the New Zealand forces, while Bendix de Beer and Roland Todd chose to go to England and join the British army in order to remain privates; they had had so much artillery training in the territorials that in the New Zealand army they would have had to become officers, like Bruce. Bendix and Harold were killed in France, Bendix in July 1917 and Harold in October of the same year. The shadow of their deaths must have fallen on me too at the time, but has left no trace I can find. Nearly every young man whom Mary and Dora used to dance with in Dunedin was killed too.

            
Before peace returned Grandmother died, of cancer, during the influenza epidemic at the end of 1918. Never strong, she was ailing for what must have been a long time before her last illness. I used to stand beside her as she lay back in a deck chair on the front veranda, looking down the green lawns and through the trees, and stroking her forehead to relieve the neuralgia she suffered from. A parasol would be propped up to shade her eyes, of unbleached natural colour on top and cool moss-green underneath; on her hat of fine straw was a tussore silk veil of the same cool green. She wore, in summer, light soft dresses in keeping with her gentleness and sweet nature, light hats with a black ribbon, and I think almost no ornament except a brooch. Even at the end of her life, in her middle fifties, no grey touched her soft light-brown hair; none of us inherited her fine hazel eyes.

            
My father used to tell me later, in what I thought a brutal manner, that Grandmother need not have died, but starved 
her-

self because of some fad or other. Her very small appetite was the extent of her starvation, and the 'fad' described her interest in Indian philosophies and religions. She and Aunt Emily, her sister, who did everything together, had become interested in comparative religion. Their father, 
Bendix Hallenstein, who kept up a few Jewish observances all his life, had his four daughters given the usual instruction of Jewish girls. Yet their mother was born and remained an Anglican. The girls grew up familiar with the two creeds and observances; and following their own bent and some of the intellectual interests of the time, Grandmother and Aunt Emily came to things Japanese, Chinese, Indian, to Max Müller and 
Madame Blavatsky and Mrs Besant. With a few Dunedin friends, they taught themselves Sanskrit in order to read the Upanishads and other sacred writings.

            
Grandmother's interest became centred in theosophy; she used to have strange visiting theosophists to stay, to Grandfather's scorn, and Kate thought some of them probably took her in. Theosophical teaching induced her not to eat meat and other foods, which may possibly have affected her health. I was devoted to Grandmother, drawn by her love and by what I felt to be her goodness and unworldliness, and perhaps feeling her sympathy for my dawning interests; there were books everywhere, all over the house, for she was not methodical like Grandfather. She loved poetry and the arts, read Tennyson and Browning, Yeats, Lionel Johnson, 
IE, James Stephens, 
Tagore, whose books she bought. There were regular Dante evenings at Manono and evenings for Browning and Whitman.

            
Grandmother was strongly drawn to St Francis, and visiting Assisi once happened to meet the author of a well-known life of the saint, Paul Sabatier, with whom later she had some correspondence. She and Grandfather and my aunts came to know well the setting, the history, the legend, the works of art; a print of Giotto's St Francis preaching to the birds hung in her bedroom, and I grew up seeing the pictures and hearing and reading the stories. Grandmother read and re-read the 
Imitation of Christ, the 
Spiritual Exercises of St Teresa, Molinos's 
Spiritual Guide, William Law's translation of Boehme, St Peter Alcantara's 
Pax Animae, and other such books. Most of her copies were published by or came from the shop of John M. Watkins in Cecil Court, 

Charing Cross Road, who specialized in religious, mystical and oriental literature. He had belonged to a London circle which Yeats frequented for a time; I remember him in bent old age as a small, gentle, kindly man peering through thick glasses; he spoke to me warmly of Aunt Emily and Grandmother, whom he had known, then, for thirty years or more.

            
I fancy Grandmother was more reflective and less inquiring intellectually than Aunt Emily, whose interests leaned towards history; but they shared interests and books and talked of their reading. Both belonged to the Theosophical Society in Dunedin. Grandmother took me or sent me to its Sunday school in Dowling Street for a time. My father must have protested but submitted, thinking it could not do much harm. This was the only formal religious instruction I had as a child and it left no impression on me that I can discern, so he may have been right. The teacher was a Miss Porteous; when I think of her I see curling silver hair, pearls, gauzy veils and dresses, large teeth in a wide mouth, large soulful eyes with lashes widely spaced, and enter again a general mist of sentiment and intensity woven round esoteric doctrines of a colourful, implausible, flimsy, flummery sort, Orders and Aeons and Incarnations; but this impression clearly comes from much later.

            
I think it was at Easter 1918 that Lel and I stayed with Grandmother at Karitane, not at the Truby Kings' but in the Joachims' cottage beside the river beach. Among the garden flowers at evening I looked for fairies and half believed I saw one. Having heard people speak of them and reading about them in books I was eager to find some and prove what already I felt certain of, that they might exist; Grandmother's attitude I am sure was not disbelieving.

            
It was my Aunt Kate whom I first remember reading the Bible to me, by lamplight, when I had gone to bed in Uncle Harold's small room at Manono. She was reading the twenty-third psalm, her voice warm with the poetry of it, its pellucid devotion made to glow for me by her charm and fresh gaiety and affection. What it said was both mysterious and reassuring; God was present in the world and yet no less God the creator of the world. The little of the Bible that I knew, and my very hazy notions of religion, which no one told me about while I was 

always hearing it spoken of in passing, were for years after associated with my passionate devotion to my aunts and their love for me, and with my first images of Biblical figures, formed at Manono from coloured photographs of Michelangelo's prophets in the Sistine Chapel, the angels of Melozzo da Forli and Fra Angelico, and a Madonna and Child with Angels of Botticelli, perhaps mixed up with that of the great Buddha of Kamakura which Grandmother had brought back from Japan in 1900.

            
It can have been only very gradually that I began to distinguish the assurance which my loving and lovely aunts provided from that given by the twenty-third psalm and other passages of the Bible and a general, quite unformulated sense of the power of God at work in the order of things, although not of his presence. What I knew of Christianity came from the scraps I picked up, and of Judaism I knew nothing at all; no one in our family circle went either to church or to synagogue. I doubt if I knew the difference between the Old and New Testaments until I started to read them as formal subjects at school; then I learned quickly and soon topped my class; but they were taught in a dully mechanical way without insight or feeling. My father had composed a plain short prayer for us to say every night when we had got into bed, and somebody had always to hear us repeat it. Its tone and sentiments were moral rather than religious, although I did not see this until long afterwards; its God was a bare abstract righteousness who bore no resemblance whatever to the good shepherd of the twenty-third psalm.
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grandfather never owned a car, although Manono had a garage and my aunts became capable drivers, as did Dora de Beer, whose parents kept both a car and a chauffeur. Cars were an aid to walking, not a substitute for it. Grandfather walked to his office and back twice every day, with such regularity that it was said old ladies in Scotland Street and Filleul Street set their watches by him. When we reached a place by car, then we would walk. But for years driving was one of my dearest indulgences. I loved to sit in the back seat of an open car, secure between loving elders, and feel the wind blowing free on my face; lulled 

by the air and motion I would go happily off to sleep, usually on the way home.

            
We drove to Woodside Glen on the Taieri Plain where a stream fell down from Maungatua among huge mossed rocks beneath the beeches; to Whare Flat, a narrow valley on the far side of Flagstaff, the hill behind Dunedin, where a quieter stream rambled over the stones and changed to clear glass beside a bluff in the shelter of the warm bushed ridges, and in spring the old kowhai trees were hung with heavy dark-gold flowers. During school holidays, a family party sometimes rented the school house there, in order to explore the country round, from Chalky and Swampy up to Mt Allan and the Silver Peaks.

            
But I think I always preferred the sea to the hills, whether at the northern beaches or those of Otago Peninsula. From an early excursion I remember our stopping as we drove round the sharp bends of the rocky upper Peninsula road, behind Peggy's Hill, to pick everlasting daisies. Grandmother probably first told me their name, so that they came to seem her flowers, as if their leaves and petals went naturally with the ivory and dry cool green of her tussore silk veils and parasols. They grew profusely on the banks there, crawled over stones, hung down in a rough curtain half concealing bare clay scars. Their dry silver-white petals enclosed an eye of clear honey or pale lime green like a cat's, the dark green leaves, silver beneath, grew from much-jointed stems softly furred with silver, and in shrivelling turned pale brown. I pressed everlastings in books, as Grandmother and my aunts did, picked them for vases, decorated straw hats with them. Later I thought of them as my chosen flower of all the natives, as exquisite as they were common and unpretending; 'the honey eyes of the everlastings' was a phrase I stored up for years, waiting for the right poem to put it in.

            
Our special beaches on the Peninsula were Little Papanui near Cape Saunders lighthouse, and Pipikariti,

* some miles further towards the Otago Heads. Nearly always we had them to ourselves; it was unusual to meet other people, and we came to think of them as our own ground. At Pipikariti and other beaches Grandfather searched the sands methodically, drawing his walking stick behind him to mark where he had gone, for 



* This is the spelling Braseh always used; see poem 'Pipikariti' in 
The Land and the People



what we children called Maori curios — adzes, fish-hooks of bone and shell, flint knives, drills, stone sinkers, greenstone and whale's tooth pendants. The winds were constantly at work on those beaches shifting the sands about, so that buried objects were always being uncovered, and finds continued to be made for many years. I sometimes followed Grandfather's example, and trod the surface of the sand poking among the fragments of shell, fish and animal and bird bone, obsidian, the stones and wood, that marked sites once occupied. But unless I made a lucky find I was soon ready to give up; I did not learn Grandfather's method. When I was, once, unusually lucky, and came on a good greenstone pendant, Grandfather appropriated it for his collection or for the Museum; sensibly, no doubt, since it was too fine a piece to be left in my capricious possession.

            
The rough poor land above broke down to Pipikariti beach in irregular low winding cliffs, about the reddish faces of which grew straggling ngaio trees and kowhais and occasional elder bushes; thick growths of muehlenbeckia creeper here and there formed small cave shelters against the rock; below, grassy or swampy flats lay between the cliffs and the sandhills, overgrown in places with nearly impenetrable thickets of gorse or lupin. On the slopes above stood a dilapidated Maori cottage where we might see a few children, sometimes with a cow or a rather sorry horse; but if the children ever came near I do not remember that we played with them or even exchanged words. Ours was usually a sizable party, so that we had ample company; later anyway it often included other children, Eunoe, or John and Biddy Laing, between whose family and ours there had been a long friendship, and perhaps school friends as well. We boiled the billy and lunched near the cliffs, where there was wood and may have been water — to some beaches we had to take water with us. In hot weather we bathed. Some of the party explored the edges of the beach and the cliffs; at Little Papanui if not at Pipikariti penguins and seals were sometimes to be found; at the sea's edge and along the tide-marks we gathered shells and seaweed to wonder at and take home at the end of the day. Sun and sand and a salty tang of breeze to burn our faces, the scents of manuka and lupin and wood fires in the open air, tea delicately smoked from black crusted billies — these made part of family life.

            


            
I grew to know most of the country about Dunedin, in all its variousness. It impressed itself on me so strongly that it seemed to accompany me always, becoming an interior landscape of my mind or imagination, unchanging, archetypal, the setting of what I read about as well as of all the life of the present. The shapes, textures, scents, sounds of all its landscapes grew into me and grew with me.

            
Near the horse-trough on Flagstaff where the road dips down to Whare Flat, one of our favourite spots for boiling the billy, I used to look inland across tussock declivities and bush valleys and smoke-blue ridges that led eye and imagination on into airy distances not at all diminished because they contained real places named and mapped; in their infinite possibility dream and reality became one. Or I looked south from the hills on blue days along the coast to Brighton and Taieri Mouth and to that long arm lying far out to sea at the end of which lay The Nuggets, sea and shore and islands floating together in the light haze of the air, in the sound of waves that I imagined but could not catch. Later, I knew that sea as the great southern ocean rolling for monotonous hundreds of miles round the bottom of the world, and frozen at last in the floes and bergs of the Antarctic and the deathly whiteness of the last silent lifeless continent. A grey cold sea for much of the year, it beat blindly all along the stubborn coast, shaking, undermining, wearing away, attacking the very roots of the land; on still nights after storm I could hear it, low and far off, muttering as it flung in desperation up the empty beaches. In the sea you feel and hear and watch the earth's pulse; winds come out of space, etherial breath, but ocean tides are the very breathing of earth itself.

*
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one summer at
 Karitane when I was three or four I alarmed the family by growing breathless with asthma. That, with bronchitis, was to plague me for the whole of my childhood. I can seldom have been free from attack or the threat of it, for I was always being watched and protected and fretted over. My father must have nursed me through my attacks more than anyone else. It 



* See 'The Estate', xiv, 'Waking by night as often I lie in stillness', in 
The Estate.



is he whom I remember dressing me warmly, dosing me, and administering treatment. Much of this took place at night, when I woke struggling for breath. My father, and other people too, must for years have sat up with me often on nights when I could not breathe properly. Both by night and day I was made to inhale friar's balsam, sitting in a tent of fine linen or silk, usually erected on my bed, and breathing in a sweetish, aromatic, not unpleasant steam, produced I forget how. Asthma has been thought to be psychological in origin, which if true points to the inextricability of mental and physical. I do not know what could have caused it in my case, since it started before Mother died, unless jealousy of my sister. That struggle for breath seems now symptomatic; living was never afterwards to come to me easily.

            
The way in which I was dressed to protect me against colds and chills caused me further discomfort, and even misery. Over a heavy singlet or combinations buttoned up to the neck, and a warm flannel shirt, I was made to wear one or even two jerseys with a jacket on top of them, and overcoat and scarf when going out in cold weather, and was continually having to put more on or take something off as the weather changed day by day or during the day. For the same reason my father was very particular about the number of blankets on our beds at night, and habitually came to us before he went to bed and sometimes got up later, to make sure we were neither cold nor too hot. I am quite sure I was too heavily dressed as a child, and that more air round my body would have been better for me than those burdensome clothes and the supposed protection they gave. When I went to boarding school at the age of thirteen I discarded them and wore the school's regulation open-necked flannel shirt with no singlet in summer, and slept in an open-air dormitory. True, my asthma had by then cleared up, but it did not recur after the change; I have been remarkably free of illnesses ever since and I prefer to wear few and light clothes. As a young child I had been round-faced and plump. Asthma left me thin, with a poor chest and skinny arms; only my legs were strong.

            
The nursery became my bedroom in sickness, the front room upstairs on the north side of the house, opening on to the balcony. My bed was placed beside the one large window, below 

which the corrugated iron roof of the front veranda sloped down, painted green or grey. One of my pastimes on long days in bed was to form the blankets into mountains and valleys with their fields and slopes, and into islands with harbours. On these I deployed sets of precious marbles, making them perform evolutions the point of which I have forgotten. I was deeply attached to my marbles and attributed special qualities and virtues to each, without putting any of this into words. A few handsome large glass marbles with coloured threads running through them I saw as higher powers, not for common use; I admired them but felt them to be too important to mix indiscriminately with the others. Those others were of dark brown stone with coloured flecks; they were small and insignificant, yet I felt more intimate with them, I knew each one individually, I weighed them in my hand, felt them against my cheek, pored over every detail of their texture. My chosen one of all, flecked with rare red markings, seemed to me incomparably rich and lovely; I think I had no greater treasure then.

            
At the same time I loved drawing maps of islands with fantastic capes and inlets, and ports on deeply indented harbours; from the capital city, a point in a square, I made elaborate railways run to lesser cities, each a point in a circle, skirting mountain ranges shown by a herringbone design, and crossing great rivers. Steamer routes connected island with island. From maps I went on to draw plans of cities, which were suggested by the plans in geography books and atlases, and also by the romances I was reading, by Henry Seton Merriman, Anthony Hope, Marion Crawford and others. To the cities and their streets, avenues and squares I gave high-sounding names, usually German or Italian, drawn from or based on those in the same romances. These indoor inventions were matched by the harbours and fortifications I made assiduously for my roughly carved wooden boats on the river banks and lake shores wherever we stayed or picnicked. My pleasure in these games lasted, I think, for a few years. But it was more than pleasure; the inventions answered some strong impulse and craving, which drove me to seek imaginative satisfaction in one activity after another until I grew up.

            
One that absorbed me still more deeply for a long time was 

building grass railways. The best place I ever found for this was a steep dry bank of bare clay at Palmerston, where we spent the school holidays one May or September. On top of the bank grew tall strong cocksfoot grass, its long stalks brown and dry; the season must have been a dry one. I broke off a stalk, making a clean break, and stuck one end carefully into the clay bank. The other end I fitted into another thicker stalk, which I made sure not to split; the two had to fit exactly. I then cautiously bent these two attached stalks along the face of the bank, a few inches out, and anchored them by sticking the farther end into the clay. So I had the first loop of an aerial railway. Beginning thus, I Was able to construct an intricate network of lines running both up and down and along, with two or more loops starting from one point in the clay, and covering a bank perhaps twenty feet long by four or five feet high. Each stalk before use had to be stripped of its grass leaf, right down to the knot; I was always particular not to leave untidy strands; and I preferred to break the stalk at the knot, if it could then be used, because it broke so cleanly there. I can still recall the deep content and satisfaction of this game. I think it gave me aesthetic, imaginative pleasure of a sort I found in no other game then or indeed at any other time. I was making something visible and tangible in the real world, yet something as light, graceful and fragile as the tracery of a bird's flight, fantail or swallow, or the motions of fish in a stream. Only the arrangements of words, audible tangible words set side by side to strike out new unsuspected meanings that came from who knows where, was to give me, later, any comparable satisfaction.
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during the war two or three housekeepers in succession came to run the house for my father and look after Lel and me. One in particular was devoted to us, and hoped to steer us gently towards the Roman Catholicism to which she herself had been converted; a kindly, sentimental, rather gushing, genuinely good woman whom we called B (her name was Maud Blandford) and loved in return. That we were not Catholics or even Christian did not lessen us in her eyes and I do not remember that she 

spoke of it; but she spoke about God the Father and the Blessed Virgin and the loving Jesus, and taught us to call on St Anthony of Padua to help us find any thimble or shoe or pencil We might have lost. My father disliked her Catholicism, but respected her as a woman. After she left us, he helped her manage her affairs for the rest of her long life; it was one of his usual kindnesses to people in need of help.

            
Another housekeeper declared herself a martinet from the moment she walked into the house, ordering us to wash our hands before we pulled the window curtains when it grew dark, in case we dirtied them; an unheard of, insulting piece of nonsense. I think she was good to us, but she was strict, and we disliked her heartily. She left us to marry a rather down-trodden retired sergeant-major whom she bullied happily until he deserted his post by dying.

            
During the regimen of these good women and perhaps in various interregnums, we used to hear or overhear occasional talk about our father's state and what he ought to do about it. As a widower with young children it was clear that his duty was to marry again for his children's sake. Moreover he was still handsome, and quite young enough. There was also no lack of eligible ladies; some of whom, more guardedly maybe, were then passed in review. For his sisters-in-law Emily and Kate he was unluckily too late; but I think his pretty, charming little first cousin Brightie Hart was canvassed, and he was probably known to be fond of her.

            
Lel and I discussed these conversations in private afterwards. We were deeply shocked by them; or rather, outraged at the suggestion that our father should marry again and bring someone strange into the house, our house; partly I suppose because we had learned to idolize our mother, if not from memory of her then from the way in which everyone spoke of her. We were united in opposition to any possible step-mother, even to the only one, Cousin Brightie, who might have been thought suitable. I fancy we were a little anxious about Cousin Brightie, knowing our father's fondness for her and thinking her nice ourselves, only not as a mother — she was round-eyed, slightly doll-like, conventional, wore rings and necklaces and pearl earrings and dressed well; I see her colour as powder-blue. I have 

some recollection that we even vowed to dig our toes in against any marriage and to make it warm for the step-mother. Whatever our father may have had in mind, he did not tell us or the gossips we overheard; nor did we say anything to him. As for Cousin Brightie, he was soon forestalled. When the last housekeeper came in 1918, a stranger to Dunedin - she remained with us, a lifelong friend, until we left home and my father sold Bankton — the talk must have died down. He did not re-marry.

            
Bankton was a pleasant house, its high rooms well lit by large windows. But after Mother's death my father shut up the drawing-room for some ten years, so that it was only half a house. The small sitting-room behind the drawing-room, which had been his smoking-room and study earlier, was darkened by the balcony above and by its yellowish-brown wall-paper and drab brown furniture. The pictures there I thought neither beautiful nor interesting; an etching of San Gimignano made the famous towers look like factory chimneys; a heavy oil of the Routeburn under snow repelled me by its cold emptiness.

            
Nearly everything in our house seemed ordinary to my eyes; we had not even a large number of books. By contrast, I found the pictures and the furniture at Manono and the de Beers' house either beautiful or interesting if not both, and they had a wealth of books. Yet I was fond of Bankton, of the garden and the view — that wide view north especially, which took in Signal Hill and much of the southern shoulder as well as the summit of Mt Cargill. Something magnificent and irreplaceable vanished from it when my father had the giant wellingtonia cut down; it had been visible from miles away, and seemed to us in childhood a kind of guardian, whose going left us naked and undefended. But we soon got used to its not being there; and more light came into all that part of the garden, and into the drawing-room.

            
My father was a keen gardener, who cared for his flowers and vegetables. At one time he used to collect the chamber pots each morning and pour their contents over the flower-beds; this caused a certain muttering in the house, but if he was aware of it he was undeterred. A gardener came once or twice a week, Cartwright (I never thought of him as having more than that one name), a rather gruff moody man whose thick black 
stragg-

ling moustache dripped from his tea cup unless he sucked it. He was apt to complain of us if he thought we had done damage to beds or plants, and my father used to snort complaints of him and his roughness or forgetfulness; he had done most of the garden work himself earlier, but left more and more of it to Cartwright as time went on. A few favourite plants he looked after with loving care. In the warmest corner of the vegetable garden, through the holly hedge, in the glass-house heated only by the sun, grew a very old Marechal Niel rose-tree whose thick knotted trunk wound back and forth all the length of the glasshouse; a few 
of its rich pale yellow-silken roses with their exquisite scent were my father's chosen gift when he visited friends who would appreciate them. Second to these were the daphne 
(daphne mezereum) and the scented boronia with its deep brown and yellow bell-cups which he grew under the balcony on the warm side of the house.

            
Down the garden banks, among high rhododendron bushes, azalea, laburnum, barberry, brooms, cassinias, native flax, and any number of small shrubs — my father was always adding to them — we played and sat, chased and quarrelled; Lel became a fearless tree-climber, putting me to shame, because I was always afraid of heights. On the lawn, which was too small for tennis, we shot with bows and arrows; bows of cherry, arrows of bamboo or of hine-hine (we pronounced it henny-henny), the whiteywood that grew in the Belt just outside the back gate, through the thin hawthorn hedge along the lawn.
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when my asthma had passed its worst stage and I was growing out of it, I started going to Amberley for holidays, 
to stay with my Aunt Kate and Uncle Tom. Amberley was a long way from home and I fancy my father was reluctant to let me go; he must have reflected that even the closest relatives did not have his experience of looking after me in an attack. But the climate was dry and sunny, he was very fond of Kate, and Tommy was a doctor. So when Mary de Beer and Elespie Todd happened to be going and could look after me on the journey — I was about nine — he must have decided to risk it. Elespie, like Mary, was 

almost as dear to me as an aunt — which she might have become if Uncle Harold had not been killed. I called her Elespie Greengrass in return for her Charley Barley and loved everything about her, forgetmenot blue eyes, sunny temper, the wavelets of happy-running laughter, and that loving heart all the Todds had. It seemed to go with their fearlessly upright independence and the crisp lines of their well-turned Scottish speech, qualities that persisted through the four generations of the family I have known; they were the salt of the earth, by whom I judged other people.

            
Amberley was in every way far from Dunedin. My aunt and uncle lived in a plain wooden bungalow painted dark red; passage down the middle, veranda in front. Their water came from a well in the garden with a wooden tower above supporting a windmill to drive the pump, all, like the garage nearby, painted the same dark red. Across the road the Anglican church and vicarage nested among tall bluegums, poplars, wattles and oaks, part of an island of trees sheltering most of the small township, whose single half-empty main street opened on to the north road, wide, dry, stony, and as dust-laden as every other road thereabouts. That narrow northern tongue of the Canterbury Plain spread down to the sea on one side, some two miles away, and inland a little farther to the first foothills, above which rose the fine rounded mass of Mt Grey, whose buttress ridges and dark folds of bush formed the western horizon. A slow-moving creek in a deep trench wound round two sides of the garden, separating it from orchard beyond; in the garden grew walnut and apricot trees, lemons in a warm corner, and grapes against the sunny north Wall of the house.

            
It was a house that rang with life and laughter. My aunt and uncle were a high-spirited sociable pair, impulsive and wonderfully charming; their red-headed small daughter Eunoe promised to take after them. Uncle Tom — Tommy to my elders — stood some inches over six feet and held his thin body loosely but with a touch of pride; his fresh likeable face seemed to match his nature; he had ruddy rather rough skin, large bony hands and feet, and was fast losing his reddish hair. He wore brown tweed suits and a briar pipe between his teeth. My Aunt Kate was lovelier than anyone else I knew. She had a natural elegance 

that never deserted her, unmistakable; ft showed in her looks perhaps more than in her movements. Her rather long face narrowing towards the chin was beautifully proportioned; under a clear forehead, thick brown hair parted in the middle, her mild grey eyes looked out evenly, set wide apart; the long thin nose that Uncle Tom teased her about was balanced by a longish upper lip and good chin; her mouth was happy, usually smiling. Care hardly touched her, it seemed, then or later

            
She was tall for a woman, the tallest in the family, her neck long and her hands long with finely shaped fingers. She walked stooping a little, carrying one shoulder and then the other slightly forward with the thrust of her feet, a distinctive walk that helped to show how well she wore her clothes. I loved her cool low voice, the sentences sometimes trailing rather vaguely away with a half resigned or a querying, appealing,'I do - know'; into that voice she could put, with a tender smiling tone or a richly laughing or a deep mock-solemn one, her eyes alight, an irresistible because totally unaffected charm. (She was still elegant, still lovely although much lined, she still charmed with a gaiety that had not lost its youthful infectiousness, as a vivacious great-grandmother in her late seventies and eighties.)

            
Hers was a woman's house, very different in that from Bankton, and from Manono after Grandmother's death; I basked in its womanliness. She and Uncle Tom petted, rallied, indulged and spoiled me; I responded almost with adoration. I suppose I had rarely been so happy since Mother died. I was not left to play about the house and garden. My uncle's practice took him to patients far and wide, and he enjoyed taking me on his rounds when he had long distances to go. There was no other doctor nearer than Rangiora, sixteen miles south, and none for much farther north. Sometimes he had to drive sixty miles or more to an isolated sheep station, and back again afterwards; we then lunched or took afternoon tea with his patients; we might even be offered a second lunch, he having warned me laughingly beforehand not to mention the first.

            
Whatever house he called at, my uncle was made welcome; everybody liked him and warmed to him. In his invariable engaging manner, always easy yet courteous, he talked to young and old, men and women, rich and poor, station owner, cocky, 

rouseabout, barman, a friend to each. In talking to Grandfather he called him 'Mr Fels', whereas my father called him 'Sir'; yet Uncle Tom's seemed the more respectful address although his attitude was more cordial and familiar. For me he was wonderful company. He treated me as an equal, neither talking over my head nor talking down, and using the off-hand slang and mild swearing which he forbore in polite company — his Irish 'bally' seemed to me a splendidly daring and emancipating word and I adopted it at once. No grown-up had treated me in that way before, nor did any other afterwards. He wanted (in his terms) to bring me out of myself, and encourage me to be more boyish and more of a sport. On one of my later visits he offered me a complete set of the Temple Shakespeare if I got into the first fifteen at school. Although he was serious, it was no great inducement. I knew well that even if I had wanted to play football I could never get into a fifteen of any kind.
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when i was thirteen, my father took us to Australia during the September holidays. This was a venture which he must have been preparing for some time. To us in prospect it meant chiefly the chance of staying with 
Aunt Emily Forsyth in Sydney. To him it meant revisiting old haunts and seeing the relatives and friends he had known in youth. After his schooling in New Plymouth and Dunedin he had gone to Melbourne University, and always spoke a good deal about that time of his life, so that we knew of, as half legendary characters, many of the people we were to meet. Most of them he cannot have seen since before the war, and it was seven years since the Harts, his closest relatives excepting his brothers, had left Dunedin. Now that Kate and Emily too were gone, Grandmother was dead and Harold killed, Manono must have lost much of its attraction for him. And since Ben was killed, the de Beers' thoughts after the war were turning to England, where it was clear that Esmond would remain. So my father was probably drawn again to former friends, and wished to display his children to them for the first time. Those children had to do him credit, as they grew uneasily aware.

          
We sailed — it was our first sea voyage: we had not then visited the North Island — in the 
Ulimaroa, which ran regularly between Dunedin, Bluff and Melbourne, a cool white ship with yellow funnel. My father took for granted that we would be good sailors, as he was. He led us to the bow of the ship as she passed down Otago harbour. At the heads we met a swell, the ship pitched to meet it, and I was promptly very sick. I forget whether Lel suffered. At Bluff we went ashore, and my father bought oysters, which he always relished; he bought a sugar-sackful, 

at the cost of half-a-crown; we could hardly lug the sack on board. He started on them as soon as we sailed again; we stood on deck and threw the shells overboard. It is the only time I remember his encouraging me to over-eat when I was young. Oysters were new to me, I wasn't sure if I liked them, but he thought it was time I acquired the taste, telling me how good they were, they could do me no harm. Lel I think refused after trying one, and he did not press her; being not quite eleven, she was perhaps hardly mature enough to appreciate such a delicacy. But I — can it have been another test of manliness? — was urged to persevere; rather dubiously I did so, until the ship began to heave, and I was thoroughly sick into Foveaux Strait.

          
Before reaching Melbourne, where were were to stay with the fabulous Uncle Reuben and Aunt Lucy Hallenstein, we were admonished to be on our best behaviour and to do as we were told whatever it might be.

          
In Melbourne we were plunged into a new sort of family life. When we got home again, I worked out how many relations we had in Australia, with my father's aid drawing up elaborate family trees, and including all who lived close together or saw each other frequently and whom we met, down to third cousins. They numbered more than one hundred, some in Sydney, but the large majority in Melbourne. All belonged by descent or marriage to the two great clans of the Michaelises and Hallensteins.

          
The first recorded Hallenstein, an earlier Reuben, had married about 1825 Helene Michaelis (of the second recorded generation 
of her family) in the village of Lügde near Pyrmont, a well-known watering place some forty miles south-west of Hanover. Their three sons migrated in the eighteen-fifties to Australia; Uncle Reuben was the eldest child of the eldest son Isaac, and my grandmother the eldest daughter of the youngest son, Bendix, who had moved on from Australia to New Zealand; through her Lel and I descended from both families.

          
Uncle Reuben had not only one brother and four sisters all married with children, but on his father's side alone twenty-four full first cousins (including both my mother's parents). Aunt Lucy was one of eleven children, nearly all of them married with children; if my count is correct she had more than twenty nephews and nieces on her father's side and four whom I know 

of on her mother's. There had been much intermarriage between the families, whose relationships were formidably complicated.

          
Grandmother and Aunt Emily de Beer had rather drifted away in outlook from their Melbourne cousins after they grew up; part of their background was different, they were neither orthodox nor conventional, but decidedly thoughtful and intellectual with a strong interest in the arts; Melbourne had no such leanings. My father, attached to both in different ways, swung now, it seems to me, markedly towards Melbourne and away from Dunedin. Melbourne was generously ready to accept us as it accepted him; and we, unquestioning children, were happy to be accepted into its undemanding clannish ease and kindliness.

          
Uncle Reuben and Aunt Lucy lived in Barkly Street, St Kilda, in a big white wooden house called Woonsocket. If I had been older I think I would have found it ugly and inconvenient, but it was cool and comfortable inside, behind the screens that kept insects out, and its white paint among the green made it fresh and pleasant. In the garden grew a giant Moreton Bay fig tree with massive trunk grey and smooth; its wide-spreading boughs and large pointed leaves of green and bronze cast an open, airy, classic shade.

          
The household was ruled by Aunt Lucy, a large-hearted benevolent autocrat (Kate remembered her as full of bosom and importance). With her housekeeper-companion Crow as minister, buffer and confidante she kept her finger on everything. She was 'Aunt Luce' to the whole family. Everyone was fond of her, deferred to her, and sought the advice that she was always ready to dispense with supreme confidence, whether she knew anything of the matter in hand or not. The public bodies on which she served no doubt deferred to her much as her family did, who would tell you that she ruled for years the committee of a big Melbourne hospital. She had brought up five children, and was used to running things; in a household where twenty people might sit down to dinner any day of the week she had learned how. Although narrow she was not intolerant, but she was completely sure of herself, and she was always right. It was breathtaking, exhilarating, endearing, and sometimes frightening.

          
My father had been a favourite of hers in his young days. 

Since in effect he had no parents (though his father was still alive then, in New Plymouth), she was happy to mother him and instruct him for his own good; he was handsome, sociable, charming, and devoted to her. When we first arrived, he advised her not to give us, and particularly Lel, too much rich food — Melbourne lived with a lavishness unknown in Dunedin; he advised this again when he was visiting Woonsocket one day and some specific occasion arose. Aunt Lucy brushed him aside; she knew perfectly well what children could and could not eat; she had brought up more children than he had. 'Well, I'm telling you,' he said, 'but you must have your own way.' 'I will, Hy, just leave it to me,' she replied serenely. She did have her own way, and as a result Lel was very sick and had to spend a few days in bed. I blamed my father for this.

          
But it was certainly hard to stand up to Aunt Lucy. Her husband did not stand up to her. He was a weak man, narrow-minded and far from clever, liked rather than respected; but he looked dignified in a dry way, and since he and Aunt Lucy were virtually the joint heads of the whole family at that time, he was consulted and listened to. He was one of the chief figureheads in the family business, Michaelis, Hallenstein and Co., tanners and leather merchants. Of his children, the eldest son, Dalbert, the hope of the family, had been killed in the war. The eldest daughter, Enid, whom my father had been fond of as a girl, was somewhere in Europe and was understood 
to be studying as a painter; this was referred to rather obscurely, as a matter not likely to bring credit to anybody.

          
We met a host of other relatives, who all lived in large and, to us, luxurious houses, and in a far more opulent way than we had ever met before. The other great family home was Linden, in Acland Street, which Moritz Michaelis had built in the seventies to house his eleven children. Some of the unmarried and widowed ones still lived in the huge rambling wooden house, white and rather low in its huge garden.

          
I was fascinated by this strange Melbourne life, the imposing façade of relatives, the grandeur and the homeliness. I absorbed without questioning, and yet I think with a certain barely halfconscious detachment. Their life was a spectacle; I was not to be part of it for long enough to grant it quite the same reality as 

my own in Dunedin. I felt the same about the glancing, glossy-palm-trees in the parks, the brilliant flowers. They were on parade. One would not live with them.

          
After a fortnight in Melbourne we went on to Sydney. There too we were to be on our best behaviour. Lel and I went first to stay with Helen and Orwell Phillips, each of whom we called Cousin. Helen (she carefully spelt her name Hélène, after that of her mother's twin sister, whom I was to know later in London) was a first cousin of my father's, Brightie's younger sister. Orwell had been one of his best friends in Melbourne, small, round, jovial, an able businessman with large interests in brewing. He was my godfather. They lived in a brownish-yellow stone house in Potts Point which had been built by convicts about one hundred years before; a wide balcony ran round its upper storey; underneath, the three Phillips children told us, lay basements and passages. With the children, all of them close to us in age, we saw town and harbour and beaches, the zoo, National Park. We met my father's brother, Uncle Reg, and his family, who lived in comparative modesty. And we met more Michaelises, especially the redoubtable Aunt Florence Hart, one of Aunt Lucy's sisters and the mother of Brightie and Helen Phillips. Her husband Uncle Hyam was my father's uncle and had been more or less his guardian in Dunedin. The Harts lived in a discreetly grand house in Darling Point with a view of Elizabeth Bay, in a decided aura which I did not penetrate; Uncle Hyam remained mysterious to me — I saw too little of him; he was deaf, he took great care of himself, I was told, and had no interest except in himself. But there could be no doubt about Aunt Flo. She was another Aunt Lucy, only without Aunt Lucy's ample opportunities. Like many of the Michaelises, she was real and genuine and would have been so whatever her circumstances.

          
And yet the Michaelises — and not they alone — rather ran to grandeur, both in their persons and in their way of life. All those elderly slow-moving cigar-breathing men with their button-up boots and heavy manner and the sense of importance that surrounded them; all those solid comfortable women a little stiff in the joints, well or easily dressed but never showy, although most of them already wore the regulation few good pearls that were the badge of their station; all with their big 

houses richly carpeted and still richer meals, often in large family gatherings, with their servants, the chamber-maids and even valets ('my man'), the gardeners and chauffeurs; with their earnest affairs — cigars tailors hotels and ailments for the men (one gathered that in London they stayed at the Ritz, or maybe the Berkeley for variety — not that those names meant anything to me then); children houses cooking causes and ailments for the women; and with, at the edge of all this, kept up for old custom's sake rather than because meaning something vital in their lives, the vestigial Jewish observances: apple and honey on Friday nights, instruction in Hebrew for the boys so that they might be confirmed — Barmitzvah — at thirteen, occasional attendance at synagogue — there was of course a rabbi in the family, or rather he had been brought in by marriage; in all, it made a very strange and vastly imposing phenomenon. The women seemed a good deal nicer than the men, more genuinely kind (my father laid great emphasis on their kindness: I used to wonder, later on, whether it was hard for them to be kind — 'costing', in von Hügel's word), more purposeful, with more to say for themselves, and, with exceptions, a good deal less stupid.

          
For the men had the dullness of those who have lived too well for too long, taken too much care of themselves, and have nothing to think about. I do not recall more than one of the fifty to sixty males in the family (the rabbi apart) who was not a businessman, and that one was a very distant connexion. Most were in M.H. and Co., as the family concern was known familiarly, or in one of its agencies or subsidiaries (they were amalgamated after the second war as Associated Leathers), which seemed at that time to have ample room for the plentiful supply of sons, nephews, cousins and sons-in-law who were continually coming forward, and a proportion of whom I guessed to be passengers rather than crew. One Michaelis, however, Archie, went from the firm into politics ('the member for Michaelis Hallenstein'); he was Speaker of the Victorian parliament for some years, was knighted, and after eventual defeat returned to ornament the firm's board. One sport Hallenstein, Enid, I was to meet a few years later. Another, her first cousin, whom we met then as a girl, became a well-known Melbourne painter, Lina Bryans. Aunt Flo's third daughter, Margery, the blue-stocking of her 

family, was to become the mother of the poet 
Nancy Keesing. Only two of the older Michaelises had any freedom of outlook and genuine intellectual interests, the two youngest sisters of Aunt Lucy and Aunt Flo, May Barden and the unmarried Alice, Dal. In that I think they were alone in their generation of the whole family in Australia.

          
Lel and I enjoyed ourselves with the Phillipses, who gave us a very good time, but with what relief and thankfulness we went up the North Shore line to stay with Aunt Emily and Uncle Arthur and their young daughter Elespie in their small bungalow at Pymble, where we could wear and say what we liked and be ourselves. Aunt Emily took our view of the Sydney and Melbourne relations; liking some of them, she regarded their way of living and their consciousness of importance with distant, amused tolerance, and she saw them very little. Her interests, outside her family, were in music and books, gardening, the country, public affairs, her friends were musical and literary, some of them university people. She took us for picnics in the bush, by day and by moonlight; sleeping on a veranda, I used to wake in the morning to the peal of a kookaburra laughing its immoderate loud laughter from the top of a tall gum-tree; we learned about snakes and ticks and ants, we met new fruits and flowers; we also learned with surprise that whenever she went into Sydney leaving the house empty, Aunt Emily buried her jewels in a hole in the garden, because of burglaries in the neighbourhood. Too soon, we were delivered again to my father, and returned to Dunedin.

          
My interest in the family grew as I continued to meet members of it, known and unknown, and learned more about them; but I never again saw so many together, and some I met then in Australia I was not to see again. The genealogical trees I drew up at that time I filled out gradually, later with the help of Esmond de Beer, until between us we had trees for a score of families of relations and connexions, and had traced as well as we could the history of our immediate forbears. How much had vanished with the dead I do not know, because it is beyond recall; that history, all history perhaps, is a skeleton only, with mere rags of flesh clinging to the bones.

          


          
It was a history that took me a long way from Dunedin, from Melbourne and Sydney too, and brought me back again. The ancestors of the Hallenstein brothers, I came to see, must have lived obscurely for centuries in small German towns as petty traders and pedlars, tailors, bootmakers, artisans, butchers, no doubt pawnbrokers and moneylenders too (most of these occupations are recorded among the small number of their relations I can trace), and some of them maybe as pious men, scholars, even rabbis — for the Hallensteins claimed descent as Levites from Aaron brother of Moses. My father's forbears on his father's side no doubt lived in much the same way further east in that disputed ground that was sometimes called Germany and sometimes Poland. His father was born in 1831 in the village of Schwersenz near Posen or Poznan. I have not found the names of his father's parents; but about the year 1800 seven Brasch brothers are said to have come from a village not far north of that. Was one of them my grandfather's father? According to an American descendant of one of the seven, they may have taken their name from an abbreviation of Ben Rabbi Asch, the children of Rabbi Asch — presumably a well-known rabbi; but of him nothing seems to have come down. I like to think that some of my grandfather's family may have belonged to the Hasids, the Pious Ones, followers of that God-intoxicated Blakean mystic of the mid-eighteenth century the Baal Shem Tov; a movement which Martin Buber has memorably evoked.

          
What led my grandfather Brasch across the world I do not know, but it is safe to assume the wish to better himself. He does not sound particularly enterprising, although he was described on an early passport as small and sturdy, nor did he do very well for himself, ending his life as a tobacconist in New Plymouth. The three Hallenstein brothers were decidedly energetic and enterprising. They plainly wanted a larger world than the narrow circle of their home village, a world in which the age-long prejudices and restrictions of Europe would not apply. It is possible too, as Esmond de Beer surmized, that the failure of the revolutions of 1848 to liberalize society may have further prompted the eldest and most intellectual of them, Isaac, to put Europe behind him; yet in old age after retiring from business in Melbourne he returned to live in Germany, where four of 

his daughters were married, and took keen delight in concerts, operas and plays.

          
The three brothers went in turn to Manchester, where a brother of their mother's had settled and was doing well; there they learned English and took to business. Isaac was drawn to California by the gold rush of the eighteen-fifties, and then, still following gold, to Australia, where his brothers joined him. They opened a store at Daylesford in the gold-fields about sixty miles north-west of Melbourne.

          
To keep house for them they engaged a young woman from Lincolnshire, Mary Mountain. She had come to Australia to visit her brother Tom, who was an officer, and eventually master, on several ships engaged in coastal trade between Australian ports; he was shipwrecked from time to time and Mary was constantly anxious for him. All three brothers fell in love with her; she chose Bendix, who was twenty-six, nine years younger than herself. Having promised her mother that if she wished to marry she would be married from home, she set off on the long journey back to England; Bendix followed by the next ship. They were married in February 1861 at Alford in Lincolnshire. At their farm Thurlby nearby the Mountains had been tenants for four centuries of the great dynasty of the Percies; family tradition had it that one of them had followed John Wesley as a preacher. But none of Mary's brothers wanted to farm, and when their father died the family left Thurlby and scattered widely. Besides Tom, who did not marry, one brother died young in Calcutta and two others left England and were lost to sight; Mary's younger sister Sarah married a rather feckless man at Alford and cared for her mother and seven children of her own, some of whom I got to know later in Hove.

          
Bendix and Mary Hallenstein returned to Daylesford, where their eldest child, my grandmother Sara, was born in July 1862. The gold rush in Victoria was past its peak. Deciding probably that there was not scope for several partners at Daylesford much longer, Isaac and Bendix crossed the Tasman towards another gold rush and opened a general store in Invercargill. There Isaac's wife soon lost a child, and refused to stay: Isaac took her back to Australia. Bendix and Mary were dismayed by Invercargill for other reasons. It was very cold, and so wet that for weeks at a 

time you could cross the muddy sloughs of the streets only by laying down long planks; it was also too far from the gold-fields, and the store lost money. Within a year they moved to Queens-town; there they settled, and lived for more than ten years.

          
Bendix entered into partnership, and prospered. His genial open nature and inventive mind won him confidence everywhere and led him to start a variety of enterprises. One of these was a flourmill, the first in inland Otago, at the Kawarau Falls at Frankton, the only outlet of Lake Wakatipu. Because his partner J. W. Robertson came from New Brunswick in Nova Scotia, and Bendix from Brunswick in Germany, they named it the Brunswick Mill. Bendix bought a farm at Speargrass Flat, where he grew fine wheat and oats and a wealth of small fruit in the rich soil; he built a house of two storeys, large then for the district, which he and Mary called Thurlby Domain.

* He took a leading part in local affairs, becoming the second mayor of Queenstown and holding office for three annual terms in succession.

          
It was during his mayoralty that the small peninsula enclosing Queenstown bay, bare except for rocks and manuka, was set aside as a public reserve named Queenstown Park, and planted with the pines, bluegums, oaks and lombardy poplars which were to grow in fifty years to such magnificence. Bendix was then induced to become member for the district in the Otago Provincial Council in Dunedin, and Member of Parliament too. But travel by sea to Wellington was slow, and Bendix had to spend three months at a time there, so that his business interests suffered, and after one term of office he gave up his parliamentary seat. He remained a member of the Provincial Council until the abolition of the provinces in 1876 — a step he deplored, having found the General Government alarmingly unapproachable.

          
He and his partner had opened branches of their store in other towns, Arrowtown, Cromwell, Lawrence. Because of the difficulty of supplying them, he decided to start manufacturing clothing in Dunedin; and then in order to sell the clothing more readily, to open a retail store in Dunedin. Similar stores in other towns followed, until Hallenstein Brothers spread throughout New Zealand. Bendix's brothers, in Melbourne and then in 

London too, worked with him closely; he wrote to one or both of them by every mail steamer; the three were in constant consultation all their lives. Bendix took part in starting several other big enterprises in Dunedin, which was then the commercial centre of the country. He did not enter public affairs again. An accident with a horse had left him lame in his early thirties; his broken leg was badly set and he limped and had to use a stick and suffered intermittent pain for the remaining forty years of his life. But he actively supported the Presbyterian minister 
Rutherford Waddell, a young man much respected as a fervent practical idealist, in a campaign against sweated labour in the clothing industry in Dunedin, and in favour of trade unions; he was the first prominent businessman 
to speak out on the subject. Their campaign led in a few years to legislation regulating the hours and conditions of labour.

          
Bendix and Mary had no sons, but four daughters. Their father engaged a governess for them at Thurlby Domain because, he explained, there were so many rough children at the school in Queenstown. In Dunedin, their mother wrote to her brother Tom, 'dear Bendix is having the girls taught French and Hebrew, so that they should not grow up entire little colonials.' Later the two eldest, Grandmother and Aunt Emily, were sent to school in Melbourne. The youngest, Agnes, went to a school in Dunedin which had been started by Miss Strongi'th'arm and her niece Mrs Cotton when they came from England together. Mrs Cotton had married a worthless young man and her son did no good for himself, but she did not lose her spirit or her intellectual interests and she became a family friend. She was also a friend of the writer 
B. E. Baughan; for many years she wrote book reviews for the 
Otago Daily Times. Mother continued to read with her while she lived, and Emily carried on the friendship after. Agnes went on to a Roman Catholic school run by nuns next to St Joseph's cathedral; she became one of the first women graduates of the University of Otago.

          
My father's mother's family, the Harts, we could trace no further back than my great-great-grandfather John (Israel) Hart and his brother Benjamin, who were born in London late 

in the eighteenth century. Their early history is sketchy. It seems they ran away to sea when quite young and became able-seamen; turned strolling conjurors; were impressed into the navy and served on the 
Victory at Trafalgar, although they must have been too old for powder-monkeys, as family legend has it, unless they were exceptionally small. That they were once conjurors comes from an unexpected source, the memoirs of a celebrated showman who was known as 'Lord' George Sanger. He reports that these two came on board the ship 
Pompey on which his father was serving in the Downs, off Deal, to show their skill and turn an honest penny; that the captain seized them for naval service; that, 'curiously enough', they 'made very good sailors and brave fighting men', and taught his father many conjuring and hanky-panky tricks.

          
Mary de Beer guessed that their name was anglicized from the German Hirsch, which was the kind of name that Jews often took following the edict of the Austrian Emperor Joseph II in 1788 that they must adopt recognizable surnames instead of their biblical patronymics, but not ones used by Christians. Many odd and ludicrous names resulted, some given in malice by hostile officials. Hallenstein means stone from Halle. Fels, Grandfather told me, was given to his grandfather by a friendly Christian pastor who quoted 'On this rock (Fels) I shall build my church.' Rock is also the meaning of the name of Grandfather's house, Manono, a word suggested to him by the German Governor of Samoa, Dr Solf, when he visited Dunedin. For me, rock and stone have become words of intimate meaning. Of the de Beers, Esmond knew of no ancestor before his father's father, Samuel, but had been told that a de Beer had been traced at Emden in the mid-eighteenth century; the family is thought to have come from Portugal.

          
After the Napoleonic wars John Trafalgar Hart moved to America and married an Isabella Levy in New York. She bore him four children; one, my father's grandmother, married another Hart, reputedly her first cousin, one was Uncle Isidore de Beer's mother. When his wife died John Trafalgar married again, still in New York, a Miriam Hart; I do not know if they were relations. Their six children were born successively in New York, London and Melbourne, two in each, thus tracing the 

family's movements; they settled in Melbourne in the early eighteen-forties. An obituary notice of John Trafalgar as a 'much respected citizen' in a Melbourne newspaper of 1864 refers to his service on the 
Victory at Trafalgar, but does not mention his brother.

          
Trafalgar Hart seems nearest to being a man of war among my ancestors; but clearly that was not by choice. It pleases me that my ancestors have followed so many occupations I can say nothing human is alien to me and I have every occupation in my blood. I should not be abashed if among those ancestors were whore-masters, hangmen, thieves, for there is nothing I cannot conceive myself being; but I hope none was an informer or blackmailer, and none a spy.

        



* See two 'Thurlby Domain' poems in 
The Estate
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one result of our journey to Australia was to make my father's earlier life real to me as it had not been before. He existed, then, in his own right, independently of me. He had lived a life of his own before I Was born, for thirty-five years, and indeed he still led a partly separate life, at the office, at the Club, when playing golf. This helped to account for the fact that the Australian relatives he had so often told us about appeared very different from my expectations; I should never see them, even those I liked most, through his eyes.

          
My way of seeing things was formed in the family circle in Dunedin, where my natural inclinations were confirmed and strengthened. His had been formed elsewhere, chiefly, so far as I can tell, in his student days in Melbourne, among our Australian relations and his own sporting friends. While Manono attitudes, if I may call them that, must have swayed him for a while, I think he was outgrowing their influence, which had come, clearly, through Mother and my aunts; for now only Grandfather was left at Manono. My father's interests were changing, or perhaps some of his less well-rooted interests were dying out for want of nourishment, of stimulus. His temperament was not in doubt; he was energetic, self-confident, rather impatient, and not in the least introspective.

          
He and I were certainly very different by nature. Our temperaments might have been thought complementary; but my father wished me to be like him in all things, only, with my greater opportunities, much more successful. A photograph taken when I was four or five, evidently before Mother's death, points to the contrast between us. In holiday clothes, somewhere out of doors, he is holding me on his shoulder; he stands upright with lifted 

face, handsome, smiling, still confidently youthful in appearance (he was then about forty); but I, clutching him with one hand, and trying to stand up straight as I have been ordered, stare with affrighted look wide-eyed and shock-haired, spreading the fingers of my other, stretched-out hand in a speaking gesture of uncertainty and apprehension.

          
I was as lacking in self-confidence as my father abounded in it. I can find no obvious reason for the difference. He lost his mother early, but was twice as old as I when I lost mine. No loving relatives surrounded him; he grew up, somewhat isolated in New Plymouth, the second of a family of four boys, the youngest two of whom were adopted by aunts after their mother's death; and later he seems to have fallen out with his father. But he had no asthma or other serious illness to contend with as a child, so that he got a better start physically. He used to tell me that after leaving home he enjoyed no advantages such as mine, and had to make his own way in the world; an experience which clearly strengthened his assurance. At all events, not waiting to see how I would turn out, he wanted, he expected me, to be like him. It was an understandable but not very reasonable expectation. I was born to disappoint it.

          
I think our difference perplexed and disconcerted him. It angered him too from time to time. It was I who was different, and clearly I was in the wrong. By way of consolation, Lel made up for some of my deficiencies — or it looked as if she would make up. She was more cheerful and easy-going than I, sturdier, more adventurous, with more of the boy in her then, and readier to be his companion. Yet she was only a girl, and girls are second best.

          
He read to us, and then with us, when we were small; fairy tales, legends, stories. One book I think he enjoyed was 
Brer Rabbit, in a handsome green-bound edition illustrated by Arthur Rackham, but I could never get over a distaste for the dialect. The animal books I liked best were Ernest Thompson Seton's, and above all one called 
Monarch the Big Bear of Tallach. Some of my favourite early books I read to myself or with Grandmother; I associate them with Manono; but while Grandfather sang to us and to all his grandchildren, I cannot recall his reading. At Manono I found or was given a book of stories about Dietrich 

of Bern that I thought beautiful and romantic. Grimm's tales seemed 
to me usually rather frightening with their 
violence and cruelty; Hans Andersen's wonderfully touching, but painfully sad — the pathetic story of the Mermaid with her afflicted feet, the little poor boy out in the snow gazing in through lighted windows at the Christmas feast. The book I loved above all others — I think it was Grandmother's gift - was Selma Lagerlöf's 
The Wonderful Adventures of Nils and its sequel, the story of a boy who rides over the length and breadth of Sweden on the backs of the wild geese. They are blown out across the Baltic in storm, they attend a great dance of cranes, they meet storks, herons, owls, crows, ravens, sheep, hares, squirrels, rats, foxes, and all manner of sea birds; with them I came to know the conformation of the whole country, my ears rang with its beautiful strange names, I learned its weathers and seasons, its animal and human inhabitants, its legends. I do not remember a more deeply poetical book.

          
With 
Nils I set 
The Just So Stories and 
The Jungle Books; in these too I lived my life, and with them constructed a world for my imagination to dwell in. Sweden and India: no other countries were more real to me in childhood; but while the reality of Sweden faded, becoming dreamlike, that of India was fed from other sources, and grew. I was never able to see Greece in the same way as a real country peopled by living beings; Greek stories, for me, were set at one remove from the real by their generality; which may have been the fault of the tellings in which they came to me. I remember finding Bulfinch's 
Age of Fable, a little later, almost unreadable, dust in the mouth.

          
The first poetry I remember clearly is 
The Child's Garden of Verses. The note it struck for me is that of 'Dark brown is the river, Golden is the sand …'. I thought it well enough, but could not get past its doggy, faintly lachrymose quality. I found more poetry, if less of the poetical, in Sir Henry Newbolt's ballads. Uncle Harold had been fond of them; loving ships, he had built an elaborate model battleship in the workshop at Manono where it lay admired for years until Grandfather gave it to my cousin Tim, his second grandson, who alone loved it worthily. Pictures of ships decorated both the workshop and Uncle Harold's small bedroom, where I usually slept at Manono; 

there remembering him I read his Newbolt, my images of the long-ships and the quarter-gunner, of 
The Fighting Téméraire, of San Stefario, of Drake's drum, of all the admirals, mingling with those in his pictures — the Roman sentry at Pompeii, the soldiers and their pikes in Velasquez's 
Surrender at Breda.

          
I liked the Norse legends we read with my father, and the Greek mythology too, but did not much warm to either. He was particular that we should get to know classical legends well, he was convinced as a lawyer of the importance of Latin, without which, he held, it was impossible to understand English, and he wanted me to start learning it early. For from the beginning, I suspect, he hoped and expected that I would follow him in the law.

          
A little later he started to read serious poetry with us. This counted almost as a school lesson, for poets were teachers, and Browning, the serious poet 
par excellence, had some hard lessons to teach. I do not know when the Browning cult reached Australia and New Zealand, but my father had been caught up in it during his student days early in the nineties, through some of his more thoughtful Melbourne friends, particularly Fred Eggleston and his wife Lulu Henriques, life-long friends. F. W. Eggleston came from a narrow nonconformist background and was largely self-educated; a serious-minded, hard-working, highly intelligent man who became an eminent barrister, a high court judge, went as Australian ambassador to China, was knighted, and wrote the well-known 
Reflections of an Australian Liberal. Poetry appealed to such men more for intellectual than sensuous and imaginative qualities. While my father respected Tennyson (who was Poet Laureate, who was Lord Tennyson), he did not feel great interest in him, too much of Tennyson's work being merely verbal and poetical. But the Felses and de Beers and some of their Dunedin friends loved not only these two but Arnold and Swinburne and 
Francis Thompson as well. The girls had copies of their own; the family bookcases included a surprising number of copies of works by all these poets, in a variety of editions.

          
In Browning the force and quality of the poetry was strengthened, for them, by the interest of the subject matter, loving Italy as they did. They had visited some of the scenes of Browning's 

work and life — Casa Guidi, Asolo, St Praxed's Church; they had spoken to an old nurse of the Browning family at the Palazzo Rezzonico in Venice. So my father met the cult again when he returned to New Zealand and was drawn into the Manono circle. He took part in the regular readings at which Browning was expounded, the puzzles unravelled, rough places made smooth, and the philosophy set forth to be admired. I doubt if he had much feeling for poetry as such, but like his contemporaries he held thinkers and teachers in respect, while his legal training may have helped him to understand difficult texts and make them clear to others. But he was not as successful with us as in theory he ought to have been.

          
I think he helped me with poems like 'A Grammarian's Funeral', 'The Last Ride Together', 'The Statue and the Bust', and I went on to read many of the shorter poems for myself, and got to know them well; but when he set us to read longer more thorny pieces such as 'La Saisiaz' and 'Prince Hohenstiel-Schwangau', and insisted that we had to understand them, there was a failure of communication. I could not follow either the poems or his explanations, and I wonder if he too was not baffled although he would not admit it. I don't think we ever finished 'La Saisiaz', and I recall no more readings of poetry after that; we read to ourselves, and perhaps my father felt, with relief, that he had done all that could be expected of him. I fancy he read some of Masefield's earlier verse tales about the same time, early in the twenties, and may have recommended them to us; but his reading of poetry and his interest in it came to an end there and I cannot remember his going back to it — not until he forced himself out of a sense of duty to read my own pieces later on.

          
For some years he lectured, on Torts, in the Law Faculty of the University of Otago, as young lawyers did to supplement their incomes. He also lectured for the 
w.e.a., whose aims he supported, and served on its Dunedin committee. He went to several courses of night-classes himself, on subjects that aroused his interest from time to time, such as gardening, astronomy and others. He had acquired the habit early when studying accountancy after completing his law degree. For many years he worked at the Supreme Court Library until midnight or after 

on several nights of the week. He won a good reputation as a barrister as well as solicitor, his advice was sought by other lawyers and by large firms, he took part in a number of important cases, in which he was usually successful. He was considered to have a great knowledge of the law — too much on some occasions, because he could see both sides of an argument. Yet I think he never had quite the flair and panache of a somewhat older Dunedin barrister, Saul Solomon, who became a 
k.c. and whom he greatly admired; as a barrister he was perhaps in the second rather than the first rank. He was appointed Honorary Solicitor to the Dunedin Chamber of Commerce, a position he took pride in and held until he gave up practice; and when he first went to England he was asked to take an appeal case to the Judicial Committee of the Privy Council where he appeared with an English 
k.c. They won the appeal.

          
These professional and public interests, with his own active nature, led him more and more into the general life of the town. Once he was persuaded to stand for the City Council, but failed to get in and did not repeat the attempt; I do not know whether he was more disappointed or relieved. However, he was too sociable and too successful in other ways to be put out for 
long. Handsome, well-built and lean, with a compact, well-made head and features, he carried himself with assurance and never lost his figure, although his hair went white early he wore it, in later years, very short, New Zealand fashion; and since he always dressed with quiet care in good taste (he had one whole big drawer full of ties, more than I have ever seen before or since), often wearing a flower in the lapel of his jacket, he made a distinguished figure in a community where most people, men and women, disguised themselves as sacks or bags. Before his marriage he used to shine in Dunedin society, such as it was, and after the war (he had been rejected for war service because of bad eyesight) he began to go more into society again. He had been a good athlete in his student days, had run well and rowed in winning eights at Melbourne University, one of them a victorious inter-colonial crew; when I was a boy, I remember his coaching a Dunedin crew which won all its races. He was a good golfer and now played regularly every week-end, and, later, one afternoon during the week as well; he won the Otago open 

championship once, went for several years to play in the New Zealand championships in Christchurch and elsewhere, and continued to play until a few weeks before he died at the age of eighty-two.

          
All these activities took him farther and farther away from the central interests of Manono. Not that the Felses had led a narrow life. My mother and my aunts walked, rode, played tennis, danced, swam, boated; but they combined these with a consistent love of music and books and the arts and certain crafts as well. Emily had learned book-binding as a girl and bound a number of volumes with taste in the style of the day; she played the piano well and for years there was always music on the fine Steinway grand in the drawing-room when she was at Manono; Kate played too, there and in Amberley. All the women of the family sewed, crocheted, embroidered as a matter of course, covering chairs and making rugs as well as cushion covers and table cloths and runners, and clothes. Most of them sketched and painted in water-colour, notably Grandmother, Emily, and Dora de Beer; as a matter of course they took sketching block and colours on every picnic. Mother and Emily at one time took lessons from 
Frances Hodgkins, but Emily could remember no details fifty years later. They could also cook with the best, as they did at Karitane and on other holidays, although my grandparents always kept a cook and one or two housemaids.

          
Mother continued after her marriage to read seriously with her sisters and their friends. I do not know what part my father took in this. But he was now losing all such interests, since no one remained to share them. He and Grandfather, being temperamentally very different, felt little natural sympathy for one another; although only fifteen years divided them (my father was nine years older than Mother), and many common interests brought them together, they were worlds apart, and growing more distant.

          
The men he met in the course of his work and at the club, whom he golfed and played bridge with, had, most of them, few if any intellectual interests. They were successful practical men; company directors and managers, station owners, lawyers, accountants, stockbrokers, engineers, doctors and dentists, even a few professors. It was practical men whom he consistently held 

up to me as examples, practical pursuits he pointed to as the useful ones in life, and success in them as the way of winning respect and establishing one's position in the community. He insisted on this the more strongly as he suspected that I was likely to think otherwise and might be disinclined for the sort of life he advocated.

          
With practical life, in his eyes, went the playing of games, the running boxing rowing golfing and the rest that he had enjoyed and wanted to see me take up. He gave the impression of believing that one made friends only by playing games, that the game was not played entirely for its own sake. Games, in his circle, were an expression of social solidarity, and he played partly because he wanted to be accepted in Dunedin society; it was important to him as a lawyer, and a Jewish one at that, that he should be accepted. He took me to caddy for him at golf now and then, which did not interest me; he made me take boxing lessons at which I was timid, fumbling and ineffective. He told me about his own sporting prowess when young, about his friends and associates, his hardships and exploits, about the various sorts of men he met and the necessity of being a good mixer; and he would go on to talk about how he studied law, his cases, his work with other lawyers, the judges before whom he had pleaded, and all the varied interest of law as a profession.

          
There was no refuge at home, so I turned more and more to Manono, both for what I missed at home, and for support in my own life. It happened that the one of Grandfather's housekeepers who stayed with him longest, during my schooldays and after (she had gone to school with my aunts and counted as an old friend), was both a person and a lady, so that she helped to preserve something of the old atmosphere of the house, for me if not for 
my aunts. Miss Moodie was fond of us, liked our friends, and entered into our high spirits and nonsense, as Carty was unable to do because she never got off the ground, and my father because he nearly always disapproved of our friends. And Grandfather had not changed, nor the house, nor the garden.

          
Grandfather was the most constant figure in my life, its rock and centre. His character was fixed and seemed to me not to change 

at all from my childhood until I was middle-aged, although he grew more silent with increasing age and loneliness. His interests, many-sided, were settled and permanent, like his affections. And my relationship with him was more firmly fixed, more deeply rooted, than with anyone else. He was always there, predictable, responsive, to be counted on. He did not change, or go away, or die.

          
The sympathy and understanding that grew up between Grandfather and me remained unbroken. If I angered him and disappointed him, his love did not fail; at bottom, he never questioned me. In consequence, I always trusted him, even when we disagreed and fell out. Tacitly he granted those he loved the right to disagree, to go their own way, to be themselves; he might regret the course of behaviour, deplore the action, but he still respected the person. So at least I felt in my case. He bore no grudges, he did not keep trying to get at me, he accepted me, finally, as I was. There was peace between us. There was no such peace between my father and me.

          
As I grew up, I came to share some of Grandfather's interests. A healthy strong sanguine methodical man of regular habits and great energy of mind and body, he followed so many interests that I learned about them only gradually. Every fine morning before breakfast (which had always to be ready exactly on time) he walked round the garden, to enjoy the air and the view and to watch the growth of innumerable plants, shrubs and trees, which he loved to point out to anybody who would accompany him. He was at his happiest when carrying a young grandchild in his arms and talking or singing. He sang old German songs that he had learned as a boy; the one I remember best, from his singing it so often to Tim as he stepped out along a garden path, is the famous


  

    
Auf der Teutoburger Walde,


    
Zim, zim, zerim-zim-zim,
  



          the song about the defeat of the Romans by Arminius to which the Nazis later gave such a sinister twist.

          
The garden formed the setting for all his activities, and in itself focused a number of them. In front were three lawns, one falling away below the terrace on which the house stood, then 

levelling out to form a hollow flat central lawn flanked by two large oak-trees (planted in 1869, it was said, to commemorate the Duke of Edinburgh's visit) and shaded by ash and chestnut at the far end; and lower still another lawn not quite flat. To the north-west side of the two upper lawns, along London Street, grew a thicket of trees and ferns; to the south-east, beside the top lawn, another small thicket with a fernery and then a glasshouse, and vegetable garden and flower beds near the middle and lower lawns.

          
I see it as Grandfather's consistent aim, always, to acclimatize in the new country which as a young man he had chosen for his own the best ideas and products of older countries, especially of Europe, and above all of classical Italy and Greece. He brought back seeds and plants from many lands he had visited, those two particularly. Cyclamen, the white and the mauve, from the slopes of Etna and from the Dolomites, grew well at Manono, and since he delighted to make presents of plants to friends and visitors, they were transplanted to many another garden. The acanthus flourished too, and asphodel and white wood-anemones (Shelley's wind-flower); azaleas in a sheltered bed below the far end of the middle lawn, with scyllas, chianadoxa, cyclamen and other bulbs among them. From the barren hills between Ceuta and Tetuan, when Emily was with him in 1936 or 1937, he brought back the seeds of a large white rock-rose with black centre, perhaps the first in New Zealand; Emily grew it later in Queenstown. In the thicket near the house, between the side garden and the front path, contained by a hedge of syringa and including a cabbage tree, native fuchsia, barberry and other bushes, grew an olive which I believe came from the grove planted on One Tree Hill, Auckland, by 
Sir John Logan Campbell; it grew tall and rather straggling and did not bear — probably the Dunedin sun was not strong enough to ripen its fruit; yet there it had rooted and flourished, grey-leafed, the tree of Athene.

          
Near it in the side garden stood marble copies of Roman statues, white but weather-stained, a huntress Diana, a head of Juno, an Apollo, each on a fluted stone pedestal. Like the pair of marble lions, copies of some Italian original, which stood one at each side of the steps leading from the top to the middle lawn, 

and the life-size figure nearby of a girl standing and reading, with a honeysuckle bower behind her, they had been brought back from Italy by 
Bendix Hallenstein for his garden across the road. Two decorated terracotta urns stood in the middle of flower beds on the upper lawn. At the edge of the lower lawn, against a low forsythia hedge, Grandfather had set a row of columns retrieved from, I think, the old Colonial Bank when it was pulled down. From the narrow flower bed in front of them he had trained clematis up the columns and along the wooden slats laid from column to column on top. Standing on the lower lawn with your back to London Street, and looking between the columns, you saw across the bottom garden and the houses beyond it the blue harbour and green Peninsula, and if you half closed your eyes on a day of bright sunshine you might fancy yourself, Grandfather thought, in a classical landscape gazing down to an inlet of the Aegean.

          
But the garden was a thoroughly New Zealand one, containing a good collection of native alpines and rock plants which Grandfather had collected on the hills round Dunedin, in Central and Western Otago and in many other parts of the country, and had planted beside gentians, edelweiss saxifrages, aconites, anemones, and bulbs and herbs from the Swiss and Austrian alps. He had collected too a number of North Island trees and shrubs, at that time rareties in Dunedin, which he watched over with loving care — a kauri, a whau, a puriri, a toro, a tawa and others. Indeed he amassed plants from everywhere, by gift and exchange as well as buying and collecting, so that the garden had an air of drawing on half the world and linking continents and civilizations.

          
The house gave the same impression. I remember it best from the time after Grandfather had given his Maori collection to the Otago Museum and the cases in the hall contained in its place Indian and Malayan armour, Tibetan silver and bronze jugs, bowls, prayer wheels and the like, and early printed books, Venetian and Dutch. Facing them across a Persian rug with a rose bower design, the tree of life, on the opposite wall hung a portrait of Captain Cook, and a photograph of the Capitoline Zeus — I used to think Grandfather resembled him; on a pedestal between the doors to the dining-room and the pantry was a 

marble copy of a seated Mercury. In the sitting-room, which was the living-room, Italian majolica dishes, blue and white Spode ware, an early Bellarmine jug or two, some German glass, stood on top of the tall bookcases with glass doors which occupied part of every wall; in the embrasure of the front window, two shallow wall cases held Japanese netsuke and incense bottles. In the drawing-room china cabinets held early Wedgwood pieces and Sèvres and Meissen and Coalport cups and saucers, ivories, bronze classical figurines, small Chinese and Japanese wooden figures, silver snuff boxes, glass scent bottles and other such small objects; on top of one cabinet stood a cast of the famous beautiful winged head of Hypnos.

          
Grandfather was a born connoisseur and collector. He collected also Classical and English coins, plaques and medallions, stamps (especially New Zealand ones); but his Maori collection was the most notable of all. He was never a slave to his collections. His interests ranged far beyond them. To start with, he was an assiduous capable businessman who travelled the country from end to end on the affairs of Hallenstein Brothers and the 
d.i.c. (both of which his father-in-law had founded and of which he was respectively managing director and chairman of directors for many years). He met businessmen, museum people, collectors, Maori scholars, botanists, and public figures and private friends everywhere. He belonged to the League of Nations Association, the Classical Association, the Royal Society of New Zealand, and attended their meetings, and once or twice read a paper to the second. He subscribed to and read regularly the 
Round Table, the 
New Statesman (surprisingly), the 
Journal of the Polynesian Society, and I think also 
Pacific Affairs and the 
Illustrated London News, the last for its reports of archaeological finds. He read widely, history, archaeology, biography, travel, botany and books on the material he collected; especially works about Italy and the Renaissance and about the classical world, and translations of the classics — Gibbon, Macaulay, Mommsen, Ranke, Gregorovius, Burckhardt; classical writers from Herodotus and Thucydides to Livy, Caesar, Tacitus, Suetonius and Boethius; and most of the nineteenth-century writers on those subjects such as Carlyle, Prescott, Symonds, Finlay, Bury, Zimmern, Jane Harrison, Schliemann; Gilbert Murray's translations and most 

of his other books; Jowett's Plato; 
The Golden Bough and other books of Frazer's; Butcher and Lang, and Lang, Leaf and Myers; Buschor and Beazley; Campbell's Aeschylus and Jebb's Sophocles, translations of Pindar, the Greek Anthology, the philosophers and moralists including Plotinus. All these and many other books that I forget were in-the house. And Grandfather had read them; he bought his books to read, not for show; he made notes about his reading; his memory was excellent. He read out of deep interest, to enjoy, to know and to understand.

          
He had caught early an enthusiasm for the classical world which remained with him for life. Schliemann's life and discoveries had always excited him and he shared something of the vision which prompted those discoveries. He saw the Greek world, I think, the world especially of Homer and the tragedians, and the Stoics perhaps too, as clearer and more beautiful, simpler, nobler, and also wiser, than any since; he seemed to look to it for wisdom which should enlighten and guide our dark, complex, tormented age. In the nineteenth century, men had seemed to put behind them at long last so much of the evil of history; breaking from the political tyrannies, the social and religious conventions, the economic slavery, the ghettos and slums and prisons of Europe, they had carried with them to the new worlds of America, Australia, New Zealand, Europe's ancient culture, its accumulated wisdom, its tolerance and liberalism, which should take root and flower more freely in fresh soil, unencumbered by the trammels and shadows and prejudices of the past. It was in this spirit partly that he came to New Zealand; this is what he hoped of life in New Zealand.

          
The inexplicable, senseless war which broke out in 1914 frustrated if it did not kill these hopes, and made them far more difficult of attainment by splitting in two, separating British and German, his single comprehensive European allegiance. From that position the apparent simplicity and unity of the Greek world, especially if it was a unity in multiplicity, appeared all the more sane, wise, and attractive. Grandfather was no philosopher. Nor was he deeply introspective. But as a humane and thoughtful man increasingly troubled by the divisions and doubts of his time, he saw that earlier world in brighter colours as the years passed.
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at the beginning of 1923, a few months after our visit to Australia, my father sent me to boarding school, to Waitaki. My schooling up to that time, it seems as I look back, had given me little interest and less pleasure. I had companions both regular and casual, some of whom I respected and admired, but I made no close friends. And for some of the boys I was thrown together with and could not avoid I felt, hardly admitting it then to myself, an uneasy aversion which was well justified and which I still feel. Others, and especially a neighbour of ours, led me into games and exploits for which I had little taste; but I was passive and willing to be led, or rather unwilling to disagree and take a stand. I conformed, and kept my thoughts and fears to myself.

            
None of my early teachers made any good impression on me that I can recall, either by arousing my interest in their subjects or by their quality as persons. I think I owe some sense of respect and affection to the Sisters who ran St Hilda's, the Anglican girls' school, whose kindergarten then took small boys too. I believe I was deeply repelled (without being able to define the feeling, still less to account for it) by the raw mean ugliness of the Presbyterian boys' school to which I went for three or four years. The ugliness of the school was related to the ugliness of some of the relationships I met there. It was a new school founded after the war and built when architecture in New Zealand was at its worst this century. The building belonged to no style at all. Tastelessly combining red brick, white roughcast, and concrete given a whitish sanded surface, they had neither proportion nor dignity nor self-respect; they existed only in their meanness of spirit. Doors and windows, corridors and rooms, all shared the same quality. Such buildings — and these still exist, working 

their intangible malign influence upon later generations of boys — are a public evil, more dangerous because more lasting than bad films and plays, being silent and unsuspected.

            
The school grounds hardly mitigated the effect of the buildings. Their setting offered possibilities which were never realized. The petty suburban street on one side might have been screened by trees; instead, its mean bungalows seemed to set the ethos of the school. On the other side, Balmacewan golf links ran across green slopes towards the strong rough flank of Flagstaff, but there too the suburban spirit of the golf club seemed to prevail over the strength and freedom of the hills. Bluegums and other trees belonging to an earlier private garden had been left standing, but the boys had to play chiefly on a squalid cinder patch among raw clay banks and slopes where grass struggled for roothold. I believe I loathed the place and was constantly depressed by it; I am repelled whenever I think of it.

            
Waitaki, by contrast, quietly composed and healed. It worked well-being; it was a world, a cosmos. The long low irregular front of the school, facing open lawns, shrubberies and trees, has some slight architectural pretensions of a modest solid kind. At the north end stands the earliest building, the Rector's house with the dining rooms, in a plain modified Tudor or Elizabethan style, two-storied, of rough-faced white Oamaru limestone partly overgrown with ivy, prominent ornamented gables, and rather steep roofs of corrugated iron painted red. Each gable marks a slight projection of the façade; beneath one broader gable a bay of windows is thrown forward, tall narrow and rectangular like the other, paired windows. Two similar blocks complete the front, the centre block being of one storey, and the south block rather larger than the north. They form a unity in style and by virtue of the uniform white stone and red roofs. It is a front which does not try to be more than it is, dignified, plain, quiet.

            
It has indeed a rather hard look above the white gravel drive, because in summer and at other times too the clear Oamaru light often glares; but the play of light on the projections and recessions of white stone surface under red roofs gives it a certain animation. That hardness confronts, across the flat coastal strip about half a mile wide (then almost entirely green), the first low inland hills; yellow clay under thin grass where the original bush 

has been burned off, and a silhouette of straggling gum-trees; Buckley's and the other hills that we ran over on cross-country-runs but otherwise rarely approached. Immediately outside the school grounds, parallel with the front but just hidden from it by the trees and shrubs, runs the main railway line from Christchurch to Dunedin, sloping a little towards the south (or so I fancied) at this point nearly two miles from Oamaru station. The expresses thundering past at high speed were a sight we loved to watch when we could; they seemed 
to bring the world very close, so that although apart we were not out of touch with it.

            
But these front grounds were not for the boys' use; they were approach and formal setting. The school proper began with the buildings, and almost everything within and behind them was our beat, schoolrooms and corridors and dining-rooms, the gymnasium which then served also as a hall, the courtyards, bathhouses, swimming pool, dormitories, and the playing fields extending to the sea. School life centred in a small courtyard surrounded by two-storied buildings except to north where the old low wooden lockers stood, so that it was sunny and hot in the middle of the day. In the warmest corner, a few steps and a door led in to class-rooms, the band and orchestra room, the library, the prefects' studies and, upstairs, the masters' study. In the lockers opposite where each boy had his own small cupboard we kept our clothes and special personal possessions; next to them stood an old shower house, and beyond this the back entrance to the dining-rooms, and also to the Matron's room and sick wards and the Rector's study, all upstairs. Here by the library steps we gathered during the morning break and at any free hour to exchange news and views, to jest, gossip, argue; here we gathered before meals, waiting impatiently for the bell to ring, when we crowded forward, pressing into the narrow passage that led to the dining-rooms.

            
North of the Rector's house lay the dormitories, in an enclave surrounded by macrocarpa hedges and separated from the front drive by macrocarpa trees. Two small and three larger dormitories were set round a rectangular lawn, and one other, the largest of all, lay just beyond them along the northern boundary. Standing about four feet above the ground, they consisted of a 

framework of light Wooden uprights supporting the roof, and in place of walls and windows, canvas shutters whose wooden frames let down all round into a ledge. So in warm weather when the frames were down we slept half in the open; when they were up, air blew in between the top of the shutters and the sloping roof. The dormitories, long and narrow, were built to take one row of beds set at right angles to each side, with a good space down the centre. You entered at one end only across a landing behind which a small store-room contained blankets and linen. Against the store-room wall, just inside the dormitory, slept the prefect in charge. The two small dormitories were kept mainly for younger boys. All were named after positions on Gallipoli which the Anzac forces had made famous in 1916: 
Sari Bair, 
Chunuk Bair, and the smaller 
Lone Pine, 
Anzac Cove, 
Quinn's Post. I remember 
Chunuk Bair best; its shutters opened behind into a macrocarpa grove, soberly cool and airy in the heat, sodden and dripping in wet weather; the overhanging trees sighed in the wind. There in my last two years I had much long intimate talk with friends, under cover of general talk, or while others slept, even by day, although the dormitories were then out of bounds.

            
The area of buildings, which took in as well the swimming pool, tennis courts, vegetable garden, and a no-man's-land of half-waste ground, ended in a straight line running from the south to the north boundary. Beyond this, and a foot or so lower, lay the level playing fields. They were large enough to contain six football grounds. Trees lined the northern half of the west side and the north and south boundaries, but formed a proper windbreak, of the usual 
pinus insignis, only along the north boundary; most of the other trees were straggling macrocarpas. Eastward, the land broke off irregularly in clay cliffs five or six feet high above a narrow beach of grey heavy shingle. This flat coastal terrace south of the Waitaki River, an extension of the Canterbury Plain, narrows finally about fourteen miles from the river into a long tongue bounded by the hills which enclose Oamaru to south and west.

            
Waitaki school stands on this tongue nearly two miles from the centre of the town. A strong sea current works northward along the coast, driving the heavy shingle to scour the beaches 

and break down the poor clay of the terrace, which it is steadily eating away; its encroachments have been noted ever since Oamaru was settled in the eighteen-fifties. Several rows of macrocarpas had been planted along the edge of the cliffs, beyond the playing fields, in an attempt to bind the poor clay soil and so resist the sea's inroads. The trees had grown, but they had given little protection to the foreshore; many had been undermined and had gone down with the cliff, and others would follow. At one point two or three rows of trees remained for several yards, forming a ragged grove; then came a complete gap for a roughly equal distance, until again a few trees together or a single survivor clung forlornly to the ground and struggled to hold the line. No new trees had been planted for a long time, or if planted had entirely disappeared. The contest was too unequal; short of a sea-wall, which the Oamaru newspapers spoke of from time to time, it seemed that nothing could be done to resist the force of the waves. Many of the trees had been worn flat on one side by the pressure of the prevailing wind; trunks and boughs had been twisted, foliage darkened and matted or thinned out or almost stripped away. Their roots protruded through the bare beaten clay like the bones of starved cattle and hung out naked from the cliff face above the dark shingle. On some, thin scales of lichen were growing and flaking off again; their dark ochres and sullen greens added a note of sombre richness in the gaunt shadowed alleys and corridors of the grove. Bitter trees rimed by the salt spray, they were doomed without hope.

            
But I walked there always with joy, in secret exultation, threading my way alone or with a friend between the trunks, bending to avoid a low branch, responding to each rise and hollow of the ground where grey pebbles were trodden into the clay among fallen sticks and dull strips of bark casing. The ruling north-east wind off the sea moaned through them and on rougher days stung them with spray; when sea and wind raged together one could hardly hear oneself speak. Where no trees remained the rough ground of the foreshore was grown with coarse lank dry grasses and low matted thickets of brownish gorse, among which small hollows offered warmth on sunny days and protection from the cold easterlies; on Sunday afternoons we would sometimes take rugs and books there and hold picnic feasts on cakes sent from home or sweets and biscuits bought in the town.

            


            
Beyond the south boundary lay John's Paddock, rough grazing land bounded by gorse hedges where friends and I used to hit golf balls about rather aimlessly; farther off lay small farms with orchards, some of them fair game for night raiders after fruit; here and there grew shapeless hedges of box-thorn, and then along the railway line, which ran parallel with the foreshore, the untidy outskirts of the town.

            
From the north boundary, marked by a row of half-grown pine-trees between two wire fences, one looked out across a sea of flat fields towards a farther shore of gum-trees and willows standing up against the sky; low behind them, the coastal hills drifted north, to vanish in the direction of Pukeuri. Islanded there, the abattoir buildings with their tall chimney formed the one conspicuous landmark in sight. The wind blowing from that direction sometimes brought a decided abattoir smell. This was a real boundary; few of us had trodden the territory beyond it and we carried no map of that territory in our minds. We did not know what the trees concealed, but their strong soft shapes against the sky were endlessly suggestive. Red sunsets burned there fiercely and slow, inland, over the Waitaki; or lemon skies, green-barred, with turquoise pools, drew the darkened trees closer and sharper. There came those honeyed warm airs that woke all the fragrance of the pine needles on which we lay; from there a norwest arch low in the distant sky spanned all the visible landscape, so that while the dark vault overhead thickened and grew heavy with its burden of cloud, the scattered trees, the coastal range, the lonely abattoir buildings, lay steeped in a bath of exquisite pure light of the palest yellow, warm, insubstantial, subtly transfiguring. The sound of sheep bleating from paddocks out of sight, and of cows being gathered for milking, the barking of dogs, and voices that called we did not know what, drifted in to us out of the empty dusk.

            
The foreshore and its grove and gulls, the north boundary, gave me more poems than all Waitaki besides.

*
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boys came to
 Waitaki from all over New Zealand. Of about two hundred boarders one third were North Islanders, some living as far away as the Waikato, Auckland, Dargaville. The 



* See the poem 'Waitaki Revisited' in 
Disputed Ground



two hundred and fifty day boys, who walked or bicycled from Oamaru, were not so important in school life, yet gave their quota of prefects, athletes, scholars. The tone of the school was set by the boarders; it was as a boarding school that it had grown famous; it was to live under its headmaster 
Frank Milner that parents sent their boys to Waitaki.

            
The name of the school, pronounced English-fashion with the stress on the second syllable, was in itself eloquent. That hard, assertive, even aggressive second syllable rang with the strength and independence which the school was believed to instil into its boys; the sound of the name breathed that quality whenever it was spoken among people familiar with the school. I wish I had known at the time that the name, when used of the Waitaki river, means 'sounding water'.

            
My father I suppose sent me to the school with its reputation in mind, thinking that Waitaki would, as he said (it was one of his lasting cares), make a man of me, while its open-air dormitories and bracing climate were expected to improve my health. The school was also reputed to give a good education. Frank Milner (always known as The Man) had the name of being a scholar as well as a trainer of character — an all-round man, decidedly, and a 'character' himself; a gentleman besides. He was the most singular headmaster of his time, a public figure known far beyond his school as a ready, eloquent speaker on topics of the day, both admired and disliked. A handsome confident man at once forceful and thoughtful, his dignity and ease of manner marked him in almost any company as a thoroughbred among draught-horses. He became Rector at the age of thirty, and had made Waitaki a national school with a reputation for scholarship as well as sport. I think it flattered parents to be able to say they knew him and had a boy at Waitaki. In my case, there was precedent for sending me to the school my Uncle Harold had gone to less than a generation before. And two families of our oldest friends in Dunedin had boys there already, both a little older than I was, Jim Gilkison and John Laing.

            
Jim's father was a lawyer with historical interests who later wrote two books of anecdote about early Dunedin and Central Otago, an individualist gentle and eccentric and caring little for worldly position and advancement. His mother had gone to 

New Plymouth High School with my father, where they were joint duxes in their final year; to me she was one of the ornaments of her generation, a lovely and intelligent woman of deep feeling with a musically rich low voice that I hear still. John Laing had parents who seemed to have come together by some witty ruse of nature to complement each other; an intimidatingly large dour red-faced Scotsman of a father incongruously called Jack, and a petite vivacious laughing mother all quickness and charm, a Kathleen half Irish and half German: her mother had been one of four Miss Sproules from Sligo. Mrs Laing had been a fast friend of Mother's from girlhood; my two aunts had kept up the friendship, which was a family one going back to the sixties in Queenstown between Mrs Laing's parents and Grandmother's, the Hotops and the Hallensteins.

            
Lel and I had always known the Gilkisons and Laings; now Jim and John adopted me, so that their friends, all older, were ready to lend me that kindly tolerance which means so much to a new boy. John and I — he was one year ahead of me — became good friends, partly for family reasons but also because we genuinely liked each other at that age before particular interests and aptitudes divide boys according to their kinds. John was a big long-limbed fair-haired boy with an open face and easy manner, who managed his school work creditably if no more; I see him as a youthful, not yet over-developed Michel-angelesque figure, a less raw-boned David with comelier hands and feet, handsome beside the swimming pool. A good cricketer and competent footballer, he enjoyed school military exercises too and, later, the six-week periods in camp for compulsory training. His father, a censorious severe businessman, forced him into a bank, where he was always restive; he found his bent and happiness at last in training men at an Officers' Training Corps unit during the second war, before he was killed.

            
For a year or two we walked regularly to church together on Sundays, two miles each way on the hard gritty white-gravelled road into Oamaru; returning everyone walked his fastest in order to get changed out of suit, collar and tie before midday dinner. The subject John and I most talked about on those walks, I remember with surprise, was clothes; we examined in minute detail what boys and masters wore, and especially the 

socks (until you went into longs you wore school stockings) that were almost our sole means of showing individual taste when we dressed up in our Sunday uniform of grey suit, white shirt and school tie. It was very bold, among us, to wear the horizontally striped socks we called ringworms, especially if the stripes were pronounced in colour, and only older boys conscious of their appearance would dare to be seen in them; but every pattern and shade of sock was a matter for exhaustive analysis.

            
My first two years at Waitaki were not exactly happy ones, but they were not unhappy either. I was feeling my way into boarding-school life, instinctively casting about for friends, very slowly finding a place for myself. After a year I moved up into the Third Form and the senior school, a far wider field. The friends I gradually made were not in my form; some were older, a few younger; some were abler and well ahead of me, some slower and behind. I was never in forms where I had to measure myself against boys of unusual ability, so that I had no incentive to work hard. I Was able to keep well up in the form in several subjects without hard work; the school did not teach one to work; it offered, in fact, a very mediocre education. But I must qualify. The senior mathematics master, D. S. Chisholm, and the science master, C. M. Littlejohn, were very good teachers and undoubtedly men of ability and character; both became headmasters of other schools shortly after I left Waitaki; their subjects were simply ones I was not capable of learning. The junior mathematics master with whom I began seemed a flat-footed rather stupid martinet and was generally disliked; he had a brisk military walk and way of speaking, an elliptical head with blond cropped bristling hair, he dressed uncommonly well in brown suits mostly, his shoes shone with a military tan, and his nickname was Eggs. In the three mathematics and in chemistry and physics all I could manage was to scrape along somehow and pass exams with a few marks to spare, as I did eventually in matriculation.

            
The teaching of history was a travesty, although we used a reputable textbook of English history, Warner and Martin; we were required chiefly to learn dates, which I found easy, so that I fancied the subject interested me. I liked our manly young 

history master, Carl Zimmerman, good cricketer and handsome upright figure, blue-eyed with pale skin and black close-curling hair, who had indifferent health and perhaps some tender susceptibilities under a rather quick-fire manner and uncertainty of temper. The teaching of Latin can have been no better than that of history; I see the Latin master as a dim shambling creature whom no one treated very seriously. I had lost ground in the early stages of Latin in Dunedin, missing school through ill-health, and I lost more at Waitaki. It ought to have been easy for me to catch up, but the Latin master, Gwee, took no trouble to see that I did so. Nor did he give me interest enough in the subject to spur me to work on my own; no one did that in the Third Form. So my Latin remained patchy and ill-founded. What the subject might have been, how it was possible to teach it, I was shown on one occasion when Gwee was absent and the Rector took us for a few lessons. Through my awe of him I gathered that he saw Latin not as a dead language but a live one, in which real men spoke to each other, wrote about real events, and described what they themselves saw and handled and took part in — chariots and horses, weapons, encampments, debates, decisions, marches. But the veil descended again, and I was left as before in a fog of dead words and rules.

            
French was better taught. I think we were given a fair grounding in the language; but I cannot say it was made interesting or that I was attracted to it as I might have been by a spark of warmth and imagination. The junior French master was known as Tracker because he was said to wear rubber-soled shoes when making his round of the dormitories at night; very unfair. As for English, my best subject, I doubt if our teacher was very good, but I liked him and had no trouble in doing well. He was a shy smiling apple-cheeked rather prim young man — of course we thought him ancient — whose name was Crimp, and whom we called Freddie. He always wore butterfly collars (several masters wore them: it was still very correct), from which his tie arched discreetly down inside his waistcoat; just occasionally he sported socks of a modestly unconventional colour or design; he always seemed conscious of his clothes and blushingly sensitive about them. Once or twice when the class in collusion fixed all eyes throughout a lesson on his unusually bold tie or socks, 

he changed them before he appeared for the next lesson. I forget exactly how he taught. He took us through the parts of speech, parsing, analysis, construction and correction of sentences, from one of the standard grammar books of the time — it may have been Nesfield. I found this interesting enough and took it in my stride; in a rough and ready way I mastered it - I think the only subject I ever mastered at school; but when I had to re-learn in order to teach it some ten years later, I felt I was grasping it as a whole for the first time. Freddie Crimp set us essays on subjects that invited purple passages, which we readily obliged with, modelling them on the more conscious pages of Stevenson's 
Travels with a Donkey, which was still for him one of the great exemplars of style. He gave us more recent books to read too; I think the most advanced work in his repertoire was that of the essayist Alpha of the Plough (A. G. Gardiner), a writer already shadowy as a relic in the mid-twenties. But I heard that Mr Crimp caught up rapidly after my time, and brought later generations of Waitakians to Yeats and Eliot, and to the New Zealand writers of the thirties. He was a kindly good-hearted man whose mind if cautious was still partly open; he was the one form-master for whom I learned to feel affection, although I knew him only in class.

            
Education proper began at Waitaki in the Sixth Form, where the Rector taught English, Latin and history. It was plain from what friends told me (for I did not reach the eminence of the Sixth myself) that he was a born teacher and fine scholar with a genuine love of literature, whose eloquence was well able to communicate his enthusiasm. Those who learned from him received a thorough training, and a very personal one: education as he conveyed it was not a matter of subjects laid out dead and anatomized and cut up small for inspection, but a living interest passed from mind to mind; learning was not mechanical memorizing, but quickened curiosity, sympathy, understanding, and to understand was to love. He saw education as centred in humane letters, the foundations of which were English and Latin literature.

            
English literature was to be open to every boy in the school 

library. It was a meagre enough library, smaller and poorer than Grandfather's collection, but it contained some of the standard English poets, historians and novelists (novelists from Scott and Thackeray to Wells, Bennett and Galsworthy), and a miscellany of recent works of all kinds. The boys were encouraged to use it; they were expected to take out one book a week at least, a minimum which numbers of them never exceeded; some may not have read the one book they took out. As well as books the library included many magazines and newspapers. It was a range which might breed confusion or teach discrimination, but for most boys it was their introduction to the world's variety show, and served to encourage a number of diverse interests. I spent countless hours in the library, reading and browsing. If some of it was time wasted, I learned there too to find my way among books and magazines and to know what I wanted from time to time. I also read a few long books that I should never have read later, notably Sven Hedin's big 
Trans-Himalaya, prosy and yet fascinating, which gave me a lasting interest in Central Asia.

            
Waitaki had another kind of library, an informal one, that was taken more for granted than the library itself: I mean the pictures on every wall, in class-rooms and in corridors, on staircases and landings. A good many were photographs, of distinguished old boys and of former masters, of fifteens, elevens, prefects and the like, going back to the school's earliest days: its history was always to be present to us. And there were others of famous visitors, such as the Prince of Wales, admirals and soldiers, governors-general and prime ministers, which gave us a sense of the school's importance. But far outnumbering these were the prints — there must have been some hundreds of them — of paintings well-known and obscure which The Man had collected and framed at his own expense and given to the school. The prints (many of them Medici prints) would not be thought good ones today and many of the paintings must be out of fashion; but they formed a wonderfully rich pasture for boys to browse in. They familiarized us with scores of famous works, and by peopling the worlds of history and literature for us they made those subjects seem alive and close at hand; we lived in the air which they inhabited or which the painters had imagined for them.

            


            
The Man's taste was generous without being - I think — really wide or instructed; and he must have had to be careful not to hang pictures which might give cause for complaint by-foolish parents and a parochial board of governors. Hence there were no nudes and few Italian Renaissance works because those, I dare say, might have been thought offensively Catholic. But The Man seemed to prefer northern to Italian work. His special liking for Turner and Corot, the later, poetical Corot, was easy to see: there were Dutch portrait and family groups of the seventeenth century and English ones of the eighteenth, works by the Barbizon school (the impressionists and post-impressionists had not reached New Zealand then), by Gainsborough and Constable and Crome, by the English water-colourists and the pre-Raphaelites, and by Watts, Millais, Leighton, Alma-Tadema, Sargent, Whistler. In the library and elsewhere hung portraits of English poets and novelists; in the orchestra room portraits of great composers. In the south wing hung a group of pictures of Scott's last expedition, with a flag and other relics near at hand, which The Man set great store by; but I did not melt then towards the frozen south and did not want to read about its heroism and misery of cold; it took another generation — 
John Caselberg, Andrew Packard, Graham Billing — to make me see its splendour.

            
I had special affection for a small class-room next to the library (I think I spent my Fourth Form year there) on whose ink-stained walls hung prints of 
The Fighting Téméraire, of Millais's Ophelia floating and singing among the weeds and flowers of the willow-shadowed stream (which coloured much poetry for me at the time), and other pictures that just elude memory. I spent many hours out of school time reading, daydreaming, talking to friends by the winter fire and I think writing poems in that bare yet friendly room with the speaking presences on its walls. Memory makes it darkish, windows on two sides but no north window; I fancy it was lined with horizontal tongue-and-groove boards stained brown. It was small enough to be intimate; being just inside the door from the library steps it was almost at the centre of school life; consequently it came as near as a class-room could to seeming a citadel and a home.

*

          

          



* See poem 'Waitaki Revisited' in 
Disputed Ground
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one picture that I studied minutely, being often left alone with it, was of a large Dutch family group seated in a landscape, which hung outside the Matron's room; a rather stolid painting by Franz Hals of a decidedly stolid family, it weighed oppressively on my spirits, and helped to give me some distaste for Dutch work. Its heaviness increased my apprehension and suspense when waiting; its gloomy brownness sorted well with sickness and medicines. The Matron's room, at the top of the stairs that led up from the dining-rooms, on the way to the private wing and The Man's study, was one of the social centres of the school. Because of her position, the Matron was a kind of intermediary between the boys and the Rector and staff.

            
Miss White ('Dolly' if you wished to be familiar — but not in her presence) was a comfortably mature but still youngish woman; her face had the firm full soft lines of some of Renoir's women, pale skin over well-proportioned features, fine eyes; a ripely classical face; she was lovely without knowing it. We felt rather than saw her to be attractive, and linked her name with that of one of the eligible younger masters. She had a great fund of tenderness which she wisely guarded; she was not to be made use of, and can seldom have been fooled; although neither sharp nor suspicious she had won from experience enough quiet shrewdness to cope with almost any boy. I grew very fond of her, as did several of my friends; we trusted her and came to count her as a firm ally and I believe she felt some extra affection for us, although without any favouritism. She dealt every day with the usual cuts bruises sores infections and sicknesses; a small crowd waited for her attentions on most mornings before school, and again in the late afternoon; for some who felt they were hardly used her room was a refuge of sorts. There big and small, newcomer and prefect met, not on terms of equality indeed, but in a fresh relationship, as patients dependent on the same outside, feminine help. Miss White called every boy by his Christian name, in itself a softening touch, for the masters used surnames only, unless they got to know some senior well on the football or cricket field; and the boys used surnames more than Christian names, even to their friends, except in private or among small groups. This last was a matter of custom rather than strict convention, but it was generally followed, as 

one noticed by contrast in the Matron's room. Near at hand were the sick wards, quiet white rooms not much in use. Very rarely I visited a friend bedded there with some minor complaint; once or twice in my four years I spent a few days there myself. On one of those occasions, I think in my second year, a younger boy whom I scarcely knew was brought into the neighbouring ward after being hit on the head by a cricket ball; from time to time he moaned quietly to himself in unconsciousness, and I learned next morning that he had died during the night.

            
The admired ornaments of the school were less the prefects as such than those good footballers and cricketers who happened to be popular for their own sakes; but personal popularity, and prefectship too, usually went with skill in games. Brains alone, ability in school work, brought no respect; boys who happily combined brains and skill got most of their 
mana from the latter. But a decided 
mana seemed to attach to certain dynasties, in cases where the first of a family of brothers or cousins had distinguished himself enough to be remembered, if only from hearsay, and later ones showed at least a spark of similar quality.

            
Several dynasties flourished in my time; there were Douglases and Trotters, Hazletts, Menloves, Blundells (whose family owned the 
Evening Post in Wellington), Macallans, Nixons. The four Menloves, whose father farmed in Central Otago and whose mother was a daughter of Sir John Roberts, a well-known Dunedin figure, were richly brown-skinned, soft-featured boys, strong and fearless; I remember George, who must have been in my form, his red cheeks under the permanent tan and warm smiling mouth, hard-fisted, rather low-voiced, full of banter, a lover of the sun; we spent long hours lying together beside the swimming pool and basking in hollows among the gorse on the foreshore. Joe Harper (as happened in such dynasties, he had taken over or been given his elder brother's name and I don't remember that he was ever called by his own) was a form-mate whom I sat beside regularly in hall, the morning assembly of the whole school in the gymnasium before classes began, when we sang a hymn, repeated a prayer, and the Rector with the staff behind him on the dais made announcements for the day. I liked Harper rather impersonally because we worked together and thus shared certain interests, and because he interested, 

indeed fascinated me, being of a different species from myself. He in return saw me as of another species from his, but one for which I think he felt chiefly scorn, mixed a little with pity, if he knew pity; he didn't like me, but perhaps he didn't dislike me either; he was curious, as one is sometimes about those one has to work with, but I didn't interest him — he may not have felt much interest in other people. He was a dashing and heady forward who reached the first fifteen, and one of the best boxers of his time; he lived in action. He was never meant for conventional small-town life in Christchurch, but rather for adventure or soldiering in some remote outpost such as I read about in 
The Wide World, where that fanatical quality of his would be called into play and all the strong force of his nature could blaze unhindered out of those jewelled, naked eyes, which sought unknowingly, maybe, for eyes of a power equal to their own, and would find it only in death. A few years later I heard without surprise that he had been killed in an air crash in England (a reckless devil, a friend wrote).

            
Peter Shand belonged to still another dynasty, but did not seem to be running true to type, except that he was large, big-boned, strongly built. He held his broad shoulders very erect and walked as if aware of how he looked when Walking. His combination of seriousness and waywardness, of gaiety and melancholy, made him a delightful and unpredictable companion. He wore at times an arrogant scornful look; he was decisive, with strong tastes and dislikes, rough when necessary, unafraid and well able to look after himself; he was not a capable footballer and cricketer for nothing, when he took the trouble. He had a circle of devoted friends; no boy in the school was more courted. A few of those friends might seem to be hearties and nothing else, but some romantic streak drew them to Peter.

            
One of them, Tony Gough, older than the rest of us, a prefect and a rioted footballer, grew so deeply attached to him that it affected his work and even his games; he lay awake in the bed next to mine most of one night when Peter was ill once in the Sick Ward. Peter treated him now with affection, and now neglected him. Tony used to confide in me and I think in others; he had to talk about his distress, and ask our advice. He was a tender-hearted sentimentalist under his tough exterior. At 
nine-

teen, the oldest boy in the school, he had not yet passed his matriculation; he used to bewail the fact to me in his simpleminded way as we stood in the sun on the library steps talking about Peter. I couldn't help being fond of Tony, and he knew that my attachment to Peter did not make us in any way rivals.

            
On Thursday afternoons when we were free to do as we wished, it was rather the thing to go into Oamaru for afternoon tea or ices at one of the two or three tolerable tea-rooms in Thames Street. Peter and Tony often went together, sometimes on Tony's motor-bike; or one or two others, including myself, might be asked to join them. Peter and I when alone talked a good deal about poetry and showed each other what we were writing; I remember one piece describing the westward landscape from the school windows — pale fine tussock on the hills glowing silken like his hair — that I wrote when his fascination held me most strongly and I believed that I almost worshipped him. He began to write because I was writing; I doubt if he had written poetry before or perhaps even thought of doing so, yet his love of it seemed real enough.

            
We also, in a group which included a few of his circle and other people as well, read plays and acted them. We used for reading and rehearsal an intimate small room at the top of the staircase in the south building where were were reasonably sure of being private — there too 
James Bertram drew a pencil portrait of me. At the Dunedin Exhibition in 1925 Waitaki put on an evening's entertainment, the most important item, in our eyes, being a one-act play in which we had leading parts; Grandfather gave us a party afterwards at Manono, since I was the only Dunedin boy in the cast; towards the end, I remember, my father came in and rather damped the merriment.

            
With another friend, Dougal Abbott, my relationship to Peter was reversed; he was the steady and I the wilful, moody friend; although I treated him at times very unreasonably he showed no resentment, but was only puzzled and patient. Dougal was a steady rather unimaginative boy who spoke a little slowly, as if keeping his words separate, but he spoke well and pleasantly, so that one saw he came from a good home. We were good friends in a perfectly straightforward way and I behaved towards him like a foolish girl, refusing sometimes to 

sit with him or speak to him for two or three days, and enjoying his discomfiture. It was an act on my part; maybe I was imitating Peter and wanting to show my power as he did.
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Every stage of life we pass through, with the web of its ties and relationships, and with our contemporaries, elders and juniors graded in the particular hierarchy belonging to that stage — each one nevertheless appears to us, in an absolute sense, as the world, with our own activity and sensibility as actor and observer at the centre of it. To children, the outer world seems at first a mere projection of their inner world; only gradually do they learn that it has independent existence and affects directly, intimately and constantly all that they feel and think, all their wishes and activities. In adolescence at last they find that they are required to order their whole lives in conformity with the arrangements and demands of that outer world; it then becomes very hard indeed to reconcile and adjust the claims of inner and outer, and many people, perhaps a large majority, never strike a satisfactory balance between the two.

            
To me at school, Waitaki was The World. Or rather I should say that in my world, which was in fact wider than Waitaki, the school occupied a central and self-subsistent position. There were boys and staff, and there were outsiders. Life was full and complete as it was, and I thought of no other stage or way of living. The boys round me were persons as fully and completely as one adult is to another; if I felt in some of them powers still only latent I did not feel that they were 
undeveloped, for that sense of dawning powers in them strengthened their reality as persons. In our doings, interests and relations we exercised and expressed ourselves to the uttermost; we were straining out beyond ourselves, discovering and colonizing our own natures in discovering those of others similarly engaged; that common and mutual exploration engaged all our powers. To look back on the earlier stages of one's life is often to find them empty and poverty-stricken; but that is the view of the unimaginative outsider. As a rule each stage is self-satisfying and when it looks ahead, or even behind, it does so to increase its sense of life in 

the present. It may even wish life to be arrested and stand still, feeling that it will then be more abundant in the present. I remember thinking to myself once at university, in a moment of happiness and absorption, 'This is what life is: it will always be like this', although I knew well that I had little longer to spend there, and that the life I was leading was an exceptional, privileged one, which only a few people could ever hope to lead. Waitaki too absorbed me entirely. I do not think I have been happier since than I was in my last two years there, when I was beginning to find out my own special interests, had made friends for myself, and found a place of my own in the school.

            
Both at Waitaki and later at Oxford, I wanted to make a certain space round myself within which I could lead my own life. This is not everyone's aim. Some feel no need of it. To others it comes without their seeking; others again may want it, but to a very modest extent. There were boys at Waitaki who to my eyes seemed to live in a natural self-protective aura, unaware. One was Patrick Elliot, a much-loved and respected senior whose modest pride and candour — he was a natural aristocrat in manner and bearing — seemed a kind of goodness. Others were 
Ian Milner, The Man's eldest son, and Archie Douglas, swimmer and cricketer, son of an Oamaru doctor.

            
In most respects I was entirely conventional, and accepted the school's 
mores without question. But I had to work out a way of living which should be my own — would allow me to breathe and grow, that is — and yet fit in to the life of the school. This was made possible partly by chance, for I possessed none of the qualities which usually give a boy his own special place, particularly in a fairly tough school like Waitaki. First, as I have said, I got to know several older boys as friends, which gave me a certain independence. Then early in my first year I became one of the two junior school editors of the school magazine, 
The Waitakian, which came out twice a year, and for which I wrote as required scrappy paragraphs reporting debates and other non-sporting matters. When I moved up into the far larger senior school I was too insignificant to have any further connection with 
The Waitakian, and my name appeared in it officially no more. However in my second year a friend senior to me, I have forgotten who, happened to complain one day 

that everyone in his form had to write a poem, and he couldn't write poems. 'I'll write one for you,' I said at once without thinking, and gave him one called 'The Wind'. Incautiously, he copied it out and handed it in complete, for it was longer than it need have been. When his form master read it he said, 'You didn't write this, X. Who did?' The truth came out, the poem was sent to The Man, who had it printed in the next 
Waitakian; and thereafter, each time the magazine was being put together, he would tell me to go away and write a poem for it. Of a poem written later for 
The Waitakian I noted in a diary at the time that 'The Man does not like this as well as "The Wind". It is fifty times better.'

            
Once at least I escaped in this way the Saturday afternoon 'slushy' or forced labour in the school grounds for which The Man used now and then in winter to round up boys not more importantly engaged — not playing in football matches, that is. So I was marked out, as a kind of clever oddity I suppose, but it gave me a modicum of freedom. I hated rugger (Waitaki did not play soccer) because I was fearful of getting hurt, and I was hopeless at cricket, with too little natural aptitude to be worth instruction and coaching. But I was ready to watch, and interested when my friends were playing. It was exquisite pleasure on a warm summer's day to sit with friends on the grassy bank, backs to the school buildings, and watch good cricket being played on the wide field before us, with the sea beyond. The calm hissing sigh of the unseen small waves falling on the shingle could just be heard. In the clear-white of the players' clothes, in the deliberate leisured movements with which the game evolved over the green pitch, with crack of ball on bat in the stillness, easy voices calling, the occasional outburst of clapping (curiously small and brittle in the hollow air) at a fine stroke or ball, the murmured talk of the watchers, I found a deeply satisfying elegance and grace and sense of formal perfection which no other school activity offered.

            
I hated compulsory military drill in the cadet corps (there was a lot of it) more than anything else; everything associated with it was repugnant to me. I could run, not well but passably, and enjoyed the cross-country runs that took us up the near hills across the North Road.

            


            
One activity in which I took part readily and rose above the average, although not far above, was debating, which The Man did all in his power to encourage. Junior, intermediate and senior debates were held on Saturday evenings; 
The Waitakian sometimes reported them at length. The Man usually took the senior school debate. He was a masterly public speaker himself, speaking fluently and copiously in his fine deep voice. But he was too much given to oratory, too ready sometimes to impress parents or the public, and sometimes merely to raise a laugh from simple-minded boys, by his love of ponderous but rather empty latin-isms; he was tempted to turn a splendid gift into a trick. We admired, enjoyed, laughed at and often went in awe of the power of his tongue. He could use it to castigate. He could be scornful. But I do not remember that he was ever cruel.

            
He would stand before you reflectively when speaking to you alone, firmly upright and a little below average height, his handsome Roman head with the prominent nose and mouth that seemed to smile to itself a little abstracted, the dark eyes far away, slightly chafing his hands, and strike an exploratory chord or two, as it were, with a 'Well, you know, Charlie', before launching into several minutes of unbroken talk, which might be either quite serious or else touched with exaggeration and gentle bantering and which stirred you and made you laugh too and left you a little bigger than yourself. The school loved his talk, even if occasionally bored or irritated by it; it took a sort of proprietary pride in The Man; no other headmaster cut such a figure as he did; his forays to other towns seemed to us in the nature of triumphs, which we followed with keen interest.

            
It was in collecting material for our debating speeches that we chiefly used the solider journals in the library, such as the 
Round Table and 
Foreign Affairs. We ransacked them at such times and quoted authorities with no great judgement or discrimination, I suspect, and with little sense, in my case at any rate, of the ominous reality of the subjects. But the role of the League of Nations, the Japanese threat in the Pacific (the yellow peril was a perennial theme of debate), the necessity of the Singapore base, the White Australia policy, the future of the British Empire, were matters of deep concern to The Man, who wanted to make us too think about them. I had not heard them 

discussed among the family and I was only just beginning to read the daily newspapers, so that they were novelties to me. How little debates had taught me of the true state of the world I was to find out when I went to England. That does not mean that they were a waste of time. Quite the contrary. They were a valuable part of the education which Waitaki offered. Most of us would have been far more ignorant and at sea in the world without them.

            
One evening while I was speaking in a senior debate, in my third or fourth year, The Man suddenly stopped proceedings. From the low dais in the big classroom where the Rolls of Honour hang, the usual scene of those debates, I had been only half aware of an undercurrent of subdued talk and tittering at the back; it had not affected me in the least; I was quite unaware that it had anything 
to do with me. But now The Man turned to speak to those who were making the disturbance. To my complete surprise it appeared that they had been laughing at my way of speaking. The Man reproved them by saying, in effect, that there was no reason why boys should not speak as if they were educated, that it wasn't for everyone in the school to spend their lives tilling the soil in the fastnesses of rural Southland beyond the banks of the remote Aparima. The reproof was intended, but the rhetorical jest was designed to soften it. I don't think I was conscious then how I spoke, although very conscious of how other people spoke, at least if they spoke well; and it was true that about that time or a little earlier I had decided I wanted to speak in a way I admired in my aunts, and also in two cousins whom I had got to know lately when they came from school in England. The Man's intervention may have made me self-conscious about my speech. When I first heard my voice on the air I could not believe it was mine, and still I feel vaguely disturbed when hearing it because it seems to bear no relation to the self I am familiar with from within.

            
What finally won me freedom both to do what interested me and not to do what I disliked was a chance that I can only see as lucky. In the middle of my third year an abscess developed in my right leg. There seemed to be no cause for it; it simply 

came. I had to go home, my leg was operated on, and after I had convalesced for some weeks a second operation was found necessary, when the bone had to be scraped. This took place in a nursing home only a few minutes walk from Bankton, near the top of Royal Terrace, a big old stone house which had belonged to the Burnetts, a well-known part-Maori family.

            
My room holding two or three beds looked out towards the bush of the Town Belt, with no houses in view; nearer, beyond the garden wall, a semi-circle of tall Lombardy poplars and one or two aspen poplars lined the curving road. It was spring as I lay and watched those trees day by day putting forth their new veil of leaves, delicate vibrant wings formed out of the inert mass of the trunk. I have never watched trees so closely before; they became a large part of my life. I thought, talked, dreamed perhaps and tried to write poems about them. I forget whether I related them to another group of poplars which I used to pass in Heriot Row when being taken for walks as a child and in which I had first seen opossums; old trees with knotted trunks even then, they formed the garden wall of a house that I was to live in myself many years later, after they had grown old and rotten and been cut down. But I am sure I related them to the brilliant desert poplars and wide-branching airy aspens of Central Otago, which I knew already. Since that spring, poplars and aspens have seemed to me among the most beautiful of all trees, and symbolic in combining superb power and reach with leaves so finely hung that they breathe and dance when no other living thing registers any motion of the air.

            
I was reading Keats then, in an old square pocket selection which had been Mother's; the frontispiece reproduced Severn's tender miniature of the young poet as he looks up from writing, with chin on hand and far-away eyes. I was deep in his spell, he was the first poet I came to know as a person. Mary and Dora de Beer had just given me for my sixteenth birthday Sidney Colvin's big life, and now I wanted a complete edition of the poems. With a little delay I was given one, but there was a story behind the delay, which Mary told me long afterwards. My father was worried by my absorption in reading and writing poetry; he was afraid I might be getting false ideas about my future; I was old enough now to be thinking seriously what I 

was going to do in life. I was not simply his only son, I was the eldest grandchild in the family and the two other boys of my generation were much younger; none of the de Beers had married and Esmond, the youngest, was now thirty and marked out as a scholar, to the scandal of those who thought like my father; so that a good deal seemed to turn on me. He said as much to the family and asked them not to encourage harmful tendencies by giving me any more books of poetry.

            
One Sunday evening over supper at Manono the question of the complete Keats I had asked for came up. My father wanted to forbid my having it. Trying the indirect method and by way of a diversion, Mary said teasingly, 'But, Hymie, if you don't let the boy have it, he'll get a complex.' This was a glance at my father's deference to all things scientific. Scientists were lawgivers, for him, because they dealt in facts and their facts were the only realities that counted. His attitude to science was, or seemed, as naïve as that of a fundamentalist in religion. He gave it his total adherence, and tried to understand it by reading a number of the better popular books on different sciences. So he took Mary's sally seriously; and I got my complete Keats.

            
Some months earlier 
my aunt Emily had given me Methuen's 
Anthology of Modern Verse, an extremely popular collection then and my introduction to 
Rupert Brooke, Flecker, de la Mare, early Yeats, Edward Thomas, Hardy, Sassoon, Owen and others; not long afterwards Grandfather gave me the 
Oxford Book of English Verse, strangely ignoring (it seems) my father's wishes. But later in the year when I had returned to school my father wrote to me about the danger of deluding myself, and drifting, and wasting my life; I must not imagine that I was a born poet. I 
did imagine it, but I could not be sure, and wished I were a Tennyson, who was so clearly a poet born, a poet with a message. For as my father said to me once, some years later, 'If you're a poet, you must have a message. What's your message?' Silence. 'You haven't got a message! All right. Then you can't be a poet.' I was crushed utterly. The answer, the only answer, that the poetry is the message, did not come to me until long enough afterwards to be of no use; and I doubt whether I could have delivered it with sufficient conviction in face of his assured scepticism.

            


            
It was on conscious scientific premises too, very probably, that I was introduced to sex; but really because we understood each other so little that my father could not talk to me about it directly. He said to me one day that he wanted me to go to his office with him; as so often, he gave no reason, which as usual made me fearful and apprehensive. Without explanation he sat me down in a corner to read some squalid little book on elementary biology, which he no doubt assumed would teach me those facts of life that he did not feel able to tell me about; a wonderfully scientific procedure. I was frightened and mystified: the book meant nothing to me: I was not in a state of mind to take in coolly what it said, all the less since this was apparently intended to convey more than met the eye. So far as I remember, my father did not repeat this experiment, nor did he ever refer to sex again. The subject was obviously unmentionable, one that people like ourselves did not talk about, associated with shame and guilt; and so it became for me henceforth. I was all the more repelled by the schoolboy smut whose crude ugliness reduced it to a dirty little secret.

            
When my friends discussed sex they did so openly, but lightly and glancingly, admiring someone's swinging tail or brave knackers or referring to a love affair, assuming that the whole business was well-known and could be taken for granted. I was too ashamed of my ignorance to ask for enlightenment, and too confused, guilty and apprehensive to be struck by the contrast between their attitude and my father's. The fog I moved in was pervasive. Grandfather used a mysterious, baffling expression when he wanted to relieve himself: he spoke of going to 'pumpshe' — or that is how I always heard it. What the word really was I could never make out; was it a German expression from his youth? or a family one? but I heard no one else use it; and since one did not speak about such matters I was unable to ask (although he, no question, would have told me with a laugh, unembarrassed). It was only in middle age, after Grandfather's death, that I came upon the old phrase 'to pump ship', and at once understood him.

            
When I returned to Waitaki I had still to take some care of my leg and was excused both military drill and games, and left 

blissfully free. The future which troubled my father did not exist for me; I believe I hardly gave it a thought. The present was so full and so deeply satisfying that I had neither time nor wish to think ahead. Work of course formed the centre of school life, but I lived increasingly in a climate of friendship and poetry.

            
I recall the names of friends with whom I was intimate for months or even years, yet their faces do not come back; and I recall familiar faces I can put no name to. I think of a number of them with affection, but we have long moved into different worlds, and if we met now we should meet as strangers. My relationship with other friends was of a kind that nothing effaces.

            
Our lives were given an extra dimension when The Man's only daughter Winsome left school (she had been boarding at Archerfield in Dunedin) and came to live at home before going to university. She was the eldest of the family; Ian followed, then two younger boys. Their home was a sad one. The Man had married a lovely and charming woman whose family had a history of mental instability; they were very much in love and he had ignored advice warning him against the marriage. The warnings had been borne out. Mrs Milner had become unstable herself, a prey to melancholia. Her state of mind was unpredictable. The Man was too preoccupied with the school and his other activities, and perhaps too impatient, to be able to nurse his wife through her low times, and Ian proved to be the only one of the family who could help her; so that she and The Man came more and more to rely on him.

            
How much private life the family had, I as an outsider, and a mere boy, could not judge, although I was often in their house and came to know Winsome and Ian well; it was my impression that they had very little, during the school year. Ian and Hugh, and John the youngest later, boarded in the school like anyone else; The Man sometimes seemed to treat Ian rather harshly, as if to prevent any suspicion of favouritism, and even because Ian was abler, but also gentler than most shrinking boys; also perhaps to conceal his affection for one so lovable. Infantile paralysis struck John in my third year, when he was quite young, but in time he made a good recovery. Owing to Mrs Milner's unreliability of mood The Man went his own way, and seemed to shut her out of his life, she was often unwell and I think kept 

a good deal to her own room. She could not be counted on to help receive the distinguished visitors whom The Man enjoyed entertaining; but with her great natural charm she always appeared to me and my friends very kind, gentle, rather vague; we thought her lovely and pathetic.

            
Into this somewhat subdued but fairly orderly household Winsome brought a charge of raw electricity. She was a high-spirited intense girl equally devoted to riding, swimming and tennis, and to poetry and romance. She saw whatever interested her in a romantic light; when she was reading history later at Canterbury College I remember her quoting to me with typical ardent relish Guedalla's phrase 'the gas-lit tragedy of the Second Empire'. She walked in long strides like a man, badly, her shoulders hunched forward suggesting inarticulate passionate determination, but her small shapely head with delicate Roman nose, sleek brown hair parted in the middle and dark eyes that glowed smokily were all woman. She spoke in a low deep voice, rather far back in her throat, rolling her words meaningfully. Although she lived in the private wing, and in the front grounds which were normally out of bounds to us, we saw her as she strode along the drive in riding breeches, she played tennis with some of the seniors on the private court set among willows near the railway line, and soon she was taking part in the life of my group of friends.

            
As a matter of course she met prefects and members of the first fifteen and eleven. The hearty extroverts among them did not draw her for long. But the tough-and-tender, sentimental Tony touched a romantic maternal chord in her; his deceptive cragginess held more interest and appeal for her than the average personable boy offered. This led to further conferences, notes and assignations. Peter she already knew, through his family, and he alone I fancy of our circle suffered no attachment to her. She drew all the rest of us; it would have been surprising if we had not felt her attraction. We were able to meet her briefly in Miss White's room or in the passage outside, close to the private wing; and we could meet more easily in the Sick Ward if any of us happened to be unwell, as I was several times for a few days before my leg settled down again. There I had many visitors, Winsome among them, and we were free to talk, quote poetry, 

and play poker and five hundred; Winsome or sometimes Mrs Milner would bring us supper. But Winsome's visits were stopped later thanks to the interference of a junior master. My thoughts were full of her and in one way or other we managed to meet often; I wrote letters to her, sent her the poems I was writing all the time (I often wrote during prep in the evening), she encouraged me and lent me books (Shaw, Galsworthy, 
William Morris), we talked about books and friends.

            
One of The Man's regular activities was his Literary Class, the lectures he gave for the 
w.e.a. He lectured on English literature, choosing subjects like Yeats and the Irish Renaissance, the Brownings in Italy, Mark Rutherford, Child Verse, Robert Bridges; and on drama — the drama evenings I remember were usually every second Wednesday in the winter term. He used to take a few interested sixth formers, and myself, not only to hear his lectures, which he illustrated with readings — he was a fine and to me sometimes a thrilling reader — but to read for him and 
to enact plays. These had 
to be rehearsed; if there were women in the cast Winsome and friends of hers took part and rehearsals were held in the Milners' drawing-room; so we read plays by Galsworthy, Synge, Yeats, Drinkwater. Sometimes we boys bicycled into Oamaru and had supper there afterwards by ourselves; at other times we drove in with the Milners, Mrs Milner too accompanying us occasionally, and then we might return to their house for supper, either to a more formal one with the adults in the drawing-room, or a more intimate one upstairs in the old nursery. Peter, Ian Milner, Desmond Greenslade, Luke Hazlett, Trevor Evans, the Bertrams and I and one or two others went regularly to the Literary Class; and there I could count on meeting Winsome.
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A fresh phase of my life began when 
James Bertram and I met. He came to Waitaki with his elder brother Bruce in my second year; although a year younger he was two years ahead of me, because of my childhood illness and his exceptional ability. His parents were New Zealanders who had been living in Sydney; his father, a Presbyterian minister, had now been called to St 

Paul's church in Oamaru, where I generally went on Sunday with John Laing and other friends. James and Bruce began as day boys and became boarders in my last year, when their parents moved to Auckland.

            
James was a new kind of boy in my experience. A little shy and withdrawn at the start, he was soon taking part in most school activities — he was a good cricketer and footballer, he spoke unusually well in debates, he drew with assurance and won prizes for drawing, and topped his form in English and other subjects. Besides writing both prose and verse with extraordinary fluency, he had an innate feeling and insatiable thirst for poetry which I had not met before; it seemed the strongest passion of his life. It gave our friendship an emotional, romantic tone which set it apart from other friendships, as James in my eyes was set apart from other boys by his special gifts. Because he was so much my senior at school, larger and more assured, and in every way so much more capable than I, he always seemed to me older, an elder brother, and a little protective towards me, for which I loved him the more. He had immense appetite not for poetry alone but for all he read; and he read fast, understood quickly, where I felt myself slow and laborious. He had either been better taught than I throughout school, or had worked much harder, because he seemed far more solidly grounded in every subject than I was. Coming from a manse too he grew up with a sound grasp of Christian belief and practice, an intellectual and moral foundation which I lacked and continued to feel the lack of.

*

            
James was a year senior to 
Ian Milner and a year older. When both moved into the Sixth Form they became close friends, and my friendship with Ian came through James. Until then I had admired and respected Ian, but thought of him chiefly as The Man's son and then as Winsome's brother, and we had known each other little. Now I found that Ian was entirely himself, and that the distinct aura he wore was that of a nature as strong and deep as it was unassuming. He seemed to shun any display, almost to conceal and deprecate himself; even his gaiety was relatively sober and subdued. He spoke tentatively, hesitantly, 



* For a later view of Waitaki and this particular relationship, see poem 'To J.B. at Forty' in 
The Estate



as if uncertain of his meaning and of the words to fit it; he wrote with similar indirectness, and in a rather hasty, sketchy, provisional hand which contrasted with James's, small, economical, and controlled. Ian's father overshadowed him, not so much because of his position as by his powerful, outgoing personality. With that, Ian did not try to compete. Perhaps it forced him into himself; you felt that he was essentially a private person, even when he came prominently into the public eye. And the sadness of his parents' life, his mother's instability and suffering, seemed to be reflected in his thoughtfulness, his concern for other people, the compassion always to be felt in his attitude, a quality very rare in boys. Outwardly he took no pride in himself or his achievements, which were substantial but almost deliberately unspectacular; he dressed with excessive quietness and was always neat, but otherwise took little care of his appearance.

            
Ian's pride was of that inward silent deeply-rooted variety that goes with instinctive knowledge of good and evil, immediate recognition where one's duty lies, and unquestioning acceptance of responsibility. He had everyone's respect and trust, and was loved by many who knew him very little. He was one of those who hold society together with no thought of doing so, and are quite unaware of their influence. He was hard-working and exceptionally able, a sound cricketer, a fine swimmer and at most other sports a good general all-rounder; as if on purpose, he seemed never to allow himself to shine. His love of poetry burned more quietly than James's; he was a good debater, with a steady interest in public affairs. He and James became a David and Jonathan in devotion, more so after I left. James often wrote to me about him. He was anxious about the burden that fell on Ian of looking after his mother, because The Man relied implicitly on Ian's understanding and his willingness to meet all the demands made on him; his school work and indeed his health, if not his own stability, seemed likely to suffer from the strain. Ian's innate humbleness appeared to us Franciscan. Neither of us had met it before.

            
When James and I discovered our common love of books, especially of poetry, and encouraged each other's writing, the world took on a new aspect for me. My aunts and Mary and Dora had always been interested in my poems and sympathetic, 

and The Man had wanted me to write, but rather for official purposes, to help fill 
The Waitakian; until now, no friend had shared my absorbed love. Peter's interest was for him, I felt, an interest, one among many, and might not last; for me, poetry was the air I breathed; it was not a subject I might give my attention to for an hour, or even a day; it compelled my attention through everything I did; it possessed me. I had never been able to speak of this before and perhaps I could not now say as much explicitly; but James and I understood one another, we knew where our thoughts dwelt and what our hearts were set on.

            
I forget what dreams we indulged in and whether we imagined a future in which we should play large parts; for myself I believe any future I may have imagined was simply a means of enhancing life in the present; I was too ignorant of what normally follows school life, being very immature for my age. For James it may have been different. He was more practical, and probably a good deal closer through his parents to the facts of adult life. Grandfather assumed my interest in the family business and my father wanted me to follow him in the law, but I shrank from any talk about them and about my future, while my distance from my father cut me off from much of the world. I did not know what I wanted; but already I was pretty sure what I did not want.

            
James shared his love of poetry with his mother, and he began taking me home with him to Sunday dinner after church. There on the south hill, looking over Oamaru and the sea, we talked and quoted and read and planned, kindling one another's enthusiasm; and Mrs Bertram, loving-hearted and tenderly fervent, dreamed for us a future in which we would be powers for good in the world, I as a poet, James perhaps as a teacher or even a statesman.

            
It was not I think simply a literary future that Mrs Bertram foresaw for us. Our friendship was not exclusively literary. The tendency of debates at Waitaki, and of The Man's own interest, was not just to promote acquaintance with international affairs. He believed ardently in the British Empire and in the League of Nations; for him they were the twin pillars of world society; and he therefore supported both the Navy League and the League of Nations Association. But the Navy League came first, a branch of it had been formed in the school and its doings were 

reported among school activities in each number of 
The Waitakian. The Man kept in touch with the headquarters of the League in London and made sure that any of its representatives who visited New Zealand should visit Waitaki; governors-general, naval attaches, commanders of squadrons and ships, masters-at-arms, all came to talk to the school, to be feted, and to be impressed by the earnestness of its devotion to the cause and by the forceful personality and eloquent zeal of its Rector. To spread interest in its work, the League and its branches promoted essay competitions for which it offered prizes, some to be awarded in every form within the school, others to be competed for by any school in Otago and any school in New Zealand. James and I being good essay writers had regularly to enter for these competitions, in which he generally won a prize. Writing such essays became a matter of course to James, if not tome; but the reading and thinking entailed began to give him ideas of his own on international affairs. He and 
Ian Milner, and one or two others, rapidly developed in this way, and before they left Waitaki they were taxing The Man with the logical impossibility of supporting both Navy League and League of Nations; logic that failed to move him. That was in the future. But it was not wholly fanciful of Mrs Bertram to see James, at least, taking some part in public affairs in a few years time as one of a number of young men with constructive ideas and determination to improve the state of the world. The war was only seven years behind, many people still looked forward in hope, and a great opportunity seemed to be waiting for our generation.
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I seemed at that time to be leading several distinct lives, with a different friend or group of friends. I did not deliberately keep one friendship or relationship separate from another; this happened of itself, so that I became involuntarily the centre of a network of relationships. My sense of this has grown and deepened, in such a way that I have often felt myself in later years to be no more than a focus or meeting point for a number of otherwise unrelated worlds.

            


            
The process began, I feel sure, in my need to protect myself from my father. I had to have a life of my own secure from his scrutiny and his withering criticism. Often at week-ends when I was home for the holidays he would return from a day's golf, flushed with success, to find my sister and me quietly reading inside. I suppose we greeted him coolly or uncomprehendingly, and in my case I am sure with some reserve and disquiet, which may well have made him feel that his prowess and success were not appreciated and have quickly damped his exuberance. His first question, an almost invariable one, on weekdays or at weekends, I anticipated with hollow heart; this was the question that would be put to me at the Last Judgement, and the result was pre-ordained; then as now I would be found wanting. 'Well, and what have 
you been doing today?' My father's tone was cold, critical, disappointed, disapproving. He had been out in the fresh air, taking exercise, showing his skill, mixing with other men, proving himself in the world. This was what was expected of a man, as a good member of society. But we, and more particularly I — it was obvious that we had not been spending our time in any such worthy, healthy, profitable manner; we had been stuck indoors with our noses glued to books, and eating between meals, no doubt, and taking no exercise. If we tried to explain, if we'd been out with friends, or had gone walking on Saturday afternoon with Grandfather and the de Beers, or dined at Manono on Sunday, or played at home in the garden, it was always an inadequate, inferior, unworthy occupation. 'I see', he might answer, all the unspoken criticism that we already knew by heart expressed in the dull flat tone of the phrase.

            
While Lel shrugged the matter off, answering lightly, untouched, I could never help shrinking. The question struck at some deep-seated sense of guilt in me which once wakened left me raw, heavy with shame, incapable of defending myself. It was not that I was made to look wrong in my own eyes, but that I was proved wrong in the eyes of the world, of all external authority, as represented by my father. I have never since been able to face external authority of any kind without feeling that I am again in the same situation, which is indeed the relationship in which I must always stand towards external authority; that I have been judged beforehand, that I am proved guilty by the 

very fact of having to appear before authority, whether it be school-master, tutor, professor, doctor, bank clerk, barber, policeman, official, passport officer, head waiter, commissionaire. My father's question regularly put an end to my content or pleasure in what I happened to be doing. It left me ill at ease, yet did not deflect my instinctive urge and determination to lead my own life as best I could, hidden, alone, in silence.

            
Before we were given our weekly pocket-money at home we had from an early age to make a kind of confession, telling my father what bad things we had done during the week, accusing ourselves, so that he might judge whether we deserved the money. Lel often treated this as a game, playfully, coaxingly, standing between my father's knee as he sat and putting her head of dark curls on one side as she smiled at him from under her lashes. But for me it was deadly serious. I was, again, being judged. I could not, in such circumstances, invent misdemeanours when none came to mind, as Lel did; I could not tell the things that really mattered to me — my father would not have understood — but only those surface infringements of rule, custom or manners which bulked large no doubt in everyday life yet in most cases took on no special meaning for me. When I genuinely had nothing to confess, it seemed to me that I was still being accused. So the practice entailed all the bad features of confession with none of its benefits. It was not true confession, it brought no relief and no absolution.

            
My life at Waitaki, the part of it that meant most to me, was entirely hidden from my father. I could not possibly have spoken to him about it. It would have conveyed nothing to him, yet would have shocked him. He knew several of my friends, meeting them either when he visited school and took us out to dine in Oamaru or go picnicking, or when one or other of them came to stay with me at home in the holidays. But he did not know them as I knew, them, and I am certain that he had no inkling of the strength of the relationship that bound me to Peter and to Dougal, to Tony, to James, to Winsome. A few years later, when it was clear to James and me that ours was a friendship of the deepest and most lasting kind, he was foolish enough in a moment of heat to speak disparagingly of it as a temporary, ephemeral relationship without reality, which was not to be 

compared with family relationships and would soon mean nothing to me. That was blindness of a sort I could not forgive; it convinced me that my friendships belonged to a world far from his, and that I must make my life in that world, outside his knowledge and control.

            
My father wanted me, and Lel too, to live by his light, under his direction, to live in short not for ourselves but for him. He knew best what was good for us; if we had ideas that disagreed with his that just showed how ignorant and foolish we were. He used to complain, to me and to others of the family, that when I was with him I shut up like an oyster, so that he had no idea what went on inside me, what I thought or what I wanted. The reproach shook me, at first: guilty again. But later I found some satisfaction, even if guilty satisfaction, in thinking of it. My desperate strategy had been successful, then: I had preserved my life, my real life: it was mine, and mine alone. But I had shut him out only because I was forced to, instinctively, in self-defence; he had made it impossible for me to be free and open with him, to be myself. It seemed to me later that because of this I had had no childhood. In middle age, when I came to understand the loss to us both, I knew simply that I had had no father, and he no son.

            
The various lives I led at Waitaki were of course not separated from one another in the way that my outward life as seen at home was separated from my whole private life. They touched and overlapped at a dozen points and yet were undoubtedly distinct. They might have been distinguished according to the hours of the day, simply by time and place, as: early morning, bath-house; then hall; school; baths or foreshore in the afternoon; library later; tea; prep, or Literary Class and supper, or debates, all in different places; dormitory. It was astonishing to be able to pack so much variety of social life and communication into a fixed daily timetable; but five minutes with one group of friends, ten minutes with another, and the day grew big with meaning; momentous exchanges could take place in next to no time. Time and place alone cannot then distinguish adequately, although they are essential to the full distinction that would have to be made.

            
It might have seemed two quite different parts of me, almost 

two persons, for example, that danced under showers with friends in the evening and sat stewing in hot baths early in the morning with boys who were decidedly not my chosen friends. Every boarder was supposed to take a hot shower once a week. The hot water had to be turned on for two nights running, and we were called out from prep in turn; as one boy came back rubbing damp hair with a towel another would go out. The bathhouse contained one large room holding three or four baths set in the middle and a line of showers against one wall, and as well two smaller compartments holding only a few showers each. On these nights the whole house soon filled with steam, from the concrete floor up. It eddied round the lights and their white china shades so that the glare they gave off was dulled in the moving clouds and seemed to drift unevenly over the baths and through and above the showers along the back wall. A dozen bodies were twisting and turning, stretching up, bending down, crouching, jumping, soaking in the jets of hot water that streamed over them and off them. Bodies white, pink, brown, some turning to salmon or lobster as they grew hot in the water and steamy air. Laughing, shouting, talking we soaped and scrubbed, gasped, swallowed, goggled, spluttered. Those who had finished or knew their time was up snatched towels and rubbed themselves dry.

            
On the morning after shower nights, enough water was usually left for a few hot baths, and boys who woke early would fill the baths and lie in them for an hour or more until the bugle summoned us at 7 o'clock. Two, three, four or more would cram into a bath, sometimes able to soak luxuriously, sometimes almost shivering when only a few inches of luke-warm water remained. It was younger boys who indulged in this pastime; I do not remember that seniors joined in; it was unusual even to see them there at that hour of day, and I recall the surprise one morning of seeing a powerful piratical footballer come in for a shower, and the vine tendril of dark hair that curled up his belly from bush to navel. I must have given up going after my second year, when I had found friends and no longer cared to spend time with just anybody.

            
It was one of the virtues of Waitaki that within its fixed timetable life was not over-regulated. This meant that nobody was 

forced to work hard, or not before reaching the Sixth Form. But those who wanted to work had time and opportunity, and while generally looking down on swots unless they were also good at games, the school was tolerant enough not to penalize them. Some very able recent old boys were held up to us as examples; and in James and half-a-dozen others Waitaki now had a group of boys that any school might have envied. I did not shine in a regular way, except at English, and I was of no importance in the school, even in my last year being only a fifth-former slightly above the average at work but playing no games; I must have seemed the clever eccentric rather than the really gifted boy who worked steadily and whose present performance promised greater things to come.

            
We prized our freedom most, perhaps, because it gave us time to sit in the sun. We were sun-worshippers. The Oamaru air is clear, but winters there are sharp and cold easterlies spoil many a fine day; the sun was never too much with us. We loved baring our bodies to it and to each other; we admired sun-burnt bodies and despised white ones and spent long hours carefully darkening our skins with the aid of creams and lotions. The school uniform of navy blue serge shorts and open-necked grey flannel shirt gave us opportunity. On parade in summer, while sleeves had to be rolled up above the elbow, only the collar button must be undone. But it was not the thing to wear a singlet under one's shirt; in winter one put on a jersey over it; and shirts were usually worn unbuttoned, open to the waist. We did not wear clothes to hide our bodies; and, naked, we were fully clothed in nakedness, which was perfectly natural to us.

            
We knew one another's bodies from summer hours of swimming and lying in the sun by the baths, where we wore nothing, better than we knew one another's minds. It was the humorist Morry Sands with his grinning monkey-face — broad mouth, small eyes twinkling out of crevices of skin, flat ears — the capering charming light-of-spirit Morry, who first made me aware of the Tightness and sufficiency of nakedness; lean, agile flat-bellied, narrow-waisted, he took such comical pride in his angular suppleness beside the baths as he stretched, bent, somersaulted, turned Catherine wheels, walked on his hands, all of a piece from head to foot, the light foam of his young bush 

the same shade as his sallow-brown skin and lank brownish hair, that he seemed clad in transparent armour. For years after I left school it seemed to me that I did not know my friends properly until I knew their bodies too, from swimming and sunbathing with them.

            
The sun itself clothed and armoured us as we soaked ourselves in it, sleek as cats. It was with one luxurious sun-lover, a long brown sleepy-eyed fellow who swam easily and strongly and played in the first eleven, but rather idled his way through school and seemed to our sharply critical judgment an empty mind, lazily self-indulgent, that Winsome fell disastrously in love in my last year. The affair dragged out, an unhappy attachment, almost an infatuation, which all of us who knew felt could not end well. Winsome was obsessed with the notion of fate, believing that any happiness one found must be paid for in suffering and deprivation. She injected her mood of fascination and foreboding into all she read, heard, and spoke of. The jazz songs to which she introduced me then still, when I hear them again, bear that heavily charged mood of hers. At Amberley during the September holidays I played them over and over by the log fire in the big living room, 'Barcelona', 'Picador', and 'Valencia' which seemed particularly hers, as I read my newly acquired copy of Flecker's 
Collected Poems, which she too loved, the dark romantic Flecker who wore a chrysanthemum over one ear and made us free of a fantastic eastern Mediterranean world that existed only in his poems. The holiday passed in a glow of picnics and walks, long drives with Uncle Tom, parties, a dance, over and through it all the loving gaiety and charm of my aunt in her roomy house (enlarged since I first knew it) with its handsome rugs and deep chairs, its pictures and books and gramophone records, its plentiful country food. I was still living in a boy's dream, the present my whole world and no thought for the future.

          

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Indirections: A Memoir 1909-1947

Chapter Five — Southern Lakes





          
Chapter Five


          
Southern Lakes

          

            
17

            

every summer since the end of the war we had gone away from home for the holidays. My father sent us off with our housekeeper Carty for six weeks, following himself just before Christmas, for the law holidays. The summer of 1919 we spent at Warrington, on the green cool coast about twenty miles north of Dunedin, bathing on the long sand beach that almost shuts off the Waitati inlet from Blueskin Bay, walking rough paddocks and narrow winding roads, through the heavy shade of macrocarpas and the grey-green airy shade of ngaios. At a bonfire on New Year's Eve, the Kaiser was burned in effigy; it was a popular occasion to which everyone in the small holiday settlement came, many of them Dunedin people whom we knew. I can just remember feeling excited and yet vaguely disturbed by it.

            
The summer following we went for the first time into the dry clear air of Central Otago, to Wanaka. In the hotel near the lake, our small rooms opened onto the garden with its rare old mulberry tree, its beds of poppies blazing in that clear hot sun, roses that rushed into bloom and died almost in a day, delphinium and clarkia, hollyhock and nasturtium. With Carty and our hotel acquaintances we spent much of our day beside the lake, in the green shade of the small thick willow trees along the shore, which rose in low ridges of pale shingle formed by the different levels of the water. We bathed, read, sailed boats, made harbours. When my father joined us we were more active. He wanted to see everything in the district, to meet people of all sorts, to talk and inquire; he was full of interest and curiosity, and impatient of my readiness to do nothing, that is to play and read and daydream. We would have seen little of the district 

without him; he took us for expeditions, picnics and visits, walking, driving and by launch.

            
We scrambled up Mt Iron, a small islanded outcrop about a mile from the township, so placed that on its top you stand in a great basin among the mountains and snow peaks into whose fastness the two lakes, Wanaka and Hawea, thrust their keen blue winding arms, half hidden among declivities. The hill is a pointed jutting ridge of rock, steep on three sides, with rough screes of glittering grey mica schist and a patchy fell of matagouri thorn, bushes of sweet-briar and elder, bleached thin tussock. It rises nearly a thousand feet above the half-desert land about it, a wilderness of poor tussock and broad, roundish pads of scab-weed in many shades of exquisite silvery grey-green, palest ice-blue and dewy glaucous chalk-white. Further off lie parched hillsides, rough with rocks, half grown over with manuka bushes, which at dusk seemed to move and flow with the multitude of rabbits running upon them; for a moment the illusion held me astonished and bewildered. Higher and farther yet on every side the great rough mountains rose, smooth and tawny or bare and gleaming with rock or blue and soft as cloud, crowned with pinnacles of rock and snow and glacier fields bright and small in the distance. Sometimes when the air was very still the report of an avalanche rang faint and sharp from twenty or thirty miles away. Then one noticed that the whole world seemed to be held in rapt attention, mountains valleys rivers lakes ice and rock and harebell and lichen quivering in the heat and trembling with inward expectancy through all the vast transparent distances in which near and far, sound and silence, were no longer to be distinguished, absorbed in the presence and simultaneity of all things; a condition that, as soon became apparent, was not simply momentary, but persisted and was always so, quite independent of one's awareness of it.

*

            
One day we took the small launch that plied up the lake and picnicked on Manuka Island, where the long north arms open out. Lel and I were surprised and excited to find a small lake high up on the island among manuka and rocks, and little rock islets in that lake, and I was intrigued by the suggestiveness of that series of one thing inside another, to which there seemed 

no necessary end. The launch after dropping us had gone on to fetch wool from one of the farther stations, Minaret or Albert Burn or Makarora. It returned laden almost to the gunwhale with seventeen huge square bales which were piled in all the available space, barely leaving room for us passengers. On the way back we were overtaken by a violent storm, which quickly beat the lake into waves; pitching through them as they swelled rapidly past, again and again the launch was nearly swamped. Above our heads, lightning in white sheets lit up for a blinding instant whole parallelograms and inclined planes in the clouds, as if its light were reflected obliquely from their grained metallic surfaces, and in white-hot knotted forks seared the flesh of the black billowing clouds; it was so terrible I hid my face; then black thunder broke and seemed to tear the clouds apart with a fearful report as if ripping up the huge fabric of space, so that I half expected the whole cloudy architecture to come hurtling down and crush the earth, drowning us instantaneously. Fierce rain fell suddenly. My father pushed us inside into a tiny space beyond the motor hot with the sickening smell of oil and petrol, but stayed outside himself with the skipper. The launch heaved and we clung to our seats as the waves rushed past, the motor beat its urgent drum steadily although every few minutes the screw threshed wildly out of water, and all the time we peered from our dark shelter past the giant bales towards the ominous dusky rent of light astern where I felt our hope and safety to lie. My father seemed to enjoy the adventure and his only anxiety was on our account. But the launch held on its course, and delivered us safely.

            
Next summer we went to Lake Wakatipu and boarded in a private house at Frankton, to which we returned every year afterwards until my schooldays ended. We had enjoyed Wanaka, but probably none of us felt that a hotel was the best place to stay on holiday. It must have been expensive too; private board would be decidedly cheaper, and my father with his growing practice (after the war he took on a partner, Mr Norman Thompson) did not spare money yet preferred I think to live quietly and be independent and save and plan for the future.

            


            
In Queenstown we had family friends of fifty years' standing. There was old Mr Hotop the chemist, Mrs Laing's father, whose shop stood on the corner of Ballarat Street and Rees Street, close to Eichardt's Hotel. And there were Gertie and Kitty Geisow, lifelong friends of Mother and my aunts, who used to visit us in Dunedin and now made us free of their house and acted as our guides to the district. It was they who found us board with Mrs Southberg and her daughters a few yards from Kawarau Falls (not yet dammed and bridged), where the lake flows into the Kawarau River, its only outlet.

            
Mrs Southberg was an old woman with a strong shrewd kindly leathery peasant face, deeply sunburned and wrinkled; such faces are rarely to be seen now among white New Zealanders. She held herself very erect, moved slowly and stiffly, and was active in a quiet way, presiding over the household although her daughters now managed it. She called and fed the fowls, scattering their wheat from a chipped blue enamel basin with her large strong puffy shiny-backed hands; she even dug a little in the garden. But her daughters dissuaded her from too much activity, laughingly cautioned her, wished her to rest more. I had the impression that she listened with a certain detachment, and went her own way. She wore dark clothes, long rough dresses like the drabber kind of butcher's apron during the week, and black on Sunday with lace and spangles and beads or brooch of jet. Being a little deaf, she spoke as if she had to raise her voice to be heard, in a high-pitched broken tone, shrilly and roughly, and seemed often to be quietly laughing to herself as she spoke. She had lived for more than forty years at Frankton and her husband had long been dead; they had come down from the Bullendale mine at Skippers, one of the great gold reefs of the district, driven out by the disastrous flood of 1878.

            
The Southbergs' oblong wooden house, with veranda in front and rooms opening off a central passage, had been built as a Presbyterian manse. It stood facing the lake inside a fenced oblong garden which sloped gently down the moraine terrace of Frankton Flat. Beyond the paling fence on the north side lay the bare open Flat stretching for nearly a mile to the foot of the hills, where the road from Cromwell to Queenstown passed. Almost behind the garden, at the top of the flat, a wall of rough 

towering pine-trees hid the race-course, in later years the airfield, and next to it broad macrocarpa hedges enclosed the low wooden buildings of the county hospital. The Flat itself lay empty before us, its long wave-lines broken only by two big gravelly gullies opening out to the lake, and swarming with rabbits.

            
At the far bottom corner of the Flat, by the road to Queenstown, among bluegums and larches and hazels, a family called Hansen kept a small farm with a strawberry garden. The road then wound along the foot of the hill past the old oaks and walnuts of the Antrim Arms, a coaching hotel abandoned and boarded up, past Frankton jetty, where the lake steamers still came to load wool, and up the outlying knoll of Battery Hill past another farm with a strawberry garden, that of the Angelos. There, gazing, we lost the road in bluegums and bracken, although every car or cart raised a white dust-trail that showed where it ran, rounding the bulk of Queenstown Hill. Behind that hill rose the high steep ridge of the Ben Lomond Range, grooved and serrated against the sky like a rough prehistoric flint knife.

            
Harry Angelo might have been copied from an Italian peasant by Segantini or Brangwyn. He wore coarse untrimmed greyblack cavalry moustaches swept out to each side of his face and projecting if you saw him from behind, and looked at you out of eyes small and screwed up under rough dark brow-ridges — a distant, crafty figure to me. His sharp-tongued wife Emma in her wide-brimmed straw hat awed us children from close quarters, but our elders regarded her with amusement; she served afternoon tea as well as strawberries and cream, so that her garden was an oasis. Battery Hill seemed to us the hottest dustiest point of the road to Queenstown, which we all walked so often, although the Geisows reckoned halfway at a black mountain beech where a culvert ran beneath the road about half-a-mile further on.

            
The Southbergs' garden formed an island enclosure of cultivation in the huge untutored landscape; its wooden fence walled in a small demesne of order and disciplined peacefulness. Outside, hills and mountains pastured in age-long freedom, the lake rocked quietly in its deep narrow bed and boiled over the 

falls into silent whirlpools; winds roamed in warm trance, or raged day and night, ploughing the lake water into frenzied waves, honing the rocks overhead into fantastic blades, savaging the pines and gums where the Flat broke off above the whirlpool.

            
That extraordinary range the Remarkables seemed to dominate our lives at Frankton. We lived not in its shadow, but certainly under its spell. Its potent darkness and its lights and colours set the mood of our days. It rose behind us in a towering, precipitous wall, nearly 7,000 feet above the curved sweep of the valley floor which its enormous buttresses appeared to overhang, leaning outward. The shoulder at the end of the range with the nearest ridge running up to it, across the Kawarau, is rounded and tussocked; but the valley floor, opposite Peninsula Hill, soon rises into sheer gullies and rock ribs and bare glittering flanks and faces, a metallic armour that beats back the sun. Although our view of it from Frankton was an oblique one in which the highest point, the rock pinnacle of Double Cone, appeared lower than other points, yet since I knew it best this view of the mountain seemed to me the most true and real one. Indeed I found the nearly full-face, more distant view from Queenstown, which gives a juster impression of the proportions and magnificence of the range and its peaks, not only less satisfying but as well less true — less true to its immediate presence and intimacy in our lives at Frankton. It disturbed me to find the mountain changing shape as I walked from Frankton to Queenstown, where a third point came into sight beside the twin peaks of Double Cone, so confounding its very name. Which view, which shape, was real? What is reality? How can mountains, which are as real, as palpable, as any object in the visible world, be subjected to the relativity of our limited sight?

            
At morning the face of the range as the sun rose behind it and above was touched here and there by light that struck its high points and projections so that they seemed to be breaking the surface of a transparent sea of shadow. In the middle of the day, it swam submerged in the shimmering high tide of light and heat, which drained the whole world of colour; its relief flattened out, it had withdrawn, hovering almost intangibly in air, a screen of pale-mauve gauze. Later the sun dipping westward struck obliquely across the ravaged face, lighting its harsh 

outline of dagger pinnacles and square-cut massifs, and the black rock of its beaked ridges and promontories and naked shields, plunging the gorges into dramatic depths, enriching every moulding, deepening every groove and cleft and casting over the whole a sea of violet and silver, of thunderous steel and dark mid-ocean-blue, which so heightened and deepened the face that as my eyes explored it I seemed to lose myself among its countless dazzling thrones of light and its unfathomable shadow. Then the glow would fade quickly. The mountain receded, the rich colours died out like a retreating wave, and the sober face I knew was left, evening-grey and serious in its immense learned agelessness, darkening towards night.

            
Beneath this dramatic towering mountain face we led our quiet but to us eventful lives, and as we grew familiar with the district we came to think of Wakatipu as another home. The road from Kingston to the Falls had not then been made. There were only two ways of reaching Queenstown (and so Frankton), by road from Cromwell through the Kawarau Gorge, and by steamer from Kingston. The train journey from Dunedin to Gore (where you changed) to Kingston brought us slowly through dull rather characterless farm lands and the dry empty Waimea Plains, where a strong hot wind seemed always blowing, and at last to Lumsden and the border of the mountain land, the gateway to our own world. There the Oreti touched our path glancingly as it swept over the stones on its wide bed, pouring out of the western mountains on urgencies not ours, first reminder that even our world, intimate with it though we might be, pursued its course without reference to us. We entered a maze of warm tussock valleys and tawny hills, and were brought finally to the glacier boulders littered over the ancient moraine bed down which the train wound to the tiny hamlet of Kingston, huddled close beneath its huge mountain shoulder, and to the cold intense gentian-blue waters of Wakatipu — beloved lake, our home.

            
Which steamer would be waiting for us? That diminutive narrow italic warrior the old 
Ben Lomond? Or the broader comfortable paddle-steamer the 
Mountaineer, flanked by its two covered wheels like some antique aquatic cart? Or the calm swanlike 
Earnshaw, with its easy noble lines and tall bridge and 

funnel? We always hoped for the last, by far the largest and quickest of the three. Not that the journey was one simply to be got over. Every moment of it was precious to me; I wanted to miss nothing, to know every landmark along the western shore which the steamer hugged, every mountain and lesser shape and stream and promontory, and the names of them, on both shores. As I floated over the dark still depths the far snow heights appeared, washed very pure and clear by the evening sun or already sunk and rigid in cold shadow. One by one the mountains I loved came into sight, until at last under the rugged pyramid of Ben Lomond the long pine-dark headland of Queens-town Park appeared. We rounded the enormous flank of Cecil, a huge world in itself as I took in the endless detail of its leonine ridges, midnight-blue precipices, hollows, bracken, slopes, beaches. Crossing the broad middle arm of the lake, I bowed inwardly once again to austere Walter with its Egyptian trident peak, the low bald brow of broad Nicholas, Turnbull's high, harsh-bitten ridge. Cecil and Walter were my chosen peaks always; the broad-based regal abundance and magnificence of the one, the more severe contained nobility of the other — it too so surely and superbly based, but towering sheerly from base to peak with none of Cecil's lavish open-handed largeness of spatial gesture. As we drew level with the Park, Queenstown Bay at once opened, the steamer sounding its triumphant horn crossed nearly to the far shore in order to round the light on its rock, returned almost on its tracks and swept as if on parade round the inner shore of the Park, passing the moored launches, Park beach, the waterfront, the jetty, the gracefully rounded willows, to draw up slowly at the wharf, which was crowded with local people and visitors for this, the great event of the day. Gertie and Kitty Geisow would be waiting for us as always and we were restored, back again — as I used to think — where we really belonged.

            
Two things chiefly fired my intense feeling for Wakatipu. First the marvellous beauty of lake and mountains in that clear serene air, the great space, the freedom, the solitude, and the intimacy among all this of our own small circle. Secondly a feeling of 

belonging, of strong human ties there. Our only living ties were with the Geisows. But they were as much part of Wakatipu to me as its glittering schist rock, its dusky gold mountain flanks and blue distances, and the sweet-briar and matagouri, harebells and snowberries and small white violets growing in hollows and crevices wherever one walked or climbed. They had spent their whole lives in Queenstown; they were born in the plain strong stone house in Church Street in which they still lived. They were friends of my parents, my aunts and grandparents, they knew many of our Australian relatives, they had known my great-grandparents, their father having worked for a time for my great-grandfather. And my great-grandparents, Bendix and Mary Hallenstein, had lived in Queenstown when they first came to New Zealand or soon after.

            
At Frankton we used often to play near and in an abandoned stone shed among pine-trees close to the Falls which we knew had been a storehouse attached to Robertson and Hallenstein's mill. In Queenstown, Hallenstein Street commemorated 
Bendix Hallenstein's mayoralty. His house, we knew, stood close to the site of Rees's original homestead by the waterfront, a few yards from Eichardt's Hotel; an old stone building in Rees Street, next door but one to Mr Hotop's shop at the corner of Ballarat Street, had been his store. And the Park we thought of as very near to him, since it was not only during his mayoralty but at his proposal (we were told) that it had been set aside for a park, and its great trees planted. There was also Thurlby Domain, his house and farm on the way to Arrowtown. The Geisows seemed to be our only direct link with him. He had left the district to live in Dunedin, and although Grandmother had stayed later at Cherry Farm near Frankton, and in one way or other the family had always kept in close touch with Queenstown, still there was a gap between those earlier times and now, which the Geisows alone seemed to bridge.

            
Wakatipu did much to develop my tastes and my ideas about myself; what it gave me I was to keep for life. Going first as a skinny long-faced freckled small boy in a floppy sun-hat, before I had started at Waitaki, I returned summer after summer as if to have my growth silently registered and confirmed there. Waitaki and Dunedin might be witnesses of that growth, but 

Wakatipu actively conspired with it, fed body and imagination, drew me out, guided my expansion; what I absorbed in summer, I took home to digest throughout the year.

            
Our lives at Frankton were quiet enough. We occupied the two front rooms of the house, looking onto the veranda, Carty and Lel sharing one, my father and I the other, which was on the south side of the house towards the Remarkables. I liked sharing a room with him less and less. It became an encroachment on my liberty or the sense of it, liberty of thought chiefly. But on freedom of movement too. My father did not sleep very well. At home he went late to bed and slept late, or later than the rest of us. On holiday he liked to sleep later still, if he could. I woke early and wanted light to read by, or else wanted to get up. But I was always fearful of waking him. Once woken in the morning he could seldom go off to sleep again, so that he hated to be disturbed. I learned silence, 
to dress quickly and noiselessly, to step lightly and avoid floor-boards that creaked, to open and shut doors without a sound. It gave me a certain pleasure: I might be an Indian, a path-finder, a hunter, stepping delicately and surely, displacing neither leaf nor twig. But also, since I was in a sense deceiving my father, creeping about on my own business which was to be hidden from him, I put myself in the wrong from the start.

            
We bathed once or twice almost every day in the shallows of Frankton Arm, where the cold lake waters, snow-fed, are tempered a little by mid-summer, then lay in the sun, and ate wild gooseberries from the bushes straggling along the shore among matagouri and lupin and sweet-briar. There as everywhere I carved and sailed rough wooden boats, constructing harbours in the short stretches of green dense marsh-like turf, or on beaches of thin milky glittering stones. We walked about the Flat, climbed trees, fetched the cows for milking, played cards, and I wrote poetry. Often I read all through the day, lying in the shade of pines or plum-tree in the garden, on dry grass browned and bleached in the fierce sun. One summer I devoured Dumas at the rate sometimes of a whole book in a single day, which astonishes me now as a painfully slow reader — but I took longer over other books. When Lel not long after this got into the habit of reading even faster, I used to declare jealously that she 

had been skipping, but she could always answer questions put to her about the book concerned.

            
It was natural that we should get to know the MacBrides at Kawarau Falls Station, the Southbergs' nearest neighbours. Mr and Mrs MacBride were a hospitable couple, Irish and Catholic, but she seemed always to be over-burdened with children, of whom the elder had to help look after the younger, so that we did not play with them so very often. I think my father did not encourage the relationship. It used to be said that Mr MacBride, a friendly man popular in the district, spent too much time playing tennis and being otherwise sociable, and neglected his station. Everyone was sad that he had to sell it; we missed the children when they moved to Queenstown.

            
Instead of children, we made friends with the skippers of the two launches which ran from Queenstown to Frankton once or twice daily whenever enough people wished to make the trip. In our early years two launches ran regularly, the 
Kelvin, belonging to Jock Edgar, and the 
Muratai, to Mr Tompkies. We went down to meet them day after day and talked to one or other skipper while his passengers walked to see the Falls and take tea at the Southbergs'. Jock Edgar was a well-known Queenstown figure, and an old friend of the family. In earlier years he had been a very active and popular guide. My family had made several expeditions with him. On one of these, camping at the Routeburn Huts, the party (Emily, Uncle Harold and my father) went for a day trip over the Harris Saddle to Lake Mackenzie, a walk of four or five hours. At the lake, a storm blew up without warning, and snow fell so thickly that Jock doubted whether they could get back round the ledge above Lake Harris in darkness. Having brought neither tent nor sleeping bags they could not dig in until the storm passed, so they decided to try and get over an unnamed pass which Jock had seen but which was believed never to have been crossed. It lay at the head of the Mackenzie basin and must lead them down into the Routeburn valley opposite the North Branch; what the going was like no one knew. They set off, and in pitch darkness managed to get over the pass and find the valley leading to the Routeburn, instead of being led down in another direction to the headwaters of one of the branches of the Caples. They descended safely to the track 

and the huts, where they arrived about 2 a.m. It was a shorter and in those conditions a safer route than by the track over the Harris Saddle, but rough and steep. My father was able to have the pass named the Emily Pass. Jock was short, sturdy and wiry, of slightly uncertain gait, like a sailor ashore, good-humoured and slow of speech; a friendly man tolerant of children. His short red nose proclaimed his love of the bottle. Emily used to declare that his eyes were bluebells under water.

            
As at Wanaka, we explored the district with my father, who began by hiring a trap which he drove himself, to my constant apprehensiveness; but soon he bought his first motor car. We reached Arrowtown, Skippers, the Roaring Meg. We took the steamer to Elfin Bay and walked up to Rere Lake; one year we spent a few days staying with the Aitkens, a well-known family who kept Paradise House, beyond Glenorchy, on the valley floor between Mt Alfred and Turret Head, and there in the beech forest at night we saw glow-worms for the first time. From that visit, when I was about twelve, I remember little else of Paradise.

            
The scene which impressed itself on me most deeply was that above Arthur's Point. We used to drive there and walk up the Moonlight track. My father had hard work sometimes to keep us going when we complained of heat, tiredness, sore feet. From the bridge across the Shotover the track winds easily round the steep rough flanks of the Ben Lomond Range, steadily climbing, unsheltered except where it crosses a stream now and then in a cluster of willows and poplars or passes old sheep-pens or a tumble-down stone hut half drowned in a thicket of elder, all of them shaded by the same Lombardy poplars, brilliant green in that parched, tawny landscape. Rising, the track draws closer to the Shotover, which rages down a narrow cleft far below. Beyond it, small dry-black mountain beeches, coiled springs of nervous energy, cling to the steep silken faces the colour of sunburnt wheat, over-hang the cleft, descend into it amid the roar of waters. I identified the scene at once, and for ever; here before me was



that deep romantic chasm which slanted


Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover,


A savage place, as holy and enchanted


As e'er beneath a waning moon was haunted


By woman wailing for her demon lover!



Any differences I ignored, or failed to see. The place was savage and romantic beyond a doubt, the mountain beeches, from a little distance, might well pass for cedars — not that I dreamt of trying to justify the identification, which I made unconditionally immediately, under the joint spell of poem and place, both of them holy and enchanted.

            
I think I was fortunate in making or having instinct make on my behalf such identifications as these, which peopled the country as nothing else could have done for me. Even in my middle age I found myself making similar identifications, still wholly without conscious intention, as when I suddenly saw an old down-at-heel familiar house on the edge of Jubilee Park in Dunedin as belonging to the setting of stories of the Baal Shem Tov and others of the early Hasidim.

            
The track reaches its highest point before turning round the mountain above the junction of Shotover and Moke; it had been well worn for sixty years then by the feet of men and pack-horses. The mountain falls very steeply from its heights far above down to the chasm below. Slips occurred from time to time below the track, one of them reaching up to its edge, and I used to tread very delicately past that point, my heart in my mouth above the precipitous raw wound, at the foot of which the chasm yawned and roared. It amazed and awed me to see plants, bushes, and some distance down a small black beech, sprouting intrepidly as they overhung the gulf, as if defying destruction by their very confidence and serenity. Yet destroyed they must be, and sooner rather than later; the least slip, caused by rain or frost or violent wind, would carry them down inevitably, to be dashed to pieces, crushed, swept away by the headlong force of the torrent. Meanwhile year by year they flourished confidently, gladly, as if grown proud and strong in extremity of danger; fearless, nothing could daunt them. This was the normal condition of all living things, to have no certainty except of oneself, to live in calm disregard of what the future might bring. It shamed me that I in similar or in far less danger, personal and public (for these plants and trees returned to my mind again and again in the thirties, forties and fifties: I saw them at least once in each decade), should be so shaken and fearful and vacillating, so little able to compose myself, to live 

as if it made no difference whether I and my world would endure for ever or be cut off abruptly and calamitously tomorrow.

            
Round the corner the Moke face of the range although less steep was far more unstable, constantly slipping and disintegrating; tracks broke off suddenly, and if one had been away for a few years one could never be sure which would lead without interruption to the junction of Moonlight and Moke a few miles farther on. One old track, later, led to a steep schist scree falling to the river; when James and I struck it in 1946 we thought it looked dubious and decided to scramble up and round the top; in Queenstown afterwards we heard that two men attempting to cross had been carried helplessly down as it crumbled, and drowned in the fierce waters below. That huge treacherous mountain always filled me with disquiet, as did the wild Shotover throughout its course, and the Kawarau from the Falls and the wide seething pool below to its stormy meeting with the Clutha forty turbulent miles away at Cromwell.
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during the third term of 1926 my father wrote to ask me if I would like to go to Oxford next year. He had never mentioned such a thing before, and as if I was being offered a week-end in Christchurch, I said yes. What going to Oxford meant, what it might lead to, I had no idea at all. Neither, I think, had he. I knew that Esmond de Beer had been to Oxford. I knew that Rhodes Scholars went there; several Waitakians had become Rhodes Scholars recently. I had read a few novels which described Oxford or Cambridge life, such as E. F. Benson's 
David Blaize, Alec Waugh's 
The Loom of Youth, and 
Sinister Street, by Compton Mackenzie — Winsome had been greatly impressed by the last two, which we talked about a good deal. But I knew no more than that.

            
I cannot remember that my future was ever discussed at length in a rational manner, before then or afterwards. Grandfather assumed that I would go into Hallenstein Brothers. My father hoped I would take up law — his first choice — or else follow Grandfather. I did not question their assumptions; I simply avoided all thought and discussion of the subject. I 

expected to spend at least one more year at Waitaki. What was to come after remained a blank. I did not think about going to university, of which I knew nothing, nor of earning my living. I remember dreading the period of compulsory military training in camp which followed school; that is the only portion of the future I can recall being real to me.

            
I can see three reasons for my father's decision, all of them related to what he wanted me to become, none of them to me as in fact I was. He no longer saw me as I was; he had lost me. I do not think he gave any reasons for sending me to Oxford, except of the vaguest, most general sort; I had to deduce them. Possibly he was trying to get his way by indirection, knowing my stubbornness already and realizing that open opposition to me would be ineffective. In the first place he still hoped to make me (in his terms) a sport: I must row at Oxford as he had rowed in Melbourne. He insisted oh stressing this when under his strict supervision I applied for entrance to St John's College; the application forms did not admit games to a place among the matters of interest to the College and it was clear to me that it would look foolish to bring up something so irrelevant. But no, I had to say that I would row. He knew about the Boat Race; this was the sport that counted, at Oxford, and so I must take part in it.

            
Secondly, I think he still hoped to interest me in law. He may have thought that I would take to it more readily in England, where I would see it, embedded in history and surrounded by tradition and ceremonial, closer to both politics and letters, in a more picturesque and dramatic light than in New Zealand. This may have suggested itself to him in connection with a case he was conducting at the time, in which his clients decided to appeal to the Judicial Committee of the Privy Council. Possibly he conceived the idea of taking the appeal to London himself and at the same time settling me at Oxford; this may account for his sudden unheralded letter to me. There was hopeful precedent of a sort. One of my Australian cousins had recently gone to Cambridge and after graduating returned to Melbourne where he was apparently settling down contentedly in the family business. Three years at Oxford might give me all I wanted and leave me, too, ready to return home; if not to law, at least to business.

            


            
But if Oxford did not make a sport of me, if it failed to lead me to law or to business, it could not fail to give me social standing. This was important to my father. He liked to move in the best society in Dunedin, and would have wished to do the same wherever he lived. He owed it to himself to do so — to his abilities, his good looks, his social graces. 'The best is good enough for me', he often said, in reference to a good hotel or a good tailor. He wanted to be a success, which meant being not only a successful lawyer but a success in sport and in society. To do well whatever one did, that was naturally essential; but it was not enough by itself; to be a success one must also be acknowledged by one's professional colleagues and be received among the best people.

            
Lel and I had to conform to my father's standards, and help support his position. We had to go to the right parties, which meant that we had 
to give parties ourselves, and to these we might ask our friends but must ask the children of the right people whether we liked them or not. I fancy we persuaded ourselves, making a virtue of necessity, that we enjoyed these parties — they were dances later when we were sent with many of the same children to the fashionable dancing teacher of the time, Miss Eve Lee. But neither of us shone socially; I had little or no general small talk and Lel did not have the right sort; we quite lacked social ambition. We found the whole social business tedious and boring; to me most of the girls were empty-headed, and the boys on those occasions behaved less sensibly than usual. The boys and girls we liked best did not go to parties, or not to the right ones. My father, I suppose, thought here too that we did not know what was good for us, and insisted on our being social so long as we lived at home. If I then went to Oxford, I would automatically acquire a standing which neither Dunedin society nor any other could dispute.

            
To be accepted by society was, my father felt strongly, essential to him as a lawyer with his own way to make and no connections to help him. He told me a number of times, with feeling, that Grandfather had done little or nothing to help him in his career and that Mr Theomin, for whom he had worked as accountant before practising law but with whom he had no other close ties, had done far more for him. Well, maybe. Mr 

Theomin had built himself a vast grand house in Royal Terrace, outdoing in style at least all other baronial mansions in Dunedin, those of the Robertses and Rosses and Sargoods. He himself was a jolly bouncy little man who liked a bit of swank perhaps but was kindly and quite without side; his wife, however, Aunt Lucy Hallenstein's eldest sister but only a remote cold Mrs Theomin to us, was always said to suffer delusions of grandeur. My aunts at Manono rather laughed over Olveston.

            
Whatever the truth of the matter, in his own eyes my father was a self-made man to whom social acceptance mattered. It mattered, and even in so small a community as Dunedin it could not be taken for granted. No one of Jewish birth should count on being accepted. Prejudice waited everywhere, and might declare itself at any time, if not too blatantly. It waited, as always in New Zealand, for anyone who excelled — or excelled in any field except sport. Be too successful or too intelligent, too outspoken or too well-spoken, and on every hand the mediocre and complacent will prickle, and hold you an object of suspicion. My father may have been all of these on occasion, until he grew wary and learned more complete conformity. He was not ashamed of being Jewish, but resented anti-Jewish prejudice, and was unable or unprepared to ignore it or brazen it out. That prejudice was not overt in Dunedin and my father was too friendly and too normal in every way to excite it; but it showed from time to time. He joined the Dunedin Club in his late forties when already fairly successful in the law, and remained a member until his death; he was an active and I think a well-liked member, lunching and playing billiards and snooker and bridge there. Yet as usual in such situations there had to be one member who declared hotly during some club dispute that my father was the first and would be the last etc., etc. Going to Oxford would give me a strong defence against such prejudice.

            
I said yes, I'd like to go. Esmond de Beer, who was still living in Oxford, found that St John's would admit me, without entrance examination, on the strength of New Zealand matriculation, which I had yet to sit. I sat in December and passed as expected — well enough in my good subjects and with a mark or two to spare in mathematics and the sciences. The Oxford year did not start until the following October; we were to leave 

New Zealand in July. I hoped to remain at Waitaki until then but my father, and Grandfather too, wanted me to live at home. They would be losing me for a full three years once we left New Zealand. They may have thought too that a little civilizing at home before going to England would not come amiss. And my father may have thought that proximity to business and law in Dunedin might help to prepare me for the future, and would at least be likely to weaken the hold of ideas which four years of Waitaki had given me, and to loosen undesirable friendships. Reluctantly, I agreed to stay in Dunedin, and to take some sixth form teaching at the school I had hated before.

            
That summer we were not to go to Wakatipu. Instead, my father decided, we should make a motor tour of both islands, in order to see more of the country before we left it. Carty accompanied us of course; and Grandfather.

            
He and my father had very different habits, which led to friction. Grandfather was a punctual man who lived by the clock. When going on a journey, we used to say, he would reach the railway station half-an-hour before the train got in; everything was done in good order, with ample time to spare; one waited; but there was no confusion or discomfort. My father, on the contrary, liked to reach the station in time to board the train as it pulled out. He declared that he never missed trains, he refused to let himself be hurried, he lingered if it pleased him, and did whatever took his fancy. He cut things so fine that if you had not his confidence you were constantly afraid of being left behind; and there was always the possibility of miscalculation or an unlucky delay. As a policy for one man on his own it worked well enough; when several people were involved it generally led to frayed nerves, confusion, tempers and tears. I envied my father his nonchalance, but in practice and by temperament sided with Grandfather; you knew where you were, with him.

            
After crossing from Lyttelton to Wellington, we drove by way of New Plymouth, Mt Messenger and Waitomo to Auckland. There we 
met friends and relatives, Grandfather visited his shops and talked to their managers, as he did everywhere, taking me 

with him, and took me also to bookshops and to the museum and the art gallery. From Auckland to Rotorua and Wairakei, where I remember hot and cold pools among pine woods, and lying in the water on a dark night gazing at the stars from among invisible trees. We crossed the great ranges from Taupo to Napier on a hot, brilliant day, drove on to Wellington, where I bought books of poems by 
Stephen Phillips and Alfred de Vigny and booklets on 
Cavalleria Rusticana and 
Pagliacci, and took the ferry to Picton. At Spring Creek Carty visited her mother. Then Nelson, the West Coast, Arthur's Pass, and home. The journey took about four weeks.

            
All the time I managed to read, devouring books late at night and early in the morning. I read hungrily, miscellaneously, and far from well, with no one to direct me or even to suggest consistency. I had to read everything, in order to find out where my tastes and interests lay and reject what I did not want. By the time I left New Zealand I had had my fill of romantic and popular novels and was ready for better ones; I was also ready to move on from Swinburne and Masefield. But I wish that through such diversity of books I had read a few good writers steadily and thoroughly, and formed a habit of steady, thorough, reflective reading. That might have disciplined and strengthened my mind as formal education had failed to do. Some of the little consistent reading I ever managed was with Grandfather. Earlier, during school holidays, Lel and I and John and Biddy Laing used regularly to dine at Manono on Sundays, and when no other visitors were present John and I had to read to Grandfather after dinner. Why the girls were not obliged to join in I am not sure; Grandfather may have thought that the books which we then read, the 
Iliad and the 
Odyssey, were not likely to interest them, or he may have regarded women generally as rather less serious than men — his attitude to his daughters suggests this. John and I envied them their freedom, and penned in the sitting-room chafed to see them outside in the garden or hear them moving and talking in the drawing-room next door.

            
The 
Iliad of Lang, Leaf and Myers and the 
Odyssey of Butcher and Lang are soporifics after a rich midday dinner; all the clarity and sharpness of action and feeling in the stories are blurred and muted in the pseudo-poetic haze of their make-believe 

language. I got something from those readings nevertheless, and am grateful for even a slight familiarity with the persons and the action of the poems. But none of us got enough for our trouble. We did not know it; John and I simply thought the books tedious, and protested to Grandfather again and again. He used to laugh tolerantly; the readings went on.

            
Now in that half-year in Dunedin I visited Manono daily and again read with Grandfather, but voluntarily and more enjoyably. We read the Greek Anthology, especially in the versions of Walter Leaf, which had an added interest for him because Leaf was not only a scholar, but a banker and man of affairs. I too admired them then, but today find them colourless as most other translations of the Anthology. We also read Harriet Monroe's anthology 
The New Poetry, and the 
Spoon River Anthology of Edgar Lee Masters, two books which interested Grandfather very much, although I doubt whether he enjoyed English poetry as he did the German poetry he had read when young and returned to from time to time, Goethe, Schiller, Heine and others. He had never made English fully his own language. He must have spoken it at least from the time of his marriage at the age of twenty-three (because Grandmother then spoke German imperfectly), and he had lived in New Zealand since he was thirty, well over half his life, yet he continued 
to speak it with a strong German accent and wrote it well but not quite idiomatically. When he visited Germany in later life his relatives laughed at his rusty old-fashioned provincial German. But he had made New Zealand his own and thought of himself as a New Zealander by adoption. He knew more of the country and more about it than most New Zealanders, and loved it deeply, especially Dunedin and its surroundings. Here was his home, here he had put down roots, here he expected his children and grandchildren to succeed him.

            
The country had indeed been good to him. He had entered his father-in-law's very successful business, had soon followed him as head of it and conducted it through difficult times, had made many friends, and was well-known and respected throughout the country. Until 1914 he had kept up his German connections. 
Bendix Hallenstein had been German Consul in Dunedin, and Grandfather after him. That ended with the war. 

By then he had lived in New Zealand and had been a New Zealand citizen for so long that he did not fall under suspicion, unlike some other Germans; and Uncle Harold after being in the territorials for years had joined up as soon as his parents returned from England. But Grandfather lived very quietly, and gave up travelling and inspecting branches in the meantime.

            
That half-year in Dunedin turned out to be, above all, half a year spent in getting to know Grandfather better. I was no longer simply a young indulged devoted grandchild; in spite of the fifty-one years between us, we became almost equals, and I began to see him as an individual, with particular tastes and interests, many of which I found congenial. I could not follow him as a collector. Already I had stopped collecting stamps. His coins, plaques and medals did not draw me, in spite of the fascination of those worn irregular silver pieces, small and great drachmas with the leaping dolphins of Syracuse, the Athenian owl — especially the great winged owl of Marathon, Apollo's regal wild swan of Klazomenae, Metapontum's conch shell and ear of barley; and the Indian swords and daggers encrusted with coral and turquoise, the Tibetan bowls, censers, prayer wheels of silver, brass and copper, the netsukes — yes, I should love to own them, I hoped always to be able to see them round me, yet I had no wish to collect. I admired Grandfather's collections — that is, I admired some of the individual pieces in them. I enjoyed being shown them, hearing him talk about them; but I did not find myself poring over them; my response was sensuous, but otherwise passive; although I did not know this yet, I wanted to steep myself in the sensuous and not to stop, neither clinging to it nor passing beyond, but passing into it, making it mine by becoming it. Nor did the early printed books hold me for long; true, I had picked up a few serviceable first editions of Browning, Tennyson and Swinburne, but chiefly because they were well-printed, strongly bound, and readable; I wanted books to read and use, not to admire for their age and rarity and preserve in cases.

            
I did not try to explain this, even if I could have done so. There was still enough to share with Grandfather. We talked constantly about books, about painting, especially Italian painting, about music and opera. It was in its paintings that Manono 
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was most disappointing. I do not think the house contained a single original work of art of any interest in itself, with the exception of a few etchings by Rembrandt, Ostade, Whistler and others. There were colour engravings of picturesque German castles and old towns by the once popular Luigi Casimir (I remember the pianist Wilhelm Backhaus exclaiming, 'Ach, ein Kasimir!', as he recognised one with pleasure when entertained to lunch), and many pleasant unpretentious water-colours of lovely Italian and Sicilian scenes, delicately tinted photographs of Japanese temples and pagodas among ancient woods, photographs of Greek statues and of Italian paintings, but nothing worthy to place beside the other collections. Unlike Mary and Esmond de Beer, the Felses had no real feeling for painting; they loved a great many good paintings, but for their literary rather than their formal qualities; and nothing later than Cezanne much appealed to them, I fancy. Similarly with sculpture: I doubt if they would have gone beyond Rodin.

            
As for music, the Steinway was silent now, but we played the gramophone almost every evening, although it was not played when Grandfather had no visitors. The earliest music I remember is a pre-war hit called 'Alexander's Rag-time Band', a favourite of Uncle Harold's. I am told that the music I liked best and often asked for as a young child was, surprisingly, a record of the Egmont overture; we still played records of this and of the Coriolan and Leonore overtures, of several of Beethoven's and Mozart's symphonies, of many extracts from operas, Wagner, Mozart, Verdi, and of many songs, especially Schubert, and some Bach, Handel, Mendelssohn, Brahms, Chopin, Tchaikovsky. A conventional collection, but I got to know the music well, and grew as familiar with the operas as stories from them added to Grandfather's recollections of those he had seen allowed. Familiarity without understanding does not seem of much value, however. I gave up piano lessons after my second year at Waitaki because I disliked my teacher's habits and did not connect what he taught me with music; he was a heavy elderly man with a strong Scottish pronunciation who ate and drank his morning tea and biscuit uncouthly in my ear. I soon forgot the little I had learned about musical form, and never learned to read properly; in this as in so many other things I 

was intellectually lazy, with no impulse to master the disciplines I met. Nobody made me work, so I remained half educated.

            
Grandfather loved entertaining friends and visitors, especially to midday dinner on Sunday. This was the grand meal of the week at Manono. He often spent Sunday morning on his knees painstakingly weeding the lawns, a menial task which the gardener had no leisure for; then in good time he would go upstairs, and after washing, brush his clothes carefully and dress in his best for the occasion. We too put on our best that day, and so did the visitors, three or four of them or even more; my father never came; he was expected in the evening.

            
Sunday dinner was usually a roast of beef with Yorkshire pudding. Grandfather carved with deliberation, watched rather anxiously by Miss Moodie and expectantly by grandchildren and guests. He habitually drank wine with this meal, from tall goblets with swelling green stems; either a Rhine wine or a South Australian burgundy or claret or hock from one of the old-established German vineyards near Adelaide, Büring and Sobels, which I think he had visited; he kept a cellar in a small cold room at the back of the house. For us as children the excitement of the meal was the second course (there were never more than two courses): would it be Spanish Cream, or the foamy evanescence of Floating Islands, or trifle, or Queen Pudding with its raspberry jam and meringue, or stewed fruit and junket?

            
The dining-room wore a wintry air for me, its darkish dry-green dominated from above the sideboard at the head of the table by a large gloomy lithograph after Landseer of a many-antlered stag baying to a frozen landscape. This was the only picture of its kind in the house and I cannot imagine why it was chosen, or kept. At the other end of the room a square bay of windows looked onto the garden; a glimpse of town and harbour past a walnut tree to the right, trees and fernery across lawn in front, and farther left the main lawns with the two oak-trees, beyond the statue of the girl reading under her honeysuckle canopy. It was beneath the dining-room windows that the tall snowflakes with the green birth-mark grew so well. The long 

side wall of the room backing Uncle Harold's work-room was half occupied by a fireplace with a large mahogany surround of mantelpiece and small cupboards. Opposite, against the hall wall, stood a tall mahogany dresser on whose upper shelves was displayed a handsome set of Delft plates in white with a gold and red monogram. Beside this hung a photograph of 
Bendix Hallenstein.

            
Occasionally fresh fruit followed the sweet, and with the fruit finger-bowls of Indian brass stamped with patterns of stems and leaves, or with figures of men and elephants among leafy scrolls, or figures human-headed or animal-headed that stood with arms outstretched in a small framework suggesting at first glance a Frankish or Romanesque niche. For coffee, which Miss Moodie made in the pantry, we moved to the drawing-room, or on sunny days to the side veranda onto which both it and the sitting-room opened. My favourite coffee cups belonged to a simple shapely Doulton set, plain white, fluted, narrowing downwards, with gold handles, small enough to allow one to drink two or three cupsful (black or with hot milk, and brown sugar crystals) without seeming greedy. Grandfather took his coffee with great relish and an 'Ah' of satisfaction, sometimes tossing it down in a few mouthfuls and sucking his moustache if it had got wet.

            
We then sat talking, Grandfather would persuade the visitors to stay for afternoon tea, and almost invariably he took them round the garden before they left. His most frequent visitors were university friends. Business acquaintances he saw during the week and met at a luncheon club on Fridays; I do not recall businessmen coming to Manono as friends, except very rarely the enormous George Crow, manager of the 
d.i.c, whose daughter, Marion, Lel and I met at parties. The George Thompsons came often; he was professor of modern languages, a tall fair shy man, chiefly a French scholar, and the first historian of the University of Otago. His wife had both charm and character, the charm of an understanding heart and warm imagination, and she and Grandfather were instinctively drawn to one another. They came to the house out of friendship, not because of Grandfather's good hospitality. And there was the professor of classics, T. D. Adams, Tommy Adams to my father and his other men 

friends, a smiling, twinkling, almost too courteous man charming to ladies and much admired, although considered rather an old woman. He lived with his parents in George Street until he married after retiring, in his middle or late sixties, long after the time I am writing about. Smallish, bald, carefully dressed, he could make the most unpromising subject live; I remember a lecture of his on the Greeks and sport which surprised and delighted me. He advised Grandfather over the building up of the classical collection in the Otago Museum; together they ran the Classical Association, whose meetings Grandfather attended regularly and to which he lectured on coins and other subjects.

            
I do not remember that the Skinners came often to Sunday dinner, but Dr Skinner (Harry to my aunts and the de Beers) was constantly calling or being summoned. When the University of Otago decided in 1918 to undertake the teaching of anthropology, Grandfather had helped to get Dr Skinner appointed jointly lecturer in anthropology and assistant curator of the Otago Museum, guaranteeing half his salary for five years. The curatorship of the Museum had from the beginning been attached to the chair of biology, then held by Dr Benham, who however left the running of it very largely to Dr Skinner; and it was Skinner who made the Museum the fine professional institution it is today.

            
The Museum had become Grandfather's great interest. In 1929 he gave it his very large and valuable Maori collection, which he had been amassing steadily since the nineties. He continued adding to his other collections after that, intending them too to go to the Museum in time, and worked with Skinner in building up the Museum's collection in several fields. On every journey he made, in New Zealand and abroad, he bought for both collections. He used to complain, humorously, that Skinner was too ready to pay high prices — 'Skinner doesn't have to earn the money', he would say, laughing but meaning it; I believe he sometimes drove hard bargains himself, not so much with dealers but with private owners; he had no hesitation in asking people to present objects to the Museum. He was continually making gifts of material to it himself, and paying or helping to pay for its purchase of other material; this apart 

from various endowments and outright gifts of money. But he knew how to value Skinner's knowledge and judgement.

            
It was through their common interest that he met Peter Buck, who used to come to the house on his rare visits to Dunedin. Professor Macmillan Brown, one of the intellectual dynamos and steam-rollers of his time, was another whom I remember at the Sunday dinner table; his daughter Mrs Baxter, the poet's mother, who was of a strong independent inquiring mind, used to visit Uncle Alfred's wife, where Mary de Beer often met her. And there was F. A. de la Mare, Froggy, a lawyer from Hamilton, rationalist and champion of academic freedom and one of the notable liberal figures of his time. A stranger figure, and to us young ones far more engaging, was Captain Bollons of the government vessel 
Tutanekai. His work as inspector of lighthouses took him regularly round the coast; he told us of wild seas and tricky landings, especially in the Otago sounds, with such high good humour that he seemed to take positive pleasure in them; we laughed with him, but I thought it sounded fearsome enough work. He was bearded like Grandfather; they enjoyed each other's company greatly; but with all his friendly joviality he cut a questioning figure in the delicate apple-green drawing-room. His presence confronted our lives (so far as I knew them) with dangers I had no conception of.

            
Grandfather's day, the day at Manono, was well ordered. He got up early at a regular hour, rather later in winter. After performing some simple physical exercises, brushing his clothes, bathing, he came downstairs dressed for the day soon after seven. A small tray with a tumbler and a jug of hot water was brought to him, with the morning paper. On fine days in summer he sat outside on the front veranda, looking down the green garden aglow with fresh light as he read the paper carefully and sipped his water. Then he took a walk through the garden, to breathe the morning air fully and the clear scents of flowers and leaves (his sense of smell was good; he did not smoke), noting the progress of particular plants and thinking about changes and improvements. Sharp at a quarter to eight he came into the dining-room for breakfast, with a good appetite, cheerful, pleased with the fine morning and the beauty of the garden, and with his own punctuality, which seemed proof of the 
order-

liness of the world and of his own part in helping to maintain it, however gloomily he might shake his head over the day's news. Breakfast was unhurried but businesslike, not to be held up by long conversation. As soon as he had finished Grandfather rose, not waiting for anyone else, and left for his office, usually giving the gardener some brief instructions as he went.

            
He invariably took the same route to town. The shortest way was down Victoria Street, with its steep upper section and its rather inconveniently spaced steps below Cargill Street, and then through a slummy lane leading from York Place to Filleul Street. He took the more dignified, less steep, round-about way down London Street and Scotland Street into Filleul Street, through the lane beside the Town Hall into the Octagon, and along Princess Street to Dowling Street. He returned by the same route for lunch at one o'clock, and again about five in the afternoon. Uncle Alfred usually accompanied him home from the office, and sometimes joined him in walking down. Once or possibly twice each week, quite regularly, Grandfather went to the barber's to have his beard trimmed. Home once more at the end of the day, he often walked through the garden again before going inside to wash and settle down; it was his unfailing delight. I think it pleased not only his love of flowers and trees but also his aesthetic sense. The proportions of the three lawns, the relationship of open and enclosed spaces, of thicket and formal garden; the large circle of a flower bed surrounded by other beds which together composed a square set within the square side garden; the white and terracotta statues and urns amid the green; glimpses through the trees of red town roofs, blue harbour, dark hills; the pool of quiet green amid the noises from the town and from houses and gardens round about — all these gave constant stimulus to the play of his mind and sense, and endless satisfaction. After dinner Grandfather sat down in his habitual armchair to read, unless he had visitors. He did not wish to talk idly, so that the evenings were dull for Miss Moodie, who might sew, but read very little. About nine o'clock, she would bring in a dish of fresh fruit with plates and fruit knives and forks. This was usually the only supper. Between 10.30 and 11 Grandfather went to bed, after tapping the barometer and turning the lock in the front door.

            


            
On fine Saturday afternoons we very often walked, generally up Flagstaff, the big hill behind the town. I liked to walk ahead, following the tracks as if passing the frontiers of the known into new country. Larks sang overhead; the rainbird piped his patient melancholy phrases that fall away despondingly into silence. The hillside, one of Flagstaff's modest buttresses, rounded and dipped slightly and we came to the pools and runnels of a stony creek, much broken up among stands of manuka, which we knew always by one name, Crayfish Pond, because dark grey crayfish that seemed semi-transparent in the pale water lurked there under banks and among stones. I do not remember that we tried to catch them. We filled the blackened billy, made a fire of manuka and other wood (lit with one match only, if possible), and drank the lightly smoked tea that has a flavour like that of no other tea on earth.

            
Usually we walked on, before or after tea, across the swampy flax-grown slopes beyond the creek, to join the road at the Horsetrough. That road leaves Taieri Road a little beyond Ashburn Hall, and from the shoulder of Flagstaff one hundred yards or so past the Horsetrough drops down its western face steeply to Whare Flat and Silverstream. Near the Horsetrough an old track turns off the road to wind along the eastern face of Flagstaff; we knew it as Snowberry Road, from the snowberry plants growing thickly beside it. The Horsetrough used to mark a stage on the bullock track that wound along the high spine of Flagstaff and over Swampy and down past Double Hill to Blueskin Bay: this was the first road to Dunedin from the north. From the Horsetrough we saw in a long arc below us the harbour and Otago Peninsula, part of the town, the coast running south and the shallow basin of the Taieri Plain. That was long before plantations shut out the view. At the top of the road, a little farther on, suddenly the hill fell away and an astonishing world leapt into being immediately ahead, expectant, still, frozen in grandeur as if it had been waiting there through all time, undiscovered till this moment: wave upon wave of silent smoke-blue ridges, with sheer gorges muffled in bush plunging blindly between, and far inland against the sky a long bare featureless wall, the rampart of the Rock and Pillar, its vast southern wing dipping and sweeping out to the high 
wind-

scoured fells of Lammerlaw and Lammermoor. All quivering in haze and distance, near, alive, inaccessible. Still but alive. Was its life also mine? Was the earth's life, that of wind, light, rocks and waters, plants and trees, insects, birds — was all this life related to mine, identical with mine? Was I part of this, and this part of me?

            
Sometimes we walked the short distance up to the top of Flagstaff; very occasionally, carrying tea things all the way, we filled our billy at the Horsetrough and boiled it a short way down towards Whare Flat, to get most of the view but escape the wind. At the end of the afternoon, the cable tram carried us again from Kaikorai Valley over the top of the hill at Highgate and down to London Street. Grandfather loved these walks as much as we did; the wild hillside with its natives spoke to him, I think, as it did to me. He always carried a pocket knife and a trowel and often took home small seedlings to plant in the garden. Carty and Miss Moodie, Uncle Alfred and Aunt Dora, John and Biddy Laing, other friends now and then — the party varied, but consisted essentially of Grandfather and another grown-up, Lei and me. My father never came with us; he was more importantly engaged at golf.
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at easter that year I spent a fortnight at Minaret Station, on the west shore of the northern arm of Lake Wanaka. The station belonged to Fred Freeman, whom my father had met as manager of the Otago Farmers' Co-operative Association, which I think he advised legally. He had a manager at Minaret, but not long afterwards retired to live there permanently and run the station himself.

            
My father left Dunedin a week or two ahead of me, in order to go deer-stalking with Mr Freeman. I travelled by service car to Wanaka, spent the night there, and next morning took the launch that ran up the lake once or twice a week carrying mail and supplies to Minaret, Albert Burn and other stations and taking out their wool at shearing time; it was their sole means of communication with the rest of the world. The Minaret yards, shearing sheds, cook-house, men's quarters, garden and 

homestead lay, a mile or so north of the jetty, on a low terrace between the mountain face and a hilly peninsula thick with manuka. Beyond the peninsula, the north end of the lake lay clear in view; within its huge straight channel cut between steep mountains the terrace formed a smaller channel which the wind poured through from the snow mountains, the Haast Pass and the Tasman.

            
The prevailing northerly often blew day and night for weeks on end. A wall of bluegums had been planted for shelter behind the homestead, running across the terrace; they had grown enormous, dwarfing the little settlement which they protected, but the snow summits a few miles away beyond the Albert Burn still looked over the top of them when you stood fifty yards in front. The wind roared in them constantly, tearing off bark and branches, sounding like a vast boiling ocean, but without the rhythm of waves; on quieter days it swelled and sank tenderly on a low ruminative accompaniment to the passage of hours measured only by slow sun and moving pools of shadow. The wind spoiled Minaret; it was wonderful, but tiring, because you could not simply bow to it, go with it, let it have its way, if you were to go on working you had in self-defence to withstand and struggle against it. When it dropped the stillness was miraculous.

            
The homestead was a small mean inconvenient wooden bungalow such as you might have found in a poor town street, difficult to run, and wretched to live in. Astonishing on a prosperous high country station of about fifty thousand acres; and Mr Freeman was not poor. Moreover he was used to a certain comfort in his tall old family house at Abbotsford near Dunedin, where the living rooms were pleasantly big and high and the kitchen adequate at least. Yet he and his wife lived at Minaret meanly for more than twenty years, cramped and hard-worked and often unwell as they grew older; Mrs Freeman suffered from prostrating migraine headaches due partly, she thought, to the terrible wind. For entertainment (it was before the days of radio) they had a gramophone and a mixture of records including popular classics, which I was allowed to play in the evenings.

            
I helped dipping sheep on the day I arrived, and next morning set off with some of the men and their dogs and rifles for the Albert Burn, where they were to muster, a walk of about four 

hours; another man had gone ahead with pack-horses carrying tent, food and gear. We followed the base of the mountains for a few miles, until near the Albert Burn, which divides Minaret from Mt Albert Station. Turning upstream, the lake now at our backs, we climbed over a hill at the narrow entrance to the valley and saw it open out before us in a long, winding, ample basin. After walking for another hour or more upstream from our camp site and passing a fine waterfall, the Grey Mare, tossed down the sheer scarp between beech-grown crags onto one of the tussock flats of the valley floor, we saw the Minarets at its head, sharp in snow. Someone followed a stag, with no success, and next day, which was too wet for mustering, we saw several deer in the basin above us. Mosquitoes and sandflies pestered us as we lay in our blankets on rough fern beds; the men made irregular meals and late in the day went shooting rabbits; they got about fourteen. The day after rose fine, the musterers set off, while I stayed behind with the youngest station hand, Bill, to pack and load the horses and return to the homestead; we took turns at riding in the heat.

            
A week later I took part in the mustering on the main station block, the range which runs back from the lake to the Minarets, of which it is an outlying spur. Mr Freeman and my father were away with three men deer-stalking. Bill and I climbed in the hot middle of the day to a hut some hours away up the range; one of the musterers whom we joined there took me out to shoot keas, but his dogs played up. Snow already lay thick on the Minarets, which shone clear that night in frosty moonlight. Tired from the climb and the heat, I slept but my bed was uncomfortable, and I woke early. A fine sunrise stained the peaks, but it was ten o'clock before the sun reached our hut. While the men went out to prospect I stayed behind, reading 
Paradise Lost and damming the stream; a warm day, followed by a mild night with another clear moon.

            
Then came the mustering day. Each man was to stay at a certain height on the range, and with his dogs to drive all the sheep before him towards the lake face and down to the home yards. I had no dogs, but with the station manager, Mr Spedding, I was to take the summit ridge. Setting off early, we climbed straight up for an hour into the snow on the broad ridge; we 

were well back towards the Minarets and could see Aspiring now and then beyond them. The other men were lost far down on the folded and fissured range. Occasionally I heard one of their dogs barking, thin and sharp in the immense distance, or a faint insect whistle, but the ridge swelled out and curved steeply down towards the Albert Burn far below to our left, and I saw no trace of them. We were alone between the ridge and the sky. For more than five hours we tramped over thin snow; then it ended, the ridge fell away before us, and we stood at the blunt apex of an enormous rough triangle, the lake face of the ridge. I was to follow slowly down, behind the musterers, watching for sheep that might have escaped their net. Mr Spedding and his dogs left me.

            
It was early afternoon, still and hot. The lake in its long narrow trough from Pigeon Island to the head lay very blue beneath me; nearly opposite, small from where I stood, opened the Gap, a low narrow pass in the hills leading to Lake Hawea, through which ran the road to Makarora and the Haast Pass. The quiet lake, the brown and tawny hills, tussocked, rock-strewn, steep and broken, and the snow peaks above, dwelt with me for the whole of that long slow mellow afternoon as I dawdled down the huge face, and sat to gaze and daydream and gaze, drinking in the sun. The whole world before me seemed my possession; I had never before, alone, held such a vast scene in my eye and mind, had never been subjected to and penetrated by one so grand, so rich. All I had ever known of the visible creation was gathered there in my sight: no matter that it was country in fact new to me: it was not strange, that day I came to know it, and it was made mine for good.

            
On the lake and on the hills beyond nothing stirred; only from far down the slopes before me the cries of sheep were borne up, sifted through the fine air, and I saw their tiny clots and files hovering and straggling downwards here and there among the gullies and ridges of the immense face. Like a bird floating on outstretched wings, the sun sailing motionless overhead drifted towards the peaks behind as I descended, sinking slowly and calmly as if it would never reach its haven among those violent rocks. I lingered too, unwilling for the day to end, reluctant to reach the dust and clamour of the yards, the dull friendly 
home-

stead, and the meal for which I was growing hungry; yet so exultant, so filled with the splendour of the day, that nothing could undo what I had seen and felt and become.

            
Three months later, my father, LeL and I sailed from Auckland on the 
Remuera. Grandfather, Kate and several old friends had seen us off by the early train from Dunedin. The Miss Dawsons came to see us at Palmerston. At Oamaru, Mrs Milner brought me good wishes from The Man, and with her came my friends — James and Ian, Peter, Dougal, Morry and three or four others, all of whom I loved in different ways. As the train began to move they gave me a haka, the greatest token of honour and affection I think I have ever received; and then, in The Man's car, raced beside the train as far as road and railway ran together. When we passed Waitaki, I saw my dear Miss White waving from her upstairs window. In Christchurch, Winsome and I dined at Warner's; I do not remember whether I had to fight to be allowed that. The uneventful voyage took us via Panama to Southampton. Few people were travelling first class, and we made only one friend, a girl going from Canterbury College to Cambridge, Sheelagh Sadlier, whose father was Bishop of Nelson. Black-haired, sensible and jolly, she liked us all and became a family friend. A few days south of the line, I had my eighteenth birthday.

          

        



* See 'Otago Landscapes, I', 'On Mt Iron', in 
Disputed Ground
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Remindingly beside the quays the white Ships lie smoking; and from their haunted bay The godwits vanish towards another summer. Everywhere in light and calm the murmuring Shadow of departure; distance looks our way; And none knows where he will lie down at night.

          

The Islands (ii), 1940
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we reached Waterloo on a wet warm Saturday of August 1927, to be met by all five de Beers, and by Aunt Agnes, Aunt Emily's youngest sister, and two Australian cousins. After lunch at the commonplace expensive hotel in Northumberland Avenue where the de Beers had taken rooms for us (did they think it would be to my father's taste?), the elders remained to talk while Mary, Dora and Esmond took Lel and me for our first view of London. We walked in the damp mild grey air through Trafalgar Square, down Whitehall, into Westminster Abbey; then through Westminster School, past the Houses of Parliament, and back across St James's Park.

            
Much of this was half familiar, from photographs, but the reality was to tally different. My response, I think, was too breathless, too greedy, to be more than naïve. There was, first, too much to talk about; it was two years since Mary and Dora had left Dunedin; Esmond was virtually a new acquaintance. A brimming past, an impending future, and this overwhelming present, met together in a flood which I could not take in; most of what I saw and heard touched me for a moment and was gone.

            
Of that afternoon's walk one sight alone moved me and remained. It was not the Abbey itself, nor its great cloisters, but the small cloister towards the river, with its eighteenth-century arcades, plain trickling fountain, and tall plane tree that cast a tender green light and graceful melancholy on the quiet and austerity of the place. There was a haven I could love, to which memory could return for solace. It was pure London, plane tree and fountain humanized its cloistral reserve, it wore anonymity which set it outside particular ages and customs, 

freeing it for anyone to consider his own. There was my first foothold and point of rest in England, in the old world.

            
Later that afternoon my father took us on what was, for him, our chief pilgrimage — to visit two old aunts, his mother's sisters. They lived in a small late-Victorian villa of sallow brick in the wilderness of West Hampstead, decent, comfortable, ugly, with a dull hedge in front and a narrow strip of green garden behind. Aunt Bessie Singer had married in Vienna, but, childless and long since widowed, had lived for many years with her younger unmarried sister Aunt Loulou Hart and their grey drooping companion Miss Worthington. Aunt Bess was very small, bent, with grey curls and a touch of apple brightness still in her cheeks, twinkling, be-ringed, and wore lacy frilly dresses of an ancient fashion; her talk was gay, sparrow-like, in an old, cracked voice, with the surprising slight roughness of speech often affected by ladies late last century; but hers may have been natural. She made me think, obscurely, of a forgetmenot from a Victorian nosegay. She was the head of the house, she always presided and carved at table, and I seem to remember that she ate well. After the death of her sister, my father's mother, she and Aunt Loulou had adopted respectively the third and fourth of their nephews; Uncle Reg, who lived in Sydney, had taken her name, and Uncle Archie, who lived in Sussex, Aunt Loulou's.

            
All three were fervent Christian Scientists. They did not read; they had no interests; talk with them was always about persons. They adopted us as our father's children, and were fond of us for family reasons, without knowing us as we were. Adopting them in turn, out of mixed duty and sympathy, Lel and I continued to visit them for the rest of their lives, whenever we were in London.

            
That evening we dined with the de Beers in the house which they were renting in Well Walk, Hampstead. It was at the corner scarcely fifty yards away, by a seat on Hampstead Heath, that Coleridge had pressed Keats's hand and felt death in it. The talk after dinner turned to Picasso and modern art; most of it was over my head, but it would not be so for long; that was the world I was seeking; I recognized it at once, but did not know how unready for it I was.

            


            
We spent much of our time with relatives, chiefly with the de Beers. We saw a good deal of the tourist's London, the obvious sights, the hotels, the restaurants and tea-rooms, the shops and the tailors, the musical comedies and popular plays. We visited Australian cousins who were staying at the Ritz, and other relations at the Savoy and the Royal Palace in Kensington High Street. There was a big family party one night at the Berkeley; my father and I were taken to businessmen's lunching places in the city by cousins who ran the London offices of Michaelis, Hallenstein and Co. and the 
d.i.c. Lel and I took all this high living, and the note of Would-be grandeur that went with it in some cases, quite as a matter of course. It meant nothing to us, but my father liked it, although he too smiled at the Australian cousins who declared it was so economical to stay at the Ritz, because from there a penny bus would take you 
anywhere.

            
I was seldom on my own, and then only between engagements. My father had brought us, the whole expedition was his, and he decided what we should do from day to day; I do not think either of us questioned this. Our likes and dislikes showed themselves gradually and tentatively. My private forays were mostly to discover bookshops and buy books. One day at the end of September I found the Poetry Bookshop near the British Museum. It was run by the poet Harold Monro, whom I remember there either that day or on later visits; although I knew who he was I was far too shy to speak to him. His black hair lay close upon his head fitting it like a cap; he wore a black moustache that seemed to accentuate a broodingly sardonic expression. One book I bought on that first visit was 
Katherine Mansfield's 
Journal, recently published. I don't know whether I had heard of K.M. in New Zealand, or only when the 
Journal appeared, in London; I had certainly read none of her work at that time.

            
The best habit I formed was that of going to the National Gallery almost every day, an easy habit, since our hotel was just across the square. We went together time and again, often with one or more of the de Beers, sometimes only for half-an-hour, sometimes for much longer. That was the beginning of my absorption in pictures. My reactions were immediate and strong, 

but Esmond questioned my naïve opinions and by his comments began to teach me what to look for and see. A few of my lifelong devotions started then — to Piero, above all to his 
Baptism; to the Bellinis, with Giovanni's 
Agony in the Garden and 
Madonna of the Meadow and Gentile's 
St Dominic; and, partly for Keats's sake, to Titian's 
Bacchus and Ariadne. The Italians captivated me at once and held me; it was some years before any other painter, Cezanne first, and then Rembrandt, was to challenge their almost exclusive hold on my affection.

            
One Sunday evening Aunt Emily took me to hear Mrs Besant speak at the Queen's Hall. Mary and Dora were with us, and May Barden and Dal Michaelis, and Enid Hallenstein with her Italian husband Alfredo Cianchi. The interest which all of these felt in what Mrs Besant stood for, although her subject that night was 'The Future of Europe', distinguished if it did not separate them from other members of the family. Esmond was probably in Oxford, where he was living, but I doubt if Mrs Besant would have attracted him.

            
I do not remember what Mrs Besant said, but her eloquence was as irresistible as her full white robe reaching to the ground. Beside her on the dais sat a beautiful young Indian, 
Krishnamurti, whom I had heard the de Beers talk about; Mrs Besant was training him to be her successor as leader of the Theosophical Society, and as a prophet or even a saviour of the world. He did not speak that night, but his great dignity and beauty and reserve were as persuasive, for me, as any words could have been. They spoke silently of India and all I had read about it, of the Buddha and the life that he enjoined. It needed only the sight of this young man, and at different times later of 
Rabindranath Tagore and Dr Radhakrishnan, both of whom I heard speak, to waken and keep alive in my mind an image which was one of the most powerful I knew.

            
Of the many people I met for the first time in those weeks, three were to become close to me: Aunt Agnes, and Enid and Alfredo Cianchi. Did I choose them? or were we chosen for each other? From being simply relatives, all three very soon became friends.

            


            
Aunt Agnes, the youngest of my great-grandfather's four daughters, was born in Queenstown, grew up in Dunedin, was among the first women graduates of the University of Otago, married in Hamburg, and did not return to New Zealand. I knew from photographs and from family talk that she had been a very lovely, wide-eyed, rather wayward girl of great intelligence. Her husband, Siegfried Barden, was a connoisseur. He and Aunt Agnes travelled a good deal in Europe and made a modest collection of fine paintings and etchings and other works of art. He died during the first world war; when it ended, Aunt Agnes came to live in London and recovered her British nationality.

            
In her flat in South Kensington she had one or two seventeenth-century Dutch sea-scapes of ships with wide bright sails against clouds glowing above still water, a beautiful head of a girl, jewel-like on a dark background, German or Dutch of the same period, good examples of prints by Dürer and Rembrandt and others, and a cabinet with small mediaeval and Renaissance figures in wood and stone, china, netsukes and the like. All these were pieces that she had helped choose and that she knew and loved. (Some of them went to the British Museum when she died, a few came to the Otago Museum.) She had a good knowledge of European art and of architecture, art galleries and museums throughout Europe. She spoke and read German almost as well as English and habitually read French and Italian too. I very soon learned that she and the de Beers took it for granted that one read in all three languages and knew their literatures; this was accepted without question, and did not need stating; 
it was obvious and ordinary among educated people. For them there were no frontiers in literature any more than in music, painting, sculpture and architecture.

            
Aunt Agnes was very small, slight, agile, and walked fast and well, as she continued to do for at least another ten years; until into her seventies. She leaned forward in walking, and when hurried broke easily into a run. She dressed with quiet and good taste, usually in black, often with a narrow band of black velvet or silk round her throat; when she wore a long light summer dress or a light shawl the lines of her face almost disappeared and she looked ageless, lyrical. She never lost her bright, eager 

look; her talk had a quick high laughing note of delight and discovery. Aunt Agnes shared with many of the Hallensteins the noticeably deep-set eyes, grey-blue, which was their strongest common feature; her sister Emily, Grandfather, who was her first cousin, Ernest Halsted, another first cousin (he managed the London office of Michaelis Hallenstein), my mother, I myself and one or two others, all bore this mark of resemblance.

            
In Enid and Alfredo Cianchi I met my first rebels. They were individualists, who rebelled only to maintain their identity, when rebellion was forced on them, so that they came to seem more extreme than they were. The forms which their rebellion took were outwardly quiet and harmless, Enid's impulse being instinctive, Alfredo's more intellectual and so possibly more radical in the long run. Enid inherited the strong will of the Michaelises in a body whose weaknesses she fought with unfailing courage. She was born with a deformed hip, which made her limp, she was small and thin and suffered illness after illness all her life. Wanting to be a painter, she had the greatest difficulty in persuading her parents to allow her to travel, with a companion, and to live in Italy. They feared for her health; even more, they feared for her morals, and her safety; Italians being adventurers, and she young, innocent and helpless, she was bound to be duped and caught by some unscrupulous dago who wanted her family's money. When she met Alfredo and married him for all their opposition they knew that their worst fears had come true.

            
Alfredo was a spontaneously friendly good-looking young Italian, then twenty-seven, with a broad face and short nose, clear complexion, large brown eyes, and well-shaped broad practical hands; entirely unselfconscious, and an extreme idealist. He had a copious flow of language and gesture and his eloquence surged over all obstacles; his command of English was remarkable, or became so before long, because he read constantly, but he spoke it grotesquely badly and his speech never improved. He was a gifted scientist and inventor who believed that science could save the world and bring peace to the nations, if only its power were held in the right hands; and to this he dedicated his life. He had no ambition for himself, no interest in power or money or even fame; he wanted to be left alone in his laboratory to work, and to live quietly.

            


            
The message and the way of life sounded as irresistible to me as they had to Enid. After his marriage he tried to carry them into practice in Italy, but again and again he met the restrictions, the dogmatism, the overbearing authority and the suspicions of fascism. He had grown up or had become a liberal free-thinker and anti-clerical (his sister became a nun and later a prioress in a teaching order, but they were always close to each other) to whom Mussolini's dictatorship was repugnant; he hated its bragging and showmanship, its brutality and militarism. Instead of being restrained and patient he was impulsively outspoken, which got him into such danger that he had to leave Italy; he and Enid and their small daughter had reached London not long ahead of us. I had read romantic stories about Italian exiles in England before the Risorgimento, and first saw Enid and Alfredo in that light; but I understood too that they had really been in danger of their lives. That was my introduction to the reality of politics, which I had not been brought close to before.
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i went up to St John's in the second week of October to read Modern History. The preliminary course of two terms took in an outline of European history from 800 to 1789, with some additional subjects. My tutors were Austin Lane Poole and W. C. Costin. Poole was also my moral tutor: as such he had to keep an eye on my welfare, watching my battels (my accounts, what I spent in college on food and drink), and the general progress of my work. The Lane Pooles were a well-known family of historians; Austin was the third of them to be distinguished in recent times. He became a learned mediaevalist who wrote, much later, a volume on the thirteenth century in the 
Oxford History of England. He was a big man with a big head, sallow 
skin, lank hair, who walked stooping a little 
in his gown; his long face of yellowed parchment and dog-brown eyes always looked tired and sad. He had been badly gassed in the war, and suffered from it for the rest of his life. He took two men together for tutorials in mediaeval history. A born scholar, he was wasted on freshmen like me; but being too withdrawn to make himself at home with undergraduates, he was not a good tutor; he could 

never put himself in their position; none of the eight of us in my year who were reading Modern History found that we got much from him. But he was a likeable and kindly man, thoughtful for those in his care; concluding once from my battels that I must be hard up, he asked, to my astonishment, whether the college could help me.

            
Costin might have been chosen as his opposite: an outgoing, sociable bachelor, earnest and yet comfortable, an unimaginative philistine who could appreciate old churches, liked quiet good living and easy tweed clothes. He too was large, but growing heavy, quite unselfconscious as he looked at you down his nose. He loved the company of undergraduates, and frequently took reading parties to Scotland or the continent for a fortnight of vacation. He was a good tutor because he knew how to catch one's interest and hold it. In my time he always lived in the Canterbury Quad, the handsome inner quadrangle built when Laud was Archbishop of Canterbury with its statue of Charles I over the passage from the front quadrangle and of Henrietta Maria over the opposite passage leading to the garden. His rooms, impregnated with tobacco smoke and seeming to invite talk, were so impersonal they might have belonged to any don. With him I studied the eighteenth century, the origins of cabinet government, constitutional history.

            
The President of the college was a short square venerable old man bearded like a prophet, stern and slow, who had been headmaster of Rugby, the Rev. Dr James, the Bodger. He lived in the President's lodgings in the front quadrangle, next to the east end of the chapel, with a housekeeper who presided over his table when he entertained undergraduates in small groups to breakfast — or was it luncheon? or Sunday afternoon tea? We saw very little of him. But when he preached in chapel on Sunday morning his sermon was not to be missed; he was direct, simple, vehement; I have forgotten what he said, but his thoughtfulness and evident deep feeling were unmistakable — and having heard many sermons I was not impressed easily.

            
I was thrown together from the start with the seven other men (
men and 
undergraduates were the terms then in use) reading Modern History. The other people whom I gravitated towards 

at first, partly by chance, were undemonstrative souls with quiet interests of their own, who sought no limelight. One devoutly conventional well-brought-up fresh-faced youth took an unaccountable liking to me, and kept inviting me for a few weeks to drink sherry decorously before dinner (a habit quite new to me) in his room hung with hunting prints. I got to know two or three musical men of modest ambitions, one of whom was, or became, college organist. But already in that first term — the short crowded Oxford term of eight weeks — I met and began to attach myself to the half-dozen fellow freshers who became my lasting college friends, one especially a friend for life.

            
St John's was a college of medium size for the sober middle classes. It took about two hundred undergraduates, most of whom lived in for two years and then went into digs; Scholars were allowed to remain in college for a third and sometimes a fourth year. The college was founded in 1555 by an Elizabethan merchant, Sir Thomas White, together with Merchant Taylors' School, with which it kept close ties. Its founder endowed it well; it owned much land in what had now become North Oxford, as well as farms in other parts of the country; income from these made it one of the wealthier colleges. Among the other schools it drew upon were Christ's Hospital, Tonbridge (
E. M. Forster's Sawston), Rugby, Sherborne; not, usually, the grander public schools. Only one Etonian and one Harrovian came up in my year, both, as it happened, implausibly smooth; both vanished within the year, sent down, I fancy, for failure to work or for some misdemeanour.

            
Already in 1927 two-thirds of all undergraduates came up to Oxford on scholarships or bursaries, and St John's took a great many from grammar schools and others; I remember a scientist with rooms on my staircase whose home town in the Midlands I had barely heard of. The college took as well its quota 
of Rhodes Scholars and other men from abroad. Several American and Canadian Rhodes Scholars were among my contemporaries; later I met or heard of two or three from Bermuda who preceded me by only a little; and one New Zealand Rhodes Scholar, Andrew Sharp, came up in my second year. There were a number of large loud hearties about too, who rowed, some of them, and 

spent a good deal of money, and were often drunk. They seemed to be survivors from worse days; when they went down, after my first year, the college grew noticeably quieter.

            
The particular friends I made were all English and middle-class, from Merchant Taylors', Tonbridge, Christ's Hospital, and Bristol Grammar. The first I got to know was Reggie (Rex) Howlett, whom I met in the first week of term — strangely enough, at afternoon tea with 
W. P. Morrell, son of the Rector of Otago Boys' High School, whose family I knew in Dunedin. He was a Scholar, from Tonbridge School, reading Mods and Greats — that is, Honour Moderations, which meant Latin and Greek, followed by Literae Humaniores or Greek and Latin literature, history and philosophy. This was the great traditional Oxford school, the ideal training — it was held — for poets, philosophers, scholars and teachers, civil servants and politicians, statesmen, servants of empire. It was of its nature and by tradition the most rigorous school of the humanities.

            
Reggie had a good, orderly mind, which thrived on this discipline. He was plump and comfortable but active, with a high colour, a little sceptical, and thought well of the world and his place in it; seldom discontented for long, but bursting out now and then in fits of exuberance, shouting and singing and threshing his arms and refusing to pipe down. He was usually smiling or frowning, often both together, or he looked quizzical, or judicial, but he never wore an impassive air or cared to seem other than his temperate, genial, likeable self, youthful and mature at the same time and entirely dependable always. He spoke with natural, emphatic, even dramatic, precision, well and often wittily; we liked each other from the start and laughed a great deal together. Our chief outward bond was our love of music. But while I was uneducated in that as in everything else, he had knowledge as well as feeling; he played the piano, and was accustomed to follow scores when listening. We soon joined the University Music Society and went regularly for all my three years to its concerts in the old Music Room in Holywell, every second Tuesday of term.

            
It may have been through Reggie that I first met Colin 

Roberts, who was also reading Mods. As Senior Scholar of our year Colin was a public figure already familiar by sight; he read grace before dinner in hall; a tall spare straight figure who carried about with him a touch of English austerity, conspicuous in his long full Scholar's gown which was so unlike the short square decidedly undress gowns of the same black which commoners wore. He was much admired for his intellectual gifts, his uprightness, his evident goodness, the delicate, already scholarly beauty of his face; hearties and cynics who despised him for a puritan and a prig yet had to give him grudging respect. As Senior Scholar, he was the first undergraduate of his year, very conscious of it and a little uneasy; even that purely nominal authority of his position did not come naturally to him. He had no false pride, only great reserve. I think he had still to force himself, when meeting anyone and everyone; undoubtedly he grew easier as time went on. To him I was an ordinary commoner reading the largest and least distinguished of schools, a colonial of no education (I could not disguise it altogether) wholly ignorant of England and English life and Oxford ways. It was unlikely that we should become friends. But tastes and temperament drew us together in that small society in which we were, it seemed, a little singular. He became for me, as James had been, an elder brother, deeply loved and looked up to, of firm convictions and settled habits, and plainly bound already — if one looked ahead — for a life of learning and distinction.

            
I did not look ahead, and Colin was only what I saw and knew in the present moment — an eager and beautiful fellow being of my own age, who shared my interests and love of poetry and painting, and held religious convictions which I respected and was open to but did not share. Colin's enjoyment of poetry was founded, I think, on his admiration for Virgil and Lucretius, Aeschylus and Sophocles and some of the Greek lyric poets; in English, on Shakespeare, Milton, the seventeenth-century religous poets, Wordsworth, and in our time on Housman and de la Mare especially. It was, in English at least, a partly romantic and markedly nostalgic love. I shared his feeling fully but that was not the whole extent of my enjoyment: for me — implicitly, because I had not yet defined it — poetry was also exploratory, a vehicle of knowledge, a principal means of discovering and 

interpreting reality. That was why new poetry was always more important to me than to Colin. None of our other friends in St John's felt any keen interest in poetry at all.

            
Oxford is a hazy damp low-lying town set between two rivers with their branching arms and canals among slight hills, a town of the waters, an ancient ford. No wind ever clears it for long of the faint miasma of river mist that is its familiar ghostly presence, that mellows and crumbles its stone, nourishes its lawns and trees and ivies and mosses. Colin and Reggie and other friends led me to explore it, usually between lunch and tea, which was the time for strolling, shopping, browsing in bookshops and print-shops, punting and canoeing, swimming and lying in the sun at Parsons' Pleasure, a secluded pool of the Cherwell where one wore nothing, and walking in the nearer country. I got to know the better college chapels, and very slowly, to find my way about Norman, English Gothic and later styles and to give my fixed, loving allegiance to a few special buildings - first to St Mary's, the university church, whose spire breaks from the rich wreath of pinnacles that cling about its base to soar up pure and free; from the High and farther south it is all grace; it shows its great strength only from Radcliffe Square, where you see it springing firmly from its supporting tower. And to New College ante-chapel, with its slender soaring columns and the exquisite colours of its stained glass; to the cloisters of dark stone outside, a pool of untroubled solitude, broad, deeply shaded, with their single ilex on the green silent lawn overlooked by an austere bell-tower.

            
A settled maze of colleges and gardens, streets and lanes, a changing host of faces, voices, gestures, at lectures, at concerts, in the street, that was the background against which a few friends, a few buildings, gardens and trees detached themselves. St John's garden has a magnificent lawn long enough for archery practice, a celebrated rock-garden containing a number of New Zealand plants, banks where bluebells grow and those lovelier drooping bells of fritillaries, pure white, deep brown, and a third kind pale and speckled like Dante's leopard; and it grows an unusual plant called dittany — the name comes from 

Mt Dicte in Crete — to whose flowers you set a lighted match on still summer nights to see them flare for a moment with a puff of gaseous vapour that they secrete. I often sat in the garden to work or at least read on still afternoons, but watched and daydreamed more than I read.

            
My eyes were caught especially by swallows darting and veering overhead, shooting up and diving down with a flash of wings and forked tail opening and shutting, swallows that are unknown in New Zealand but that I was to see everywhere in Europe and the Mediterranean and that seemed to embody a distinct way of life; while across the lawn, close to Trinity wall, grew a young poplar, not big or old enough yet to have grown noticeable branches and taken on its own character, but with a gracefully curving stem clad lightly in pale leaves always yellowish-green that were never quite still even when one felt no breath of air; leaves more tremulously alive than any other living thing except the tireless swallows. Poplar 
rooted in one plot of earth, swallow free of the air and yet true, it also, to a single home and nest: must one range the skies for one's proper food, or will everything come to him who remains fixed in one place, alert to every least stir of life? I tried for years to put questions such as these into poems, and did not speak of them.

            
Reggie and I started walking and bicycling on Sundays to see the countryside and its villages and churches. Colin joined us and on many Sundays for all my three years two or three of us, sometimes with one or two others as well, explored the neighbourhood for fifteen to twenty miles in every direction. We planned our walks by map; the one-inch-to-a-mile Ordnance Survey maps were our invaluable guides. The English country is densely populated, not by people so much as by what they have made over many settled centuries: villages, hamlets, churches, crosses, manor houses, almshouses, stables, inns and inn signs, gardens and commons, ponds, streams with cress-beds, mills, fields defined by lanes and roads, hills rounded by grazing, walking, and by the plough; rich trees, particularly elms, that seem cornucopias freighted, laden with their swelling branches and clouds of downy or flashing or softly swaying leaves, and thronged 

with birds; each tree an individual with no less character than a human being, so that one came to recognize them almost like friends. There were meadows coming down to the Thames, presided over on three sides by trees of such magnificence that they caught my breath and held my eyes every time I passed in the train to or from London, between Pangbourne and Cholsey, where the Chilterns and the Berkshire Downs, like prehistoric men risen from their long barrows and shapeless mounds, come quietly down to the river to drink.

            
Green, the colour of England, countless greens, turning to blue in the distance, to cloudy blue of haze and warmth, to pale sky blue, deep blue of the sea; turning to the pale yellows of stubble and thatch, to grey, to soft brown, to drab, to dust; to the innumerable weathered greys of stone and slate, to the reds of brick and tile; to the smoke and grime and soot, the choking air, the prison streets, the factories mills warehouses railway yards power stations of London and the Midland and North Country towns.

            
It was green mainly that we plunged into and soaked ourselves in around Oxford. New country to us all, but new in kind only to me; deeply leafy country like a green underwater world from Marston to Elsfield and Wood Eaton and Islip; the drier airier beech greens of those richly folded ribs and hollows of the Chilterns; from Ibstone down to Turville and Fingest and up again to Fawley or up and over to Stonor and Pishill and on to Nettlebed; to Dorchester for its Abbey Church with the Jesse window, and to Ewelme, one of our chosen villages, where in the stone and flint church beside the red brick almshouses lie on their tombs the alabaster figures of an Earl of Suffolk and his wife who was Chaucer's daughter. West and north we reached the Cotswolds, as far as Great Tew, village and manor house of that Lord Falkland who longed to reconcile cavalier and roundhead; to the Rollright Stones, a circle of pre-historic standing stones, neglected and forlorn in a field on a ridge of the Cotswolds above the West Midland plains; to the Wychwoods, three villages marking the extent of what was formerly the royal forest of Wychwood, now shrunken small, between the Evenlode and the Windrush, and the two Barringtons beyond Burford on the Windrush, streams that bring northern Cotswold waters to the 

Thames a little west of Oxford; to Lechlade and Fairford to see the famous stained glass in their churches built in the flourishing years of the mediaeval wool trade. We followed Roman roads for many miles, especially one that bears south from the summit of the great arc which Akeman Street flings across the counties from Aylesbury to Cirencester; leaving the Roman station of Alchester, near Bicester, it crosses the strangely hushed sunken ground of Otmoor, through marsh and bramble, where no bird sings; passes Beckley with its Roman villa, skirts the western slope of Shotover Hill, and strikes the Thames at Dorchester. We sought out more ancient tracks and boundaries too, such as Grim's Ditch, a prehistoric earthwork of forgotten origin and purpose, which crosses the southern ridge of the Chilterns below Nettlebed to run down to the Thames at Mongewell. And again and again we went south to the Berkshire Downs, walking them at different times almost from end to end, as far as the White Horse on Hackpen Hill, if not to Avebury.

            
Our walks were not only through the ripe, leafy summer country; we walked all the year round. One afternoon of early winter Colin and I crossed Cumnor Hill and were making our way down to the Thames at Bablock Hythe and along to Filchampstead by field paths and through woods, searching desultorily among the thick fallen leaves as we walked for the mediaeval Physic Well which the map noted and which we had read of in a guide book. We came out of the trees into irregular fields of short cropped grass, bramble thickets, dead bracken, and further bare trees beyond. It was quite still, still and damp under the low grey haze that hung only just above the trees, and into which they faded no distance off. Time was suspended; the earth did not seem either to be drawing breath, or holding its breath, or sleeping; it lay still; dank air, brown and grey and mauve woods, sodden fields, haze. A black dead bird, rook or crow, hung from a bare hawthorn branch close by our path, swaying a little, wherever we looked the only thing that moved. All that country, all its history, the long centuries of England whose lives, whose work, spoke to us silently on every hand, lay folded and brooding in this stillness and suspension in which the days of countless winters drifted past unrecorded. It was 

like no stillness I had ever known; dense, brimming, 
yet without tension; at any moment a dead voice might have spoken to us, some man out of the far past might have been walking alongside and neither of us would have been surprised. We passed through the silent landscape which was England and history as if we alone were living and it was dead, yet we knew that while we both must die its life would be incalculably longer than ours, so long in comparison that it must seem immortality. It was as if the dead bird had spoken to us; we talked of it afterwards as of a portent, more than it seemed to be.

            
Oxford life was extremely social. One was alone in one's rooms — except for the intrusions of the scout, the college manservant, who cleaned, made up the fire, made the bed, fetched breakfast and lunch; one worked alone. For the rest, I spent a great deal of time in company, although less than at school; chiefly with the few friends I have mentioned. In my second year I moved into a set of small attic rooms (bedroom, study) entered from the front quad; the study looked on to the elm trees of St Giles, with seats in the embrasure of the rather high window, the bedroom on to the roofs above the quad. These rooms, which were not considered good ones, had great advantages. Being at the top of a rather steep staircase which led to one or two other similar sets of rooms inhabited by quiet people, they were more private than most; they were snug and easy to keep warm; and the high window delighted me with its view of elm-trees and sky. Whatever I did, I could not be heard from the quad, nor from the street if I kept my window shut. It was forbidden to play gramophones (and pianos) after 9 o'clock, but I could play mine all night so long as it did not disturb my neighbours; I played it constantly until very late, for myself and for friends, caused no complaint, and was never discovered. I breakfasted and lunched in my rooms when alone, and dined in hall; but it was common to lunch and sometimes breakfast with friends, in one's own rooms or theirs.

            
I joined the Union and listened to its debates from time to time but felt no inclination to speak myself, knowing that I was not a politician and that I was entirely lacking in the confidence, aplomb and quick-wittedness needed to be an acceptable speaker. But I used its reading rooms and good general library (far better 

stocked with recent work of all kinds than the college library), took tea there, and sat in summer in its quiet garden.

            
One of my few social engagements which became regular was at the Hongi Club, an informal group of New Zealanders in Oxford. We met every second Tuesday (I think) for afternoon tea in one another's rooms, to talk about New Zealand and its problems, not too solemnly. I went first early in 
my first term, to John Harvie's rooms at University; I cannot recall the talk then or on any later occasion, but our afternoon tea menu became fixed — hot-buttered anchovy toast followed by chocolate eclairs, which every civilized college supplied. Others whom I met at the Hongi Club were Alec Haslam, a gangling raw Rhodes Scholar who seemed all elbows and had had a great name at Waitaki just before my time, and was to become a judge; 
Willie Morrell, who was at Balliol (later professor of history at the University of Otago); 
Ormond Wilson who was at Lincoln; several Rhodes Scholars who were reading medicine and various sciences. All seemed 
to be far more politicallyminded than I was.

            
Otherwise, I met few people from other colleges, being too timid and unsure to stray outside the small niche I was finding for myself. After 
my German cousin Erik Hallenstein came up to Wadham at the beginning of my second year, I got to know two or three of his friends. I had not the courage to approach the poets whom I knew by sight and admired — I admired them personally more than their poems. Stephen Spender went to some of the same lectures as I, he spoke from the platform at literary meetings, very tall, with eager, finely moulded face, untidy hair and large eyes that roved about while he talked to someone — the 'Eye, gazelle, delicate wanderer' that he wrote about must be his own. Clere Parsons by contrast seemed all intellect, very contained rather correct in dress and manner, elegantly brushed fair hair, pale horn-rimmed glasses; introducing 
T. S. Eliot one night he quoted with what seemed affected precision some words of 'Blaise Pascal', so putting firmly in their places those (myself) who had not read that philosopher. His poems were thought to show great promise but he died only a few years later having written little.

            
Another figure whom I saw often, but only in the street, was 

Louis MacNeice, who would notice one with a glance as he passed, elegant and supercilious with his long upper lip and well-combed gleaming black hair, an umbrella on one arm and sometimes a girl on the other, the mask complete to hide the man, although I did not then recognize it.

* All these contributed to the literary magazines, to which I kept sending poems nearly always without success, and to the annual 
Oxford Poetry, which finally printed a couple of slight pieces of mine just after I went down. The one poet I ever met properly was E. J. (Joy) Scovell, who appeared at meetings occasionally with Spender and other luminaries; Colin had her to tea a few times with one or two friends. She was as reserved as she was lovely; and she was as lovely as the poems she was then writing and publishing — complete, finished poems, more traditional in form and expression than those she was to write a few years later.

            
For years after, one of the very few things I could remember of my first term was lying on my sofa through long damp grey days and reading 
Katherine Mansfield's 
Journal, which seemed (in recollection) to set the mood of the whole term. In fact I devoured the 
Journal in two days, sleeping on my sofa after the first (can that have been due to its influence?). I returned to it, and it haunted me for a long time; I dwelt on what seemed traditionally 'romantic' and Bohemian in it; but it also made me aware that writers work alone and must expect to live much alone. None of 
Katherine Mansfield's stories, when I came to read them, struck me as hard as the 
Journal — I was at my most impressionable, and the stories, 'At the Bay', 'The Voyage', 'Prelude', won their way into my mind more quietly.

            
In that same term, I think, I began to read Plato, thanks to Colin. No one I knew before read Plato, or spoke of reading him. Colin was a devotee, and I had to follow him, and share with him if I could. Since I remained, and remain, uninstructed in philosophy, as in music, I read Plato as a layman and the technicalities of the theory of knowledge, not to mention the mathematics and astronomy, passed over my head; but in the next few years I must have read a dozen of the dialogues, and with the 
Symposium, the 
Phaedo, the 
Republic, even the 
Timaeus (which I read with A. E. Taylor's big commentary a little later), 

I came to have a more than nodding acquaintance, and allowed Platonic ideas to colour my mind henceforth. Not to the exclusion of other and contradictory ones, but Plato's were powerful, especially when Shelley reinforced them, and I soon began to soak myself in Shelley and to give him my strongest devotion among poets.

            
It was under the combined influence of Plato and Shelley, 
Krishnamurti and Buddhism, Alfredo and Enid (who were vegetarians), memories of my grandmother, and no doubt other writers and persons, that notions of purity obsessed me and by fits and starts I made several ineffectual bids towards purity. The purity I believed I longed for failed to distinguish properly between what goes in at the mouth and what comes out of the heart. Fortunately my will was weak and my senses strong, so that I did not fall into puritanism, but continued in a cloud of contradictions, not knowing what I wanted except that I wanted to write poetry. Of these inner cross-currents I spoke to no one.
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All this time Esmond de Beer was living in Oxford and continued to live there, except during the Michaelmas term of 1929. His university life had been interrupted by the war, which he had spent chiefly in India; afterwards he completed it at New College, and he was now working as an assistant to the historian Sir Charles Firth, lately Regius Professor of Modern History. Firth's interest centred in the seventeenth century, especially the Civil War; Esmond's settled on the same century. Only a few years later he was invited by the Delegates of the Clarendon Press to edit the complete manuscript of Evelyn's diary, which had come into their hands; this was to occupy him for more than twenty years, and his edition, published in six volumes in 1955, is one of the great scholarly editions of our time. He was already a scholar by inclination and habit; he had been named by his mother after Thackeray's Esmond. He wished to understand fully all that interested him, and a great many things interested him, quite outside those belonging to his chosen field. I was surprised once at his knowledge of the details of cutting and sewing a suit of clothes; he seemed thoroughly conversant with any 
mat-

ter that had to do with the arts and history and literature - the techniques of tempera painting and of print-making; the lives and works of Milton and Marvell and Butler and Dryden, and of the politicians of the Restoration — he once thought of writing a book on the reign of Charles II; and Italian art of almost any period. He walked about with his eyes open, always observant; his memory was excellent; once he grasped a subject he made it his own for life. Like Mary and Dora and their mother (but not their father) he was extremely active; a very fast walker, with far greater stamina than I had, who walked constantly in town and country, in England, Scotland, Italy, New Zealand; when nearly seventy, he walked the Milford track in abominable weather — sleet and snow and heavy persistent rain — and was as strong and untiring as any of us in a party of twenty relatives and friends of all ages.

            
He Was of medium height - my height - with broad shoulders that disguised his thinness and a large powerful head set close upon them; short rather thick nose and strong forehead, and not very good skin; he always wore a moustache — at that time it was a short dark square under his nose — and usually pince-nez, held by a black cord round his neck; he favoured double-breasted suits (with white handkerchief in the breast pocket), a correct brown hat, a signet ring on his right-hand little finger. He was very correct and very polite, in part to disguise his shyness, which showed as he smiled and drew his head back or turned it obliquely and wrinkled up the skin round his eyes. He spoke very slowly, pausing between words and phrases, emphasizing a point by taking off his pince-nez and gesturing with them, and taking a long time to complete a sentence. His speech was drawling but quite unaffected, his voice thick and a little throaty, as if his tongue got in its own way, or was too big in his mouth, which he opened wide, moving his lips to ensure his pronouncing vowels and consonants clearly. With his slight stiffness, of both movement and manner, and his formality, he seemed middleaged, or of no age, but not young, although he was only thirtytwo when I went up to St John's.

            
Esmond was living in Norham Gardens, five minutes' walk from St John's, in a flat on the first floor of a converted house; one of those strongly built ugly Oxford houses of sallow brick 

with pointed windows and a few details of Gothic ornamentation domesticated in the late nineteenth century. A black-haired apple-cheeked young Irish widow with a strong brogue came in every day to keep the flat and to cook for him, very quiet and respectful; Esmond treated her with great politeness and consideration. She was a good plain cook; he lived well in a quiet way. Food was important to him, as to his father. He used as much deliberation in eating as in speaking, seeming to give his whole attention to his food, bending forward and fixing his eyes upon it, masticating purposefully, methodically, with an occasional small grunt as if to mark progress. Conversation during meals was often extremely protracted, since Esmond commonly managed only one word at a time while eating, each word being followed by a silence for prolonged mastication; the habit grew on him, and was perhaps less marked at the time I am writing of; but he brought the same concentration and thoroughness to everything he did.

            
I visited him constantly at Norham Gardens, at all hours of day and night, and must have interrupted him a great deal, although he worked chiefly at Sir Charles Firth's house and in the Bodleian. He never complained of my irruptions, nor showed signs of wearying of my 
naïvetés, which were perhaps redeemed in his eyes by the intensity of my interest in subjects of interest to him, in poetry and painting above all. He also made himself in effect my private tutor. Thanks to bad teaching, my Latin was so ill-founded and shaky that I had difficulty even with the very simplified mediaeval chroniclers' Latin of the 
Gesta Francorum; and greater difficulty with Latin unseens. Esmond helped me with these during my first two terms; without his coaching I might have failed the whole preliminary examination.

            
I did not benefit much from reading History; I was and remained too immature intellectually to profit from what I read, and heard in lectures, and learned in discussion with Poole and Costin. Parts of the course I could not take in at all. Reading Adam Smith was as painful to me as eating chaff or dust; political economy simply did not make sense; I followed the words, but failed to grasp what they were telling me. My formal education proved no education at all. If it had not been for Esmond, and 

for Colin, I should have gone down from Oxford as ignorant and untutored as I went up. They were my real teachers.

            
Esmond took me to repertory plays at the Oxford Playhouse and once at least in my first term to hear music, Monteverdi's 
The Coronation of Poppaea, presented by the University Opera Club in the Town Hall, one of the earliest revivals of his operas; although it disappeared from my ear and eye, it lingered on shadowily in my mind as a rich and strange feast, but when I saw it again a generation later (again with Esmond, at Glynde-bourne), its sumptuous grandeur burst on me as an entirely new world. Esmond loved opera, but did not go to concerts; he had a good knowledge of plays old and new and went often to the Playhouse. He had started reading Shakespeare even before he went to secondary school and continued to read him steadily — to my surprise, who did not read steadily at all. He knew Molière well, and Ibsen, and Congreve, and I think Shaw; Ibsen he admired especially; a photograph of the white-bearded old man in high stiff collar and steel-rimmed glasses hung in his flat. As he came to know my friends (he seemed to have few of his own in Oxford; only colleagues perhaps) he proposed that we should read plays together, meeting in his flat; which we did more or less regularly for two or three terms, reading Shakespeare, Webster, Marlowe, Ben Jonson, and 
Love for Love, and 
The Cenci; nothing later than the last. We read for our own pleasure; we had no audience except the summer night outside the open windows.

            
It was poetry that engrossed me; I wrote most of the time, if seldom even to my own satisfaction, and almost never at length. My notions of poetry were extremely limited: it meant above all Shelley, Keats, some of Wordsworth, early Yeats, Brooke and Flecker and de la Mare, Housman, and a few later Georgian poems. I wanted to work in a manner as close to theirs as possible - but I scarcely defined what I wanted; if I had had to, I should have been obliged to say rather that I wanted to be a poet, and Shelley and Keats were the ideal poets. It was the short and seemingly easy way to poetry that I was trying, because then I knew no other. It surprises me now that I was bold enough to show my poems to Esmond and ask his opinion of them; it may have been my own uncertainty about them that 

prompted me; whatever the reason, I continued to ask friends (James later and almost regularly, as a matter of course; later still, 
Ruth Dallas) for an opinion of poems before I ventured to publish them. Esmond read seriously and attentively all the pieces I brought him. He never (I think) offered a general opinion, which if honest might have made me retreat and shut up like a clam, and even put a stop to my writing; instead, he fixed acutely on points of syntax and meaning and in the kindest way asked such questions as 'What does this mean exactly?', 'What is the subject of your sentence here?'

            
These were questions I had to try to answer, and they led me to consider my poems more closely than any general criticism could have done; because a more general criticism could only have concluded that I was a woolly-minded scribbler of the feeblest sort of worthless Georgian-romantic verse with nothing of my own to say, and no style of my own to say it in. Esmond must have been dismayed — dismayed and bored. But he wonderfully concealed his feelings and judgement and continued to appear interested and encouraging. If he was unable to alter the prevailing cloudiness of my ideas and aspirations, the vagueness of my similes and metaphors (Shelley and water, Keats and water, sometimes Yeats and water, but mostly water), he did succeed in persuading me to pay more attention to grammar, and to make sure just what I was saying. This was my first essential lesson as a poet. I continue to ask his questions of the poems I write.

            
Although I succeeded in getting so few pieces published in periodicals, I wanted to publish a book, which Esmond and Colin did not veto, whatever their reservations. In my third year I offered a collection to the publisher Basil Blackwell, and took Colin with me for aid and comfort when I went trembling and tongue-tied to see him. Experienced and not unkind, Mr Blackwell advised me to try publishing more poems in periodicals first, so that my work would become known and would interest readers, who would then be readier to buy and read a collection. It was sound advice, for which I cannot be too grateful. I should never have lived down the derision that book must have brought me, if it had been published. But I tried at least one other publisher immediately afterwards, again without result.

            


            
At the end of my second term, Colin took me home to meet his family. They lived beyond Highgate on the Great North Road, in a two-storied house of drab brick in a garden with a tennis lawn behind. The Robertses seemed to me from that day the most alive and exciting family I had ever met, parents and children at one in their intense interest in all that was going on in the world, in politics society education religion the arts and learning, and in their quick-witted fast-moving talk about all of these.

            
Mr Roberts's parents had moved from Wales to London late last century, when he was a boy, and Colin for one was very conscious of the family's Welsh roots. Mr Roberts was a builder, independent, his own master, but under increasing pressure from the big firms. He was an alert highly intelligent man as upright as he was humane and kindly, with keen appreciation of human foibles, and indignant at meanness, cruelty, fraud and the varieties of sharp practice which he met with in the course of his work. He was active in social work in London, particularly in the education of apprentices and other young people; he gave his time for many years to the work of the London Polytechnic. One of his brothers was rector of St George's, Bloomsbury, and was married to the poet Susan Miles; another was the literary critic Ellis Roberts, who at various times was literary editor of 
Time and Tide, the 
New Statesman, and other journals — he and his American wife Harriet were specially devoted to Colin, having no children of their own, and also most hospitable to me — it was with them I met the Chestertons, and 
Rose Macaulay.

            
Mrs Roberts came of a Scottish family, among her ancestors may have been the poet Robert Henryson. She was a very loving, tender, solicitous wife and mother who delighted in the high spirits of her husband and children and shared their interests — it never occurred to me to think just where her own lay; she was still lovely, with the softened, subdued beauty of middle age, an English loveliness as of watered silk and woven flowers; she was also a capable housewife, and to me always most welcoming and generous, so that she soon overcame my shyness; but she continued to call me Mr Brasch all my undergraduate years. Her only daughter Rosemary, then a schoolgirl of about fourteen, was to take after her; as an undergraduate at Lady Margaret Hall a few years later she fell in love with a fellow undergraduate at Trinity, the poet Hal Summers, and married him 

soon after; she and Hal too became my friends for life. She had four brothers. Brian was two years our senior at St John's, very conscious of it and not a little condescending, but tolerant too; small and dark, he was the lone Celt of a fair-headed largely-built family. After Colin came Roger, the only one I never knew well, very able in a traditional English way and — his family declared — doomed to bishophood (a fate he escaped only — I understood — because he spoke his mind too freely); then Rosemary; and lastly Pat, a small boy whom I saw grow into a tall blond rustic-Gothic angel radiant in his first youth — he might have been carved on the wooden vault of a village church or chiselled in the stone of a cathedral capital.

            
In their house, talk swept across the tea table or the dinner table in gusts and waves. They all spoke fast and lived in a rapid exhilarating cross-fire of opinions, arguments, witticisms, banter and laughter. They were too quick for me; sometimes before I could grasp even the subject of an exchange it had gone back and forth several times and been resolved in a gale of laughter which led them at once to some other topic. Parents and children were equal in these exchanges; Mr Roberts laughed with and sometimes at his children, but treated them with respect and never talked down; he was as free with them as Tommy had been with me, and they reciprocated.

            
I continued to see the Robertses, individually and collectively, after we went down. One year I spent a summer holiday with them all at Robin Hood's Bay, near Whitby, swimming, walking on the moors and the coast, exploring all the great abbeys we could reach, talking, arguing, reading; I remember it was with them I read Geoffrey Faber's 
Oxford Apostles. When their children grew up and married, Mr and Mrs Roberts moved to a smaller house not far from their old one, but in a larger, quieter garden. There one summer evening we played 
Comus out of doors in the long mellow dusk, Rosemary as the Lady, Hal Comus, two friends of his the brothers, another friend Sabrina, and I the attendant spirit. I think I then knew the whole masque by heart. It was one of the poems we loved best, although we may have brought it too close to de la Mare and Housman; I loved declaiming its eloquently subtle cadences, so lovely they brought tears to my eyes; this was the only kind of acting I aspired to.

          

        



* See poem 'Discord for Louis MacNeice' in 
Not Far Off
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during my first term, the de Beers moved from Well Walk to Queen Anne's Mansions, a huge dark-red late-Victorian pile that rose just to the south of St James's Park. Queen Anne's provided comfortable flats with service, and meals in a general dining-room if you wished. It was a forbidding place to me. Through an arch from the street you entered a gloomy canyon courtyard among the very high wings of the Mansions; commissionaires in tail coats stood at the doors; inside were carpeted halls, lifts, waiters, all the deadening impersonalia of such institutions. But it was undoubtedly convenient; the de Beers made the flat they took seem partly home-like; and living there had its incidental interest. I remember two other inhabitants being pointed out to me in the dining-room, a very old man who was 
Sir James Frazer of 
The Golden Bough, and his wife. Aunt Agnes lived not so far away in Onslow Gardens; she was constantly with the de Beers.

            
The family love of Italy usually took the de Beers and Aunt Agnes to Rome in winter; and that year they took Lel and me with them — my father had returned to New Zealand. We stayed in one of the rather grand international hotels on the Via Veneto (Uncle Isidore's choice, I think), but I soon took the grandeur lightly — it had none of the drab depressing quality of the hotel in Northumberland Avenue; it was to be enjoyed, and we were as free as we wished. All the party were there to see Rome, and most of them were to get to know it well, only Lel and I did not know it already. Esmond especially made himself expert in the history of the city and its buildings and works of art; as part of his work on Evelyn's Diary he got together an unsurpassed collection of guide-books to Rome from the earliest down to 

the eighteenth century. In five weeks, Rome became one of the towns I knew best; after Dunedin, Queenstown and Oamaru, London and Oxford, virtually the only one I knew.

            
We made excursions into the country; to the Alban Hills, where we walked from Frascati up to the ancient Tusculum and beyond, looking over the wide Campagna to the city, the Pontine marshes and the sea; to Ostia; and north into the Tiber country dominated by Mount Soracte and by Monte Gennaro in the Sabine Mountains to the east. There one day we walked from Castelnuovo on the Via Flaminia towards the loops of the river in its low valley-bed of Mentana where Garibaldi was defeated in 1867 by French and Papal troops. Another day we visited the site of Etruscan Veii, a muddy cross-country walk which brought us to tall thick woods and an ancient man-made tunnel cut through rock for the passage of a stream, Ponte Sodo — I recall no more than that. On this last expedition, and probably on others, we had the dry but alert company of Professor Arnold Wall from Canterbury College, with one of his daughters. The de Beers and Aunt Agnes had walked or driven to many celebrated places near Rome, and there was constant talk of these among us, what to see first of them and how best to reach them, until the splendid names with their tolling, clashing, resolving rhythms rang and rang in my head — Leprignano and Morlupo, Isola Farnese, Palombara-Marcellina, Fara Sabina and the Benedictine abbey of Farfa, Olevano Romano, Zagarolo, Capranica, Lanuvio, Trojan Cori above the Pontine Marshes, and Ninfa, and Sermoneta.

            
Strangely on that visit I made no attempt to learn Italian. I felt ashamed of it afterwards. But the succession of new impressions bursting over me in waves — first London, then Oxford, now the flood of Italy — was so powerful in its effect that I responded — I must suppose — only to immediacies, grand and trivial alike. J certainly delighted in all the small but important novelties and pleasures of daily life, manners, sights, sounds (the man singing a song from Verdi below my window as he wheeled his barrow through the streets of the Ludovisi quarter in the early morning); food above all — the excellent crusty bread, the various coffees, 
nero, cappuccino, al latte, the rich hot chocolate with cream 
(cioccolato con panna) that I regularly took at 
after-

noon noon tea, and the delicious ices of all kinds that we sampled in so many cafes and tea-rooms: Miss Babington's at the foot of the Spanish Steps (it had been run not long before that time bytwo Miss Cargills from Dunedin, daughters of Captain Cargill), Rosati's in the Via Veneto, Latour in Palazzo Colonna, those in the Hotel de Russie in Piazza del Popolo and the Castello dei Cesari on the Aventine, with its fine view across the Circus Maximus to the ruins of the Palatine and the bell towers and apses on the Caelian. Food and drink were our welcome and indeed necessary reward for two hours of walking, exploring churches, descending into crypts, climbing among ruins, looking at paintings, statues, Cosmati work on walls and pavements, mosaics which one craned one's neck to make out on ceilings or peered at in faint light in Santa Prassede and Santa Pudenziana and a score of other churches — and all this on cold, often grey winter afternoons, sometimes in a 
tramontana as bitter as any New Zealand southerly direct from the pole.

            
I responded to all I saw, was told, and read about as well as I was able to in my raw state. I was as ready for Italy as pictures and books and talk at Manono could make me. My taste was quite unformed: I was open to all impressions, not apparently disposed to prefer one artist or one style of architecture or decoration to another. And yet I accepted and rejected immediately, without reflection, without reason. The restrained delicate early Renaissance style of the Palazzo della Cancellaria, and the sculpture that seemed to go with it, work by Mino da Fiesole in Santa Maria in Trastevere and elsewhere, the later Palazzo Farnese, with its superb boldness and strength, still classical in its control under Michelangelo's tremendous perilous cornice — these appealed to me at once and I needed no explanation to perceive their beauty and Tightness. But everything merely formal, everything over-ripe and ornate, repelled me; so I thoroughly disliked the Gesù with its theatrical opulence, its statues and frescoes of gesticulating saints, its columns coated with lapis lazuli, the heavy stale incense, the whole intense inbred Counter-Reformation Catholicism of the architecture and decoration. The refinements of those two neighbour churches, Bernini's Sant' Andrea al Quirinale and Borromini's San Carlo alle Quattro Fontane, passed me by entirely. Esmond 

wanted me to look at all these. And yet I had no doubt about Bernini's dramatic colonnade in St Peter's Square; and none whatever about Michelangelo. True, I had grown up with Michelangelo; figures from the Sistine ceiling hung at Manono; and St Peter's Square had been familiar to me for nearly as long.

            
I did not respond fully to Italy on that first winter visit. It was later that it captivated me completely, when I watched it steep everything seen and heard in 'a bath of azure light', so that each time I entered the country my senses seemed to wake from a long sleep — that renewal of senses and spirit which Shelley speaks of in the preface to 
Prometheus Unbound but which takes place for me not only in spring but at any time of year. Italian light has a glow and bloom which I have not found in any other country, although I think Greece may claim it (I know Greece little); a glow of substantial existence, of body, which in turn lends to forms and colours an intensity that they possess nowhere else. Italy can be grey wet dark cold, but it is light by nature; its mountains, plains, sea-coasts, fields, trees seem to have been conceived in and shaped by the light, as do its buildings, and the extraordinary shades of colour that soil and rocks, trees, pastures and buildings all take on; the light gives them an eloquence, a dramatic quality, a tenderness also, that belong to Italy alone. I seemed to myself to come to life and to live more fully in Italy than elsewhere, to be alert and responsive to a degree I had not known before both inwardly and outwardly; particularly in seeing, my keenest sense.

            
At the end of the following year I went to Rome again, with my cousin Erik who was in his first year at Wadham. Aunt Agnes had now gone to live in Rome, in a quiet flat high up off Via del Babuino where we stayed with her. Round the corner in Via Marghetta lived Dora's friend Hazel Jackson with her mother, a maid or two, a dog or two, and a friendly handsome chauffeur, Girolamo. Hazel was an American sculptor, Dora's age, in her mid-thirties, with a little talent, great zest for living, and ardour, and generosity; one of those people whose company makes mere being alive more vivid and absorbing.

            
First of Aunt Agnes's other foreign friends in Rome, and 

soon mine too, was Ethel Englefield, a delightful, hospitable, middle-aged woman who lived very modestly with her brother Tom in a block of flats across the Tiber, in a street in the bleak new quarter north of the Borgo and the Palace of Justice. They came of a family which did not turn Protestant at the Reformation or later; there were notable Catholic Englefields under Elizabeth; late last century their parents had settled in Rome, and Ethel's only sister became a nun, now stationed in England. Ethel was deeply and devoutly Catholic. The church and its services, its fasts and festivals, were the espalier on which she grew — more, they were her house of life; as lovable, exacting and unrelenting day by day as they were ample and satisfying.

            
My first acquaintance with Italian life from within came when I stayed with a Florentine family during the long vacation of 1929. I had chosen the Italian Renaissance as my special subject for history honours, which meant learning the language well enough to read a few writers of that time, Guicciardini, Machiavelli, Vasari, Castiglione and others. On my first morning in his house, Professore Scarafia sat me down to the first canto of Dante, and proceeded to take me through it; later he introduced me to Leopardi and found me a good annotated edition of the 
Canti; he also got for me a very handsome edition of Michelangelo's 
Rime, newly published. A reserved kindly man — there were such years, such worlds, between us — he always called me in his courteous Italian way Signorino, young sir, which was new to me and charming. He knew some English, but his wife none; only Italian was spoken in their flat. They lived a little out of the town, on the way to Fiesole. He had been a teacher (whether a university professor or not I never found out), but owing to his anti-fascist views had lost one position after another, and could live now only by taking in one or two pupils. Evidently his life would have been easier in every way had he merely conformed and kept his mouth shut, but he was Dante's fellowcountryman and not one to choose a life without either shame or praise. His experience reinforced what I had learned from Alfredo.

            
I bathed in Florence and the summer; walked and gazed 

and daydreamed, drinking in so many sights half-familiar and half-strange that it seemed I was as much recollecting as discovering. I found again that I was drawn most 
to the stronger and more severe artists — but to some of the more tender too. In Masaccio's fresco of the 
Tribute Money in the Carmine - a group of figures of dramatic monumental gravity standing against a few spare trees beneath solemn towering mountains — I felt a musical rhythm of a quality rare in painting, architectural in its power; later I learned that Chinese painting has such rhythm, more lyrical and detached in feeling.

            
No one can walk about Rome and Florence without being dogged by Michelangelo, haunted by him, subjected to him. In both towns you meet him more often and in more roles than any other artist. Bernini makes a distant second to him in Rome. He is the one artist you cannot escape. He might (it comes to you sometimes) have created the Renaissance single-handed; but then you remember the world he grew up in, the riches that nourished him. His works compel and challenge uniquely because they outdo all others in the authority of their immediacy that unites beauty and 
terribilità. We may not want to live with them all the time, but once known they do not cease to pose their questions and make demands on us. They are irresistible; we are drawn back to them again and again because in them humanity is shown greater than its everyday self. It is not necessary to see Michelangelo's work itself to enjoy and appreciate it; photographs today can bring it remarkably close. And yet to see St Peter's, the Sistine Chapel, the Medici tombs, is an experience of the senses and the whole being for which there is no substitute. I am grateful that I saw them when young and in such a way that I could not ignore or refuse them; they entered into me and remained. When I went on to read Michelangelo's difficult poems, and slowly understood that his consuming, torturing love of God was inseparable from his love for other people and found compulsive expression chiefly through that love, for his demanding family, for Tommaso de' Cavalieri, for Vittoria Colonna (and the poems spell out what the sculptures, paintings and drawings state visually) I began to divine the extreme complexity of the sources of works of art, and the ambiguities of the notion of inspiration and of the nature of art.

            


            
Leopardi too had come to me for life. I learned first, learned by heart, those fifteen deceptively simple lines of 'L'Infinito', whose rhythms and associations can convey to very few foreigners (certainly not to me) what they must say to Italians, but whose fusion of sound and sense told me at once that here was poetry as pure and profound as almost any I knew. One can never account for the effect that lines of poetry and musical phrases have on oneself and on others; the same lines and phrases touch many people, yet touch everyone differently. Some of Leopardi's sank into me:

            

              
Dove ogni ben di mille pene è frutto


              
Uscir di pena / E diletto fra noi


              
Viene il vento recando il suon dell' ora


              
Dalle torre del borgo


              
Solo il mio cor piaceami, e col mio core


              
In un perenne ragionar sepolto


              
Alla guardia seder del mio dolore


              
Ahi come,


              
Come passata sei,


              
Cara compagna dell' età mia nova,


              
Mia lacrimata speme!
            

            
It is by his masterly control of the rhythm sustained through long sentences in which every word is lovingly, unerringly placed to carry the burden of his anguish and compassion and penetrating insight into the human condition, that Leopardi makes felt his incomparable sense of the beauty of the world and the ultimate calm to which overwhelming despair leads him.

            
The other great language I learned then was a painter's, that of Piero della Francesca, whose work I had first loved in London. There is nothing of his in Florence except the portraits of Federigo da Montefeltro and his wife. But I made a small tour of Tuscan towns, ending with Arezzo. To Pisa first — Byron's Pisa, but Shelley's far more; his swallows still skimmed the Arno that curved between the embankments and their sober palaces; the whole space a great pool and highway of tranquil, glowing light in which I seemed to walk bathed and aglow myself. Quiet streets of easy dignity led from the river to that other magnet, the Piazza del Duomo, cathedral and baptistery 

and Leaning Tower and Campo Santo, white apparitions resting lightly on the green turf. Shelley and Byron chose well, I thought; what more appealing town for a calm life could one imagine? But Piero's work in Arezzo I was never to forget, or his 
Resurrection, or his tiny 
Flagellation which I saw at Urbino in the following year. No painter's work carries greater calm of unassertive unquestioning conviction; none carries greater majesty; its richness is both easy and severe; his men and women are earthly gods who enact the Biblical and Christian stories in serene possession of a world dazzling in its beauty, a world which is also Piero's world and ours.

            
Falling in love with Italy on my first visit, I found further reasons for loving it on each later visit, more to interest and excite and satisfy me. It seemed to anticipate, and to answer abundantly, all the urgencies springing up in me; the hunger for beauty of every kind, for proportion, for meaning; the need to understand. Involvement with Italy also brought me closer 
to Grandfather and my aunts, to all that Manono stood for. The very sound and rhythm of the name Italy rang and sang with its concentrated meaning. Its hold on me was strengthened because wherever I went lines of the English poets who had gone before me came to my mind. I could never enter Piazza di Spagna nor climb the Spanish Steps unaware of Keats's house, as if its windows were still watching with his eyes. 'Go then to Rome': and Shelley's spirit started up again and again, from the Pyramid of Caius Cestius, Palazzo Cenci, the Baths of Caracalla. I did not yet know Goethe's 
Roman Elegies, but I saw his son's grave not far from Shelley's, and his house stood on the Corso, and he had sat in the Caffè Greco in Via Condotti. I did not yet know Clough and his 
Amours de Voyage, which became very real and close to me later when his 
Bothie and his friendship with Tom Arnold were making him, for James and me and others, one of the elect among New Zealand's spiritual ancestors. Nor Landor. But Byron, Shelley, Browning, with Wordsworth, Tennyson, Arnold and Swinburne, and a few lines of Milton, and in a different way Shakespeare, had given to countless Italian scenes and events a life which made them English too, whether in England or New Zealand. I saw early in mind that 'castle, precipice-encurled/In a gash of the 
wind-

grieved Apennine', imagined the 'palace in Florence, the world knows well', loved the world with Pippa at Asolo. I loved it especially in Arnold's 
Empedocles, in the morning-clear freshness of those descriptive passages which put on me a particular spell of their own, and which I repeated to myself again and again like bars of music in the Otago mountains, identifying Sicily with New Zealand. Shelley went with me at almost every step I took in his 'Paradise of exiles', from the Venice of 
Julian and Maddalo and 'the quenchless ashes of Milan', to the Naples of the 'Stanzas written in Dejection'.

            
I can see now that while I made its past my present, I did not come close enough to its present. Fascism and all its works repelled me — the violence and falsehood, the pettiness and empty boasting, the provincial shoddiness. I knew no Italian artist or writer who witnessed against it. Silone, yes, but 
Fontamara was not translated until some years later, 1934, and I misread it then as an almost purely political novel, so that it did not affect me as it ought to have. Silone, too appeared to be completely isolated, a small voice alone in a wilderness of desolation. I had read virtually no Italian poetry later than Carducci; I heard of Lauro de Bosis when he flew to his death scattering anti-fascist leaflets over Rome in 1931 but did not read his poems; and I did not know of the existence of any living Italian poets until, I believe, the early forties, when I read translations of Quasimodo in 
Encounter.
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italy drew me more strongly and persistently than any other country; it was unthinkable not to go to Italy at least once every year, to renew one's own life by drinking deep of its intenser life. But I had to spend my first long vacation in France and Germany.

            
I stayed for July and early August with a family in Tours. My hostess, voluminous and voluble, started talking as soon as I arrived and talked to me solidly for two days without requiring a syllable in reply; then she began asking questions, and found that I had not understood a single word. I had been fairly well grounded at Waitaki, but had not heard French spoken. Now 

listening and talking most of the day and night, and reading French, and hearing no English, I soon learned to follow, and even to speak, fairly fast in the end although very badly. I saw the chateau country and its famous monuments, admired and enjoyed them, but was not moved as by Italy; partly because the styles of architecture were unfamiliar and did not touch me in any direct way — Chinon was poetical, Chenonceaux seemed merely elegant in a way that was little 
to my taste.

            
I was flattered one day to be asked by some Americans whether I was Italian. At night we sat in a cafe with our single drinks that lasted for the evening while Madame told me about the 
habitues and her neighbours and made me talk in turn. She took me to her daughter's wedding at Alençon, where I was made useful by being put in charge of a rich female relation whom none of the family liked but who had to be placated. She was squat and plain and not young — I being chosen specially for her, she was told, as a young and interesting foreigner; I had to escort her into church, and sit beside her at the feast afterwards, where I first met lobster and was baffled how to eat it. If only I had stayed in Tours twice as long, I might have solidified my grasp of French.

            
I went back to France a year later, and with my cousin Erik took a summer course at the Sorbonne. But I chose badly, taking a course in French history which did very little to improve 
my French, while Erik more wisely took one in the language. Paris in July and August is too hot for comfort; we gasped in the exhausting blinding streets by day, and wilted by night sitting naked in our airless pension room trying to prepare work for the next day. We saw all we could of Paris. I grew to love Notre Dame, and the towering, rustling poplars by the Seine, and the Musee Cluny, and admired Rodin while only half understanding him. I can recall almost no painting in Paris from that visit, although we certainly went to the Louvre a number of times. It may have been then that I so admired one body of work which was completely new to me, the wonderful Khmer figures of the Musee Guimet, and felt first the inwardness of compassion that moulds the greatest works of Buddhist art.

            
Paris did not win me; it seemed too self-absorbed, engrossed in its own mystique, its wholly French 
gloire, implicitly excluding 

and denying everything except itself. Yet Notre Dame was part of Paris; and Chartres and Beauvais, neither far away, were allies and more than allies of Notre Dame. Colin had prepared me for Chartres, which I was to see again with him. We thought it the crowning point of Gothic; we read 
Henry Adams on it; we had pictures of its statues and its windows, by which for a time I measured all other works of the kind. It has greater austerity than most Italian and most English churches, due in part to its exposed wind-swept position at the top of the hilly town, amidst wide plains; that helps to give it a sense of being a sacred place, a sanctuary, which few churches possess, not Amiens, nor Bourges, nor Notre Dame, nor, I guess, Rheims. And not Beauvais. Beauvais is breath-taking, inside and out. It does in architecture what some of the figures at Chartres do in sculpture, especially the King of Judah and his companions; but it goes further still, to the perilous limits of possibility, as its history shows. I was to find men who seemed to have gone the same extreme way when I met the last of the Samaritans at their synagogue in Nablus a few years later: very tall emaciated fine-drawn men with skin of transparent ivory, slow of movement, over-refined, exhausted with inbreeding, the end of a race.

            
I had also seen a little of Germany. From Tours I had gone to Hamburg and then to stay with Erik's family at Krempe, about thirty miles away in Holstein, towards the Kiel canal. Erik's mother Hilda was a niece of Grandfather's, daughter of his only sister, Aunt Julia; his father Harold and Harold's older half-brother Henry owned a tannery at Krempe.

            
Erik had brains and ambition, but where they would take him was unpredictable. He was very handsome, with fair hair and skin and blue-grey eyes, laughed a lot, but fell easily into heavy curt moods, like his mother; practical rather than imaginative; he walked stooping forward a little with his long arms hanging down and swinging like a gorilla's. He was musical, and played the violin; he thought he would like to enter the German foreign service and become ambassador in London. Why not, today, in 1928? Look at Stresemann. And Oxford might be a good start.

            


            
Holstein is low-lying country, protected from flooding by a high thick dyke which runs along the bank of the Elbe for many miles. It lies, as I see it still, in a greenish haze of fields and tall trees, poplars, elms, birches, alders, trees everywhere melting into trees, country of no features but quietly and delicately lovely; receptive to suggestion, I was ready to be drawn into its spell, which I tried to capture in a few poems written then or later. 

*

            
In the March vacation the year after, I went to Hanover and Berlin. Hanover, the capital of a small kingdom until 1866, was a musical and educational centre in which the purest German was said to be spoken. It was the provincial metropolis which had drawn those of the family who may not have been bold enough to emigrate but had grown beyond a life in semi-peasant conditions in villages and small towns scattered for sixty miles round. Mother and Emily had been sent to school there for a year while their parents were visiting Europe in the nineties. I had to see the town and meet our relations.

            
Uncle Richard had a family likeness to Grandfather, without his energy and intelligence; he was small, kindly, correct, a little insubstantial, and collected stamps. He held some grey clerkly job which just kept him and (perhaps with help from Grandfather) allowed him to go walking in the mountains in summer with friends; if Grandfather on visits to Europe took his relatives to Italy or elsewhere, it was at his own expense. Uncle Riphard's wife Aunt Martha had been pretty and was still feather-headed; she dressed with the good taste of her kind and paid German lip-service to a culture she did not understand — went to the opera when she could, to concerts, to the proper art galleries, and knew the names of well-known books and writers. To me she was friendly and amusing and I responded with pleasure for a time. What had to be seen in Hanover hardly excited me; but music was good, and at the excellent opera house I saw both 
Walküre and a fine production of 
ha Forza del Destino, which first persuaded me of Verdi's greatness.

            
Uncle Richard's son Hans took me for excursions. All I 

remember of Hildesheim, where Grandfather had once gone to school, is the thousand-year-old rose tree growing up the apse of the cathedral. But Pyrmont — to go there was to make a kind of pilgrimage. It was a watering-place with mineral baths, thronged in spring and summer and early autumn. For Grandfather it was also a favourite family meeting place. The Michaelises, grandparents of 
Bendix Hallenstein and of the Melbourne family, came from the nearby village of Liigde; other relations had lived in Pyrmont itself. 
Bendix Hallenstein's parents had been married there and his mother later retired there with two of her daughters; my grandparents too had been married there. Set prettily between a small stream and warm wooded hills that shelter it from the north, the small town is laid out formally with tree-lined streets, park, castle, fountain, open-air music.

            
I went on to Berlin to stay with a German family, since I had now begun to learn the language; but I knew ludicrously little, and could use only the present tense of verbs, which led to laughable misunderstandings. The family that my teacher in Oxford had found for me lived in an orderly new suburb in Tempelhof, not far from the airfield, streets of two-storied brick houses or flats every one in the same plain clean style; well enough planned but depressingly bare and regimented, with meagre plots of garden and no trees yet — perhaps none would be allowed. Every night of my fortnight I went to the opera — Berlin's three opera houses all played continuously — or to a concert. I saw 
Fidelio twice, 
Figaro, 
Don Giovanni and 
The Magic Flute, 
Tannhäuser, 
Meistersinger, and 
The Flying Dutchman, 
Orpheus and Eurydice, 
Freischütz and 
The Barber of Seville; I heard Verdi's 
Requiem and Beethoven's 
Missa Solemnis, and Gabrilowitsch and Huberman. Indigestion? Not at all; my appetite was excellent; I knew just what I was doing.

            
By day I saw the city, the galleries, and visited relations, a sister of Uncle Reuben's and her doctor husband, and another doctor, Hilda's brother Richard and his wife. It was a gloomy and frightening time; when the mark collapsed a few years before and the German middle class lost its savings, the country lost its stability; it had no anchor now, economic or political or spiritual.

            


            
A few months later, when our course at the Sorbonne finished, Erik and I went by way of Strasbourg to Munich. After eighteen months at home, my father had returned to Europe for a longer stay, and set off with Lel on a tour of the continent. We joined them for a short time — as short as I could decently make it. My father and I wanted to see some of the same things, but I did not enjoy seeing them with him. Our chief object was the opera — Mozart at the Residenz Theater, a small eighteenth-century opera house, charmingly intimate; and Wagner at the big Prinz Regenten Theater. But my father fell ill; the doctor he consulted seemed to us brutal, and he had to spend a few days in hospital; he spoke no German, so we were thankful to have Erik with us. Worse, we heard at the same time that Aunt Emily de Beer was seriously ill in Dunedin and that Mary and Esmond had left for New Zealand. Esmond was to return home in January; Aunt Emily lived on until the following June.

            
Everywhere I went that summer, north and south, cities and country, beautiful places and ugly, Germany seemed to me dark: the sun might shine, but it called forth no answering light; and that frightened me obscurely. I did not want to linger in Germany; I could not be happy there as in Italy; I should never feel at home.

            
I was thankful to escape, soon after my father came out of hospital, and travelling by way of Zurich and the St Gotthard got off the train at Como and took the boat to Bellagio to spend a week there with Aunt Agnes. Bellagio stands on the narrow point where the two southern arms of Lake Como meet the northern arm. The lake might have been an Italian Wakatipu, shorter and narrower; lovelier because of the glowing white villages and villas compact among their trees at the foot of the steep mountain-sides. We made excursions, walked and idled; and I swam and boated, drifting for hours in a dinghy writing Shelleyan verse — we found the sensitive plant in a villa garden on the western shore of the lake. But it was Wordsworth whom I ought to have invoked, since I knew he had walked up the lake for two days as far as Gravedone, after crossing the Alps, as 
The Prelude tells.
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the oxford term is so short and so crowded that undergraduates are expected to do most of their steady reading in vacation. Of course you read and discuss and write essays during term, and well-organized people manage a lot of hard work, as Reggie and Colin and others did. Colin worked regularly in his rooms between tea and dinner, and since he worked fast and with concentration and was not easily diverted he got through more than most people. Lectures and tutorials in the morning, walking and idling from lunch until tea, work between tea and dinner and often in the evening — it made an admirable division of time, and one that I have set before myself ever since. But I was not disciplined enough to follow it consistently.

            
I knew I had to work in my third year. I had not worked hard yet. I used to go docilely to far too many lectures, simply because they were offering. I can remember almost none of the lectures, or the lecturers, although many of them were wellknown; no lecturer, except perhaps Kenneth Bell at Balliol, seemed to communicate with his audience in the way Gilbert Murray did when Colin took me to hear him: he knew, and loved what he knew, and wished others to know and love, a man speaking to men with all the warmth and charm of his humanity. Or the non-conformist Dr Selbie, who drew large attendances to Mansfield Chapel when he preached on Sundays — a cornered rat, small and wizened and fervent.

            
In order to work undisturbed (I pretended) I took digs in Norham Road, in a house where I could get meals and would not have to cook for myself; the street was quiet and pleasant. But it was too far out and I should probably have worked just as well in the depressing rabbit-warrens of St John Street or Wellington Square and have seemed less singular and exclusive. I lived more than ever with my friends; we met constantly, ate walked canoed and listened to music together. And I allowed myself more general reading than I had time for.

            
I went abroad again only once before finals, for a week in April, to meet Colin and Brian Roberts and Reggie. I flew via Brussels to Cologne, saw Aachen, Mainz, Frankfort and the Moselle.

            
The Christmas vacation I spent with my Uncle Archie Hart at Heathfield. He had inherited from his uncle Maurice Hart 

an ugly red house among Sussex pines, tame trees which I despised. There he bred pigs on a fairly large scale; fortunately they were kept out of sight and smell just over the brow of the hill, so that one could ignore them. Whether they paid I do not know, but Uncle Arch was serious about them even if we could not be, and then or a little later he became President of the Long White Lop-Eared Pig-Breeding Association of Great Britain and Northern Ireland, the greatest dignitary in the family until Archie Michaelis was made Speaker of the Victorian Parliament.

            
Not that Uncle Arch boasted. He had no pretensions, and was far from being a man of the world. He had his nose to the ground, as it were, and never saw much further than the end of it. He was quite without graces, and almost without manners, chiefly I think because he lived alone and had forgotten them. He was a kindly and rather likeable man with all his exasperating habits. Lel and I had an open invitation to stay with him whenever we wished, and Heathfield was a good place to work. It was bad luck that the straggling village held nothing of interest and that the country round was unattractive, with little character. I walked in every direction, and occasionally went driving with Uncle Arch in his old staid motor car, to Eastbourne, to Hurstmonceaux to see the castle, to Burwash to pass Kipling's house.

            
The few people living near whom Uncle Arch knew and invited to 'Risingholme' seemed deadly to me. He had no social life; he was too uncouth. He used to go to sales and buy not single objects but miscellaneous lots, which he spread through every room. A black bear as big as a man greeted you as you entered the dark clotted front room which served as hall and living-room; a huge smoke-blackened landscape said to be by Jacob Jordaens covered most of one wall; other pictures, heavy furniture, stands, ornaments, cloisonné vases and jars, a few books, dark woolly rugs, crowded all the space; only the fire that always burned in cold weather made it tolerable to live in. The house had most things needed for comfort and yet wholly lacked comfort. Uncle Arch camped rather than lived in it; he invariably fell asleep in the evening, and woke himself snoring. 

In 1930, a great exhibition of Italian art, brought from all over Europe, was held at Burlington House; it included many of the most famous of all paintings. I went to see it first early in January, the day after Esmond arrived back from New Zealand, and again and again until I got to know much of it well. I now had a fair acquaintance with a number of Italian painters, having seen their work not only in Italy but in several other countries. It seemed to me that I had always known it; I did not question that I should always know it in future, and live with it, seeing it constantly and being refreshed by it. And yet I had to take it in and store it up in memory, because I was going to lose it soon, when I returned to New Zealand after finals and, accepting the future prepared for me, entered the family business. Yet I recorded in April — on Shakespeare's birthday, as it happened — that I had talked to Enid of the possibility of a literary magazine in New Zealand; had James and I been corresponding about it? He was in Auckland, at university, and making literary friends.

            
I drank the summer air full of scent, and watched the swallows after sunset; I heard 
Tagore lecture twice, a square figure in a white robe, white-haired, with a long white beard. I sat schools — my final exams — in the heat. And one evening after schools (I had heard of Aunt Emily's death only two days before) I was taken to see 
Twelfth Night, played by the University Dramatic Society in Queen's garden, among rose-beds in front of the classical library building. It was a performance whose effect I have never forgotten. The actors and actresses had freshness and ardour, quickness of response, a genuine feeling for their lines, and all the poise and polish needed, but none of that bland or tired facility, juicy eloquence, tasteless over-acting, which vitiate most professional performances of Shakespeare, Marlowe, Webster and their contemporaries. No sets were needed; costumes, lamplight and music were sufficient, in that evocative setting, on a summer night, stars coming out half-way through. Our party almost belonged to the play: Colin and one or two others, Joy Scovell, who grew more exquisite every time I saw her, as if with every poem she wrote.

            
Leaving was failure. If I had succeeded, I would not be leaving. But what did success and failure mean? Not that I took 

an ignominious Third in schools — it was more than I deserved. The successful took sound Seconds. The distinguished took either Firsts or Fourths — the Firsts that Colin and Reggie had taken a year ago in Mods and were to take a year after in Greats; the Fourth that Joy Scovell took in English. I had not come to Oxford to get a degree, but without any defined object, simply for a whim of my father's, on his side, and on mine, secretly, to confirm my tastes and interests, and become a poet. I had no doubt where my tastes and interests lay, but what was there, outwardly, to show that I was a poet? No book, and the merest handful of poems published. It was nothing to take a stand on; I had no conviction for a stand. To have no inward conviction was, of itself, evidence of failure, but for me alone.

            
Nor was that the only evidence. I had failed in love too, in a hopeless long-drawn-out devotion which came to nothing and left me defeated. I had longed for a complete impossible union of souls and bodies, physical and spiritual in one, a living together of perfect openness, absolute trust, total sharing and reciprocity. When it was over, I knew I should never love in that way again (let alone be loved), and never find what I sought; knew that such entire mutuality in love is not to be hoped for; that I was alone and would always be alone.

            
To go home to New Zealand was to bury myself alive, I thought. I delayed it a little by telling my father that I must have one more look at Italy before I settled down; and refused as tactfully as I knew how to travel out with him and Lel. He was hurt, but gave in. He insisted on parties I did not want for my twenty-first birthday; a family one at which I declined to say more than thank you for the good wishes and speeches; then a dinner dance at the Berkeley for my friends, who were as embarrassed as I was. My future was set before me. I was reasoned with, cajoled, preached at; Ernest Halsted was called in to exert his persuasiveness, kindly man, and puzzled no doubt at my sullen stubborn lack of response talked about the 
romance of business — I liked him, but his talk was a waste of time, meaningless. Then I escaped, and after brief goodbyes in Krempe and Hanover met Aunt Agnes in Munich, at the Hauptbahnhof, the most exciting station in Europe, from which trains left in every direction, for Paris and Madrid and Venice 

and all the east, Warsaw and Moscow, Bucharest, Athens, Constantinople.

            
We were going to Salzburg, for the Festival, then in its early-days. Of all the fine performances there, Bruno Walter conducting Mozart, Franz Schalk conducting 
Fidelio, 
Elizabeth Schumann singing, I remember clearly only one, Reinhardt's famous production of 
Jedermann (Hofmannsthal's version of 
Everyman) before the cathedral at night, with Alexander Moissi magnificent in the title part. Especially that moment of it when from the high roofs of the buildings round us on the three dark sides of the square the awed voices of spirits or angels, one after one now here now there, ring out calling aloud to Everyman as he stands alone on the stage in front of the half-lit cathedral — their long-drawn-out cries soaring and thrilling above us, among us, contending for his soul, and perhaps mine too, 
Je-der-mannnnn! 
Je-der-mannnnn!

            
Then with joy I dropped, I flowed into Italy. Verona, Vicenza, Venice; Padua, Ravenna, Rimini, Pesaro, Urbino, Assisi, Perugia, Orvieto, Viterbo, Rome. Rome, where I saw all my friends again and there was much talk of political uncertainties, particularly after Hitler's election gains in Germany; and lastly, Naples. In seven weeks I had steeped myself again in the Italy which is both real and a dream. At the beginning of October I sailed from Naples in the 
Oronsay, travelling with Sheelagh Sadlier and her parents.

          

        



* See poem 'Wevelsfleth' in 
Disputed Ground
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grandfather came over to Melbourne to meet me. In Sydney we stayed with Emily at Pymble. Soon after, Kate and Tommy arrived, and set off for a tour of the east which took them, among other places, to Java and to Angkor. Kate, extraordinarily brave and gay, was trying to distract Tommy from the heavy drinking to which he had fallen victim and which was to kill him a few years later.

            
I kept avoiding discussion of my future, to Grandfather's baffled dismay. I was resigned to what had to be, but did not wish to meet it sooner than I must. We returned to Dunedin, and after the holidays I was put to work in Hallenstein Brothers' warehouse, under a kindly Lewis Barclay who was to show me the ropes. I had to become familiar with every item of stock the firm dealt in, learning the whole trade from the bottom, and so work my way up. I was also expected to take accountancy classes at night, but that I managed to postpone.

            
I think I had made up my mind beforehand that business was not for me and that I was going to hate it. I stayed at Manono for a while. Sitting briefly on the front veranda before breakfast on summer mornings early in the year, looking down through the green depths of the garden to blue sky beyond and blue harbour below, I thought the world had never looked so miraculously beautiful, no greens and blues so intense and alive and eloquent, no play of sunlight in moving leaves and across lawns so rich and full of meaning. It represented what I was leaving behind, it seemed to me as I set off for work.

            
For I was only partly back in New Zealand. The centre of my world now was England, Europe; there my heart remained; there my thoughts turned. I was living, outside work hours, 

in the bosom of the family, and meeting old Dunedin friends, but few other people. When I went to see John Laing at Outram, where he was working in the bank, we were still friends, but I think I felt how small a part of the other's life each of us could share now. I avoided my Waitaki friends. Inevitably they would think me changed, and would wonder what I had done to justify it, what I had to show for it; they would ask questions I could not answer without shame, for there was nothing, nothing at all that I could speak about. One day as I was returning to work after lunch one of them, talking on the pavement not far from the corner of Dowling Street, called to me as I passed. I kept my head down, pretending not to hear, not stopping. He caught my arm and called again — 'Charles! Charles!' I wrenched free, not looking, not answering, and hurried on.

            
James and Ian remained. Almost alone, they seemed to have gone with me; they would not be strangers anywhere. When James came down from Auckland at the end of January I went up to Waitaki for a week-end. Nothing was changed between us, nothing done or undone mattered, we were our old, our true selves still, and the world was still before us. We talked, among other things, about the magazine James was planning in Auckland, and about one that we three might run jointly, when they had gone overseas and returned. Their support, the knowledge that they still counted me one of themselves, gave me my only strength. When they drove me back to Dunedin on Sunday night in The Man's car, and I said goodbye to them at the foot of Mount Cargill, in the dark, I wanted to kneel down and kiss their hands in gratitude and love. With them, I was a New Zealander, whatever else I might be as well.

            
The country as I knew it, living there again, excited and moved and depressed me. Physically, it was as beautiful as always, wholly itself, hardly changed by what I had seen abroad. But the towns, and the life lived in them — the word that came to me for these (it had come when I saw Perth on the voyage out) was 
formless. I was reading Forster and Dostoievsky and 
Jane Austen and Rilke and now Kafka, having discovered 
The Castle, with Auden's 
Poems, 
The Notebooks of Malte Laurids Brigge, and one or two other quite new books, in a surprisingly good small book shop in Sydney, the Roycroft. I had read Forster's five novels 

since schools, some of them more than once, and was soon to read the overwhelming 
Brothers Karamazov. Hilda Hallenstein had introduced me to Rilke, whom I was drinking in by a sort of osmosis — although removed by the veil of language his work seemed so close to me, an astonishing discovery of the familiar, the once known and forgotten; poems, 
Malte, the 
Letters to a Young Poet: with all their strangeness, their circumstances so remote from mine, they were written, undoubtedly, for me. And that I think I felt of no other writer except, a little later, Wordsworth.

            
All these worked together in me, for me, and the word 
formless, by which they led me to describe New Zealand life, had moral as well as aesthetic connotations. It meant mindlessness and torpor; failure to distinguish and discriminate; the ugliness of living content with the second-best. It applied to standards generally, to behaviour and manners, to the raw shapeless towns, scattered thinly about the country like an unrelated, unassimilable scum of human tide-wrack, with their bleeding colour and un-human corrugated iron. A few people, a few lives, in my acquaintance, could not be so described; but into the prevailing formlessness I had somehow to fit myself and conform. I think I was not prepared to, or, rather, did not even consider it; I knew without thinking that I had to lead my own life, no matter how or where so it was my own.

            
I knew. I could even make a decision. But could I act on it? In my turmoil of mind after seeing James and Ian, I decided that I must leave the business — not at once, but as soon as my father, who was unwell, came out of hospital after an operation. Whether that was really consideration for him, or only weakness of will, I do not know. I was sure that Grandfather, if not my father, would allow me enough to live on.

            
Well, there was a plan of sorts, but, living from day to day, I felt no certainty that I could carry it out. Fear, lassitude, selfdoubt, habit, all continued to unsettle me. So did the few friends on the spot to whom I turned for support. Dora de Beer had stayed on in Dunedin after her mother's death; her being there in itself helped to strengthen me, although I did not feel able to confide in her. The spirited and delightful Swiss Mrs Spencer, mother-in-law of one of our old family friends the Patersons, 

with whom I was reading German and Italian, reminded me that after all one had to live: 
man muss leben. The friend to whom I came closest then, Bettina Collier, was more positive — she thought I ought to stay in Dunedin and in the business, with Grandfather, for his sake. Which shook me more than anything else. And she did not wait to be argued with, but returned immediately after to Wellington, where she was a young house-surgeon.

            
The Colliers too were old family friends, but of a different order, their lives and opinions entirely their own. Mr and Mrs Collier had come from England when young; he was a solicitor, rather delicate, retiring and studious, with a large head, pince-nez, a butterfly collar, and a slightly provincial accent — they came from Reading or near it. Mrs Collier was as quiet and gentle as she was strong and loving. She wore her straight hair in a loose bun on top of her head, and was indifferent about clothes, simply unaware of them. Her face seemed always aglow, whether she was smiling or not, lit with love for her family and other people and her garden and the world; the faces of some of Renoir's women are lit like hers; she was as selfless as possible for one to whom living gave such intense pleasure.

            
Lel and I had always known the Collier children, Pruie and Bettina who were older, and Hilary, the only boy, who was my age. But I had not known them well, for myself, before this time. Now Bettina and I became fast friends, and I felt the greatest admiration and affection for Mrs Collier. She was a passionate gardener, who collected native plants on summer expeditions all over the South Island. Mr and Mrs Collier were Baptists who might have been Quakers. Because Mr Collier so much enjoyed the music at the cathedral he eventually became an Anglican; his wife followed him, rather out of wifely duty than conviction, Bettina told me. Pruie and Hilary too became Anglicans, but Bettina joined no church; on official forms she called herself a Protestant, but did not believe in any Christian dogma; she tried to follow Christ's example and teaching.

            
I always associated Mrs Collier very oddly with root artichokes (one of my favourite vegetables) — perhaps I first consciously liked them in her house. It was a house as individual as she was; very awkwardly planned in fact, but a delight to visit. 

It stood on sloping grounds below Cliffs Road, St Clair. You entered from the top end; a passage winding past several doors led you to steps that descended into the living-room, a narrow room running the whole breadth of the house, built out on wooden legs and probably a later addition. Its large windows opened onto a magnificent view: the ocean, the whole length of St Clair and St Kilda beaches and the cliffs beyond, the Peninsula, part of the town between sea and harbour, and, through a group of tall bluegums downhill, Mt Cargill to the north. You looked along the lines of the waves driving, rolling in, the nearest only a few hundred yards away and perhaps one hundred and fifty feet below. You always heard the sea, loudly in rough weather; and smelt its salt. Above and behind stood Cargill's Castle and the cliffs winding south to Black Head, where the Colliers constantly walked and which I got to know with them. They belonged in this setting.

*

            
Bettina loved poetry, without making strictly literary judgements of it. She read my poems, with appreciation that warmed me. And still she thought I ought to stay in the business! That reflected her admiration for Grandfather more than her understanding of me. When she married a few years later I made the judgement she was making now, rather shocked that she should quite suddenly leave her adored mother, whom she had just returned from England to be with, and go off across the world with a man she had met for the first time only a few weeks before. Yet I felt as close to her in most ways as to any woman I knew. She seemed born to be a doctor. Compassion was the music to which she moved. Wherever she might be, she was impelled to help other people, no matter whom, especially simpler and more helpless sufferers, and poor and old people, and children above all, who turned to her as naturally as flowers to the sun.

            
At Easter I went to Queenstown, and stayed with the Geisows. There my decision was made again, or confirmed. Confirmed by the place and my love for it. For those three days I walked and read and daydreamed; climbed Queenstown Hill and Ben Lomond, walked to Frankton and visited the Southbergs, and strolled and sat in the Park, reading Henry Williamson's 
The Pathway, which served me as a catalyst. The opening sentence 



* See poem 'Lines from Black Head', in 
The Estate



of the book, which I repeated over and over until I knew it, seemed to bring my life to a point: 'The glacial wind pouring for so many nights and days round the manor house of Wildernesse had polished the stars to a glitter.'

            
It was another yet the same glacial wind under the stars that had helped mould the Park where I sat to its perfect shape; such glacial waters that had fretted and moulded the stones on its shore. And those winds and waters worked on me, I thought, to the same intent, to make of me something I could not foresee; I was to leave myself open to them, not to let myself slip now into some pre-ordained fixed stock shape, my responses ordered, mind and sense all but closed; to take whatever chance might come; not to play safe. To be like the Park itself, a jewelled leaf, long, narrow, finely drawn, thrusting into the cold waters of the lake, nearly all shore surrounding a mere spine of rock and earth and that tall prow-wedge of trees, warm in their darkness, rocking, soughing. Like a dark agate, seen from above, the dense black centre, the palely lit shores. Shores of whitened stones that glowed in the strong clear light; a myriad of stones, each one warm and polished to its own shape, each veined, marked, glittering with mica grains, or with flecks of gold, or milkyglassy with quartz; each, it seemed, an individual that had taken hundreds or thousands of years to reach its special perfection. Those must be my exemplars, if natural objects could be; patient, wholly themselves, enduring. 

*

            
I went home, and back to work, and felt as if a particle, not of their strength, but of their power to endure, had entered into me. In the end, I did not have to take the first step myself. Barely a fortnight later Grandfather asked me one evening if I felt enthusiastic? whether I really wanted to continue? because if I disliked the work and the prospects it was no good for me to go on, and would be no good for the business. No. No. It would not. Then he asked what I proposed to do? To write; and I mentioned the projected journal - but there was no hope of making money from either. There might be just the barest chance of getting a university lectureship. Pure illusion, that last; but he listened and did not argue. Well, he concluded, they must help me as much as they could, whether I remained in 



* See poem 'Queenstown Park', in 
Home Ground



New Zealand or went to England. But nothing must be said meanwhile, I must go on working until my father came out of hospital and was quite strong again.

            
A few weeks later, Grandfather told my father. I was subjected to the usual battery of family wisdom. They wanted proof of my literary ability. They told me I could not possibly decide for or against business in so short a time. They said I could write in the evenings. They assured me that everyone passed through this stage of wanting to do something — foolish? extravagant? but they managed to leave the implication undefined. I was less 'developed' than X, a plausible slippery cousin a little younger than myself who had taken to business with avidity. I ought to earn my living. I must consider the disastrous possibilities of failure to do anything good. Yes, Yes. I doubted myself, utterly, and yet the only point in all this that moved me was whether I ought not to wait before making the break, and so satisfy them.

            
The men in the warehouse were not surprised, they told Grandfather; they did not think I'd be much good at business. They did not know — only I knew — that I had convinced myself beforehand I wasn't going to be. My regrets were only for Grandfather; and his disappointment, his restraint, made it harder than it would have been otherwise. But I managed to sit out the uproar. When I wrote to tell James, he replied that of course it was the only thing for me to do.
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it was nine months before I returned to England. All that time I lived half in the waiting future, and yet no less fully in the present. First I went to stay with James and his family in Auckland. They were living in a new street in Devonport, looking across the channel to the long symmetrical lines of Rangitoto.

* Pohutukawas grew at the water's edge beneath the low cliff of yellow clay; when we sat by the fire on still nights we could hear the sea among the rocks. On sunny mornings we swam briefly, although it was the end of May; we walked along the rocks and beaches to Takapuna, seeing as far away as the Hen and Chickens when it was clear, and blue Coromandel, smoke turned to stone.

            



* See poem 'A View of Rangitoto' in 
Disputed Ground




            
Blue of sea and sky and distance, and white vaporous cloud. Light in Auckland dominates, penetrates, suffuses, as nowhere else in New Zealand; it envelops earth and trees, buildings, people, in a liquid air which at any moment might dissolve them into itself. Land and its solids are there only a condition, changing all the time, of water, air, light.

            
I felt as much at home as always with Mrs Bertram, and in her informal quiet-speaking house contentedly, calmly free. But James here in Auckland was partly a stranger. At first I felt entirely passive, a foil to him who was so active; my ignorance seemed to me childish even if half innocent; and yet I was at home in myself and there, as I thought, in my rightful place on earth, unshaken for the moment by passions and jealousies, by identities I longed to enter and could not. James was now a man, years older than 1 in many ways — he had always been old, Mrs Bertram told me; old in the sense of caring, and acting responsibly, not from any want of youthful vigour and enthusiasm. As he had been a leading spirit at Waitaki, so now he belonged to the most gifted and active students at Auckland, and we spent much of our time with his particular friends. A few of them were to become my friends too, friends for life.

            
First of all, Jack Bennett. If in the conditions of a particular society men are born to be one thing rather than any other, Jack was a born scholar, one whose sympathies were wide and humane in inverse proportion to a narrow nonconformist background which it took determined courage for him to break away from. He was tender and generous and loved whatever is beautiful and excellent; unassertive, easily wounded, but with a quiet toughness of fibre as strong as his principles. He looked delicate and underfed, his pale brownish parchment skin went with weak eyesight and a slight scholarly stoop. But his brown hair grew thick and his fine voice came surprisingly deep and strong at times; his beautifully formed face with its perceptive generous mouth and candid glance showed delicacy but no weakness — a face to love and trust implicitly.

            
The keenest intellect of us all perhaps was Hector (D. H.) Monro, already moralist and philosopher, slow of speech but witty in talk as in writing, temperately sceptical, of cool sound literary judgement. He was smallish and sturdy, with wide-open 

blue eyes honest and searching under prominent brow-ridges and fair skin and hair, a strong walker who smoked a short pipe. His nearest friend 
Blackwood Paul looked perennially gaunt and ascetic — brown hair, colourless pale skin, owlish round glasses — and spoke with mature deliberation, emphatically; he was reading law but in the end did not practise, being called to manage his father's bookshop in Hamilton, which he was to make in time the best in the country — the least worldly of successful practical men, an idealist who cared how the country was run, in small matters as in great.

            
I met again Warwick Stanton whom I had known at Waitaki, where he was admired as an unusually lovable gifted upright boy of whom much was expected; he was to die wastefully on Rua-pehu soon after — the first, for me, of a long roll of friends, all in some way exceptional, whom the mountains took. Fred Robertson was going into the Presbyterian ministry and later turned Anglican, a tall spare man with a Roman nose and authority and a great love of plainsong. Of their lecturers, it was P. S. Ardern, Pip, to whom James and Jack owed most. He was a fine scholar who would have made his name anywhere, they believed, and gave them an excellent grounding in Anglo-Saxon and Middle English and Icelandic; but as an eccentric and half-recluse he was not greatly trusted in the university hierarchy. Among several intelligent charming girls 
Jean Alison wrote and published poems, and for a long time James was very close to Jackie Martin.

            
James had time, it seemed, for everything; for concentrated study, for regular football, for clubs and debates and other student affairs, for literature, politics and religion, for walking and swimming and (when he could) riding. My own abilities were so circumscribed that I observed this with some awe. Not that he tried to lead his friends where they could not go; he seemed only to want them to be themselves. One day I found in town a copy of Edmund Blunden's 
Poems 1914-30, handsomely bound in white linen with gold lettering on the spine — Cobden-Sanderson was a publisher whose all too few books were notable for their good design, printing and binding. This was large, more than three hundred pages of poems running on without blank spaces, and James sat down and read it through 

without stopping in a single afternoon or evening; then he gave his opinion of the poems. I should have taken several days to read them — I would have been surfeited after fifty pages — no, far less, and have had to put the book down and come back to it later. I was astonished, disturbed, and not a little envious, but James was unaware of my feeling; it was normal for him to read with such concentration; a few years afterwards he spoke of reading 
Paradise Lost at a sitting, in order to get a clear impression of it as a whole.

            
In literature I thought he showed quick sympathy and discernment and a just strictness; his sensibility was extraordinarily keen. His one seeming foible was that he liked to change his clothes several times a day according to what he was doing, which surprised and puzzled my priggish matter-of-factness. He did not seem to me strictly handsome, but the moulding of his strong face made mere good looks dull. If his eyes showed small and narrow, pressed between his upper cheeks and the full downy pads beneath his eyebrows, they were alive, his cheeks were rather heavy but with no superfluous flesh; his lower lip larger than the upper was rounded over very fully, protruding a little above his slightly cleft chin. His black hair curled crisp and tight, growing well forward down his forehead, his skin often looked ruddy, and I saw now that he had the long flat ears of a lohan. He gestured more than most people did with his hands and made quick decided movements of the head, affirmatively forward, tentative or questioning or surprised to one side, or thrusting forward and then partly withdrawing, pursing his lips in doubt, concession, half agreement; if angered by injustice or crassness he flared up (occasionally at me), sometimes he withdrew as if hurt and tender perhaps, but I seldom knew why. 

*

            
The rest of that year I spent in Dunedin, mostly at home, now and then at Manono. I was partly under a cloud, of disappointment as much as disapproval, but I should not have felt it much if only I had got on better with my father in other ways. What I was going to do (apart from writing) neither I nor anyone else could say. I must go back to England, I knew, until James and 



* See 'Semblances (i)' in 
Home Ground



Ian were ready, after following me abroad, to return and settle here with me, but I had hardly the courage or resolution to break and go now, on my own. Meanwhile I sat at home and read — which in itself made my father uneasy. I read gradually the whole of 
The Faerie Queene, in the brown dark little smoking-room, scarcely used, which I took for my own. At week-ends I walked with friends, on Flagstaff, on Swampy, down to Whare Flat, along the cliffs above St Clair, occasionally to the Silver Peaks, or we drove to one of the beaches. From time to time Ian drove his father down to lecture, and we would have an evening together, or I went to Oamaru when Lel was coming back from Christchurch, and we met there.

            
Lel had been unwell; Tommy and Kate wanted her to stay at Amberley for rest and treatment and she must have spent several weeks with them. The digestive weakness she had shown in Melbourne had recurred, but this time I think it may have been due to the strain of the emotional demands which my father had been making on her since she left school two years earlier; she had travelled everywhere with him and until they got home she can have had relatively little life of her own. The dependence was mutual, no doubt, but I suppose his need of affection and companionship was too great for him to be able to see what he was demanding of her; while I having nothing to give him was quite unable to relieve her. She already wanted to go and live in London, and we talked of living there together; but — although I am sure I did not understand it then - it would have been as hard for her to leave my father as for him to let her go, and she would not be twenty-one for another year.

            
I continued to see Mrs Spencer and to read with her. And it was then I got to know Mrs Thompson, wife of the professor of modern languages at Otago University, as a friend of my own and not just as a Sunday visitor at Manono. Young people swarmed to her like bees to a hive; some because of her daughter Joan and their close friends Yvonne and Denise Champtaloup, all then students a little younger than myself and girls of more than ordinary good looks, grace and intelligence; but most I think continued to come for her sake, drawn by a still more potent charm, and she kept open house for them.

            
Of Grandfather's other visitors, I got to know the Galways 

too at that time. Dr Galway was a rotund bald bouncing genial Englishman, who came to Dunedin from Brisbane as organist of First Church, and became the first professor of music at Otago. He was by his own account a Bach man, being an organist, and in his later narrower years no other composer interested him. He lectured very agreeably for Adult Education or 
w.e.a. classes on the appreciation of music and was sanguine, high-spirited and good company. Mrs Galway had grown up in Scotland and then lived in Australia with a learned bachelor uncle who taught I believe, at a college that trained Presbyterian ministers and who awakened her mind early. Her low soft voice gave charm of a kind I was not familiar with to a strongly Scottish pronunciation; most of the Scots-speaking women I knew were simpler, homelier, at least in speech. Mrs Galway was graceful, handsome, a little delicate-looking, with large fine eyes — she reminded me of Clint's portrait of Shelley — and with a decided touch of the wayward, the spoiled and kittenish. She rather seized on me, and I spent many evenings at her house reading and talking about poetry while her husband was lecturing or playing. I do not remember that we discussed religion and I doubt if it meant very much to her. Those evenings warmed me when I badly needed support; they were stimulating emotionally, if not intellectually, although I made no such distinction at the time.

            
In August 1931, on James's twenty-first birthday, the morning paper reported that he had been nominated as one of two Auckland candidates for Rhodes Scholarships; the other nominee, whom I did not then know, being 
John Mulgan. Scholarships to take students abroad were fewer then than now, and among them the two annual Rhodes Scholarships held extraordinary prestige; Rhodes Scholars became, for a short time, national figures. So, two months later, it happened to James and to G. S. Cox from Otago when they were chosen out of a field of eight or more. At the same time or soon after, Jack Bennett got a post-graduate scholarship which was to take him to Merton; and two years later Ian got a Rhodes, none having been awarded for 1933.

            
James came down to Waitaki for prize-giving, sat on the 

stage in the new Hall of Memories, and was displayed to the school by The Man. He was planning a magazine which he was to edit for Auckland University College Literary Glub; it was to be printed by 
Robert Lowry and the first number was to come out early in the next term. At the end of January 1932 James, Ian and I spent a week-end at the Milners' bach at Waianakarua, where we wrote a good deal of that first number of the 
Phoenix. We were given an escort from Oamaru by a party of four, including Ian's brothers Hugh and John, two of them carrying rifles; Hugh and John fetched us again in the car three days later. The bach was a disused tram which The Man had had moved there some years before; it stood on a hillside among manuka, above the stream; we cooked on a fire outside. I seem to remember that the week-end was damp and rather chilly, that we sat up late at night writing and talking, and got up late in the morning. After every meal, Ian went down to the stream to brush his teeth, a habit in which he was so meticulous that it seemed a rite, as I have often noticed since.

            
James had six associate editors, 
Jean Alison, 
Rilda Gorrie, 
Rona Munro, 
Allen Curnow, 
D. H. Monro, and 
Blackwood Paul. There were nine contributors to the first number, we three, 
Rilda Gorrie and 
Allen Curnow, 
D'Arcy Cresswell,
 R. A. K. Mason, 
Jack Bennett, and 
Robert Lowry. The 
Phoenix was intended as a manifesto. It was to be a forum for the best original writing offering; its scope was to be nationwide; its interests did not stop with literature: 'The 
Phoenix is edited by a committee of people interested in literature, art and public affairs, more particularly in their latest developments in this country.' No literary journal then existed in New Zealand; there was no recognizable New Zealand literature. R. A. K. Mason had brought out three small collections of his poems in Auckland, and 
Ursula Bethell one — but in London; they were scarcely known. D'Arcy Cresswell had published 
The Poet's Progress in 1930, also in London; and there was 
Katherine Mansfield.

            
So what the 
Phoenix said was, in effect: 'Here we are: New Zealand literature begins here.' Coming from Mason and Cresswell, the claim was just; 
Allen Curnow, 
A. R. D. Fairburn, 
J. C. Beaglehole and others were to strengthen it in the three following numbers. James edited the second number before he 

left for England. Mason edited the third and fourth, making them far more political, bringing them close to the orthodox left-wing socialism of the time. In the third number two blank pages represented an article by E. K. Cook, a Canterbury friend of Ian's, which had been banned by the executive of the Students' Association; I forget what its offence was.

            
Of the contents of the four numbers, only Mason's poems seem memorable now, and they were not the poems of a student. But 
Phoenix gave notice, at a time of social and political unrest, that a group of able young people from all over the country were aware, for the first time since 
William Pember Reeves left Wellington for London in 1896, of the place of literature and the arts in the life of a civilized land — of their social implications and responsibilities. Literature would then grow out of the life of the country; it would not be a merely literary decoration hung out for brief display on the top of a tree, in 
Kowhai Gold fashion. 
Kowhai Gold was an anthology of New Zealand verse, nearly all of it bad in an effete literary way, published in 1930, the first to appear in London since Alexander and Currie's 
New Zealand Verse of 1906. It shamed us in the eyes of the world. It set literature in a pretentious vacuum. 
Phoenix by contrast implied a keen awareness of the country itself, of its physical nature as an island group isolated in the South Pacific, and as a social entity with its own political and spiritual individuality, not solely an appanage or poor young relation of Britain kept at a safe distance at the other end of the world.

            
That 
Phoenix appeared when it did, during the world-wide depression which had struck New Zealand too, is coincidence. The depression did not beget that group of young men who were born some twenty years before; nor did it start them writing — the poets among them had all been writing earlier. It helped to make them socially and politically conscious; it turned Mason's two numbers of the journal more sharply left. But 
Phoenix would have been born had there been no depression. It was born of the stimulus of English writers who had not yet been recognized in this country, acting upon the self-awareness and the literary and social consciousness of a few young New Zealanders. Its begetters were 
D. H. Lawrence (from whom the title and the emblem were taken), 
John Middleton Murry (with 


Katherine Mansfield behind him), and 
T. S. Eliot; it invoked Murry's journal the 
Adelphi as its mentor.

            
The state of the world at home and abroad bit deeply into the minds of all who wrote for it, but did not determine the kind of writers they became. In 1932 the unemployed demonstrated in all four main cities. They did so in Dunedin one day early in January while Grandfather was entertaining visitors to a well-served plentiful lunch; we could hear them clearly; I walked down afterwards apprehensively to see the crowds in George Street. No violence broke out, but more serious demonstrations took place in April, when winter was near, first in Dunedin and very soon after in Auckland. It was then that James, John Mulgan and other students were enrolled as special constables on the side of law and order, to help put down any violence that might occur; in other words to suppress those who had right on their side, because in a rich country they were out of work and often hungry. This was the climate in which 
Phoenix appeared, in which Mason swung it to the left, Eric Cook's article was suppressed, and the journal came to an end after four numbers.

            
It had more than served its purpose. It announced the birth of a new literature. It struck the first notes of informed, adult inquiry and criticism in a hitherto complacent, uncritical, incurious society: criticism which was independent of the economic situation, based on a perception of values drawn from literature. At once it brought New Zealand, which was usually a generation behind the times in cultural matters, into the post-war world. That great advance must not be abandoned, and from the time 
Phoenix died, James, Ian, Jack Bennett, other friends and I began talking about another journal to succeed it.

            
Early in December it was settled that I should return to England in the new year of 1932, travelling with Bettina Collier, who was to do post-graduate work in a London hospital. Grandfather and I spent Christmas with Kate and Tommy and their children at Amberley. For New Year we were all at their bach at Leithfield Beach, where the Thompsons met friends from fifty miles round whom they seldom saw during the year. Amberley Beach was as 

yet uninhabited; It was one of those settlements where everyone knew everyone and social life was continuous — talk, swimming, tennis, tea, drinks, meals. The baches sheltered among the pine-trees that separate beach from land, a small island in space, with cars continually ferrying to and fro from the mainland.

            
On New Year's Eve I slipped away from the fireworks, walked along the open beach, and lay on a high sandhill in the warm loud dark. Gusts of wind hissed through the sand tussock; the sea made a black desolate roaring under gloomy clouds, through which one star showed to the north-west. Across Pegasus Bay I could make out a faint glow on the Cashmere Hills, the light on Lyttelton Heads, and a ship slowly moving at sea. Thin poppings and weak flares of fireworks rose in the vast ominous gloom, which both awed and filled me with exultation. That darkness was the future, my life to come, the pressure of coming time. I stayed out in it until I was chilled.

            
January 3 was 
Tim Thompson's twelfth birthday. He was a boy now, but still the most lovable, sweet-natured of beings; lean and leggy, with not much control over his limbs, wayward, often puzzled, already full of the sea and with that taste for romantic adventure for which he was to be so hard put to it to find a social form that would also meet his strong sense of responsibility for other people. He seemed to draw from both his parents a sweetness and goodness of nature that became in him quite distinct and individual, altogether unselfconscious, with no trace of the goody-goody or smug; indeed it was noticeably manly and independent, and was to become gay and salty and decidedly idiosyncratic. I had loved him dearly always. I saw now that I should never come very near to him, because we were so entirely different that it would be hard for us to understand each other; but I loved him none the less for that.

            
After Waianakarua, James came for a few days to Dunedin, and stayed at Manono. Then Bettina and I left. Ian brought James to join the train at Oamaru; we shared a cabin on the 
Rangatira, and next day walked from Kelburn down Tinakori Road to find 
Katherine Mansfield's house. After lunch James saw us off on the 
Maunganui. Geoffrey Cox, who had travelled in our carriage from Dunedin, was now sharing a cabin with me, but going on by another ship from Sydney. Bettina and I spent 

a week with Emily and Elespie at Pymble, meeting her friends and our relations, picnicking and swimming, drinking in the lavish heat and the cool humming nights.

            
Late in February we sailed on a ship called the 
Barrabool belonging to the P. & O. Branch Line, which offered the cheapest fare there was, 
£39 from Dunedin to London; we paid I think 
£12 extra to travel in four-berth instead of eight-berth cabins. I have never travelled on an uglier, more unpleasant ship. The passage from Sydney to Hobart was cold and rough and made us both, in the hostile ugliness of the ship, deeply miserable. But Hobart was reviving. We took a bus to the springs on Mt. Wellington, then climbed to the top, to see that magnificent prospect of the long harbour with its maze of islands and bush country, and to drink in the fresh sweet air. The Hallensteins looked after us in Melbourne, then we were on our own.

            
My lasting memory of the passengers with whom we spent our time on the 
Barrabool is that they were natural victims. All were poor and had to travel cheaply, and so were prepared to put up with bad conditions; for the most part they were people who endured and did not complain. To Bettina however each of them was an individual, and every individual human being called out her wonderfully responsive care and love. I could not feel jealousy of our fellow-passengers for the time and attention she gave them, but it made me impatient sometimes; at the same time it increased my love for her, and my wonder at the depth and power of her love.
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i was back in England, as I wished. Why? To be a poet - to write poetry. And I wrote a little always, filling notebooks with short poems and occasional longer ones; but they were slight, nearly all marginal. I was not able to write from the centre of myself. What I took for impulse may have been largely habit, because now I habitually responded to part of what I saw and felt and did by writing about it. In spite of such impulse or habit I was to find, through groping and frustration, that I had nothing I 
must say, no subject of my own to write about; though I doubt if I ever saw the matter so clearly, or admitted it to myself. As it turned out, I was not to find a subject, or be chosen by one, for nearly eight years longer. But I was stubborn. The sense or conviction that I was, that I had to be, a poet, and must persist and hold out until other people recognized it too, had taken possession of me and was not to be shaken. If I was not one, then I had no real existence, and no reason beyond habit for going on living.

            
It may have been a waste of time to write so much bad verse, but I think it increased my facility, even in stricter rhymed forms which I was seldom to find easy. From time to time I sent a poem or two back to New Zealand to be published; I failed to get a single poem published in England. For a while I remember feeling distinctly inhibited by 
T. S. Eliot, because his work had been set up — so it seemed — as a model for poets writing today; people I knew at Oxford accepted it as such, but I did not yet understand it. I bought Yeats's new collections as they came out, 
The Tower in 1928, 
The Winding Stair in 1933, the small Cuala Press editions too, elegantly plain in their beautiful hand-printing on rag paper; Yeats was soon to be, 

for me, the one great living poet, whose work I drank in and made part of myself, although I did not yet grasp his later poems fully.

            
It was probably in 1928 too, that I bought a copy of Rilke's selected poems in the Insel Verlag pocket edition; the Insel Bücherei, books in small format, seven by four and threequarter inches, well-printed and bound in charmingly decorative paper covers on cardboard. Two years later, on the way from Cologne to Trier, I bought in the same edition his 
Briefe an einen Jungen Dichter (yes, they were addressed to me!), a few passages from which I translated — stiffly, with my halting German — for the second number of 
Phoenix. And when I returned from New Zealand I found at Bumpus's (then still occupying an old building in Oxford Street, wonderfully roomy, on several floors, and stocked with fine old collected editions as well as everything new — there has not been such a bookshop in London since) a copy of the 
Duino Elegies, in fact a first edition of 1923.

            
I was slow to read even Rilke, because of my poor German, but I read him fairly steadily and was preoccupied with him throughout the thirties and indeed longer. I was captivated first by the exquisite rhythms and verbal music of his earlier work. And by his attitudes, which rhythm and language expressed so well, deeply poetical, touchingly, romantically melancholy; in 'Ernste Stunde', in the arresting 'Pont du Carrousel', in 'Herbst-tag' and 'Lied vom Meer'; in the haunting half-light scenes and cadences of 
Corner; in 'Der Nachbar' with its 
Und warum trifft es immer mich?,

* a line which has remained with me for life, a question I was to put to myself time and again, in bitterness or resignation. In those years, Rilke spoke for me intimately and some of his work, including the 
Duino Elegies and 
Sonnets to Orpheus, when I came to know them, seemed as close to me as Shelley and Wordsworth and Yeats. I must have written many poems which in a blurred watery way closely reflected his, as earlier I had reflected Shelley and was soon to reflect, no less weakly, Yeats, and Auden, and Eliot too.

            
It was through these and other poets that I found my way laboriously to myself— not that I then rejected or outgrew them. 



* 'And why does it always come back to me?' [C.B.]



It was to be my greatest difficulty to conceive and write poems that were mine and no one else's, to find my own voice, live my own life — which is a question not of originality, nor of sincerity, but of 
authenticity. I have found and lost that voice, that life, many times; now in my sixties I still discover again and again, too late, that I have been attempting poems which are not for me. How I am to tell at the beginning I do not know. I can account for this perpetual uncertainty, which never ceases to trouble me, by recognizing that my gift is very slight and that to attempt subjects or treatment uncongenial to that gift is to ensure failure.

            
I found a room in St George's Square, Pimlico, near the river, and lived there quietly for a few months, trying to write, reading, going to concerts, visiting friends and relations. In the summer I moved, living for a while in West Kensington near my cousin Erik, then in Albany Street near the Zoo and Primrose Hill; I spent some weeks in Oxford, then finally settled in Primrose Hill Road, in a room looking onto the rounded slopes of the hill with their grass and plane trees.

            
Colin Roberts, after taking his expected first in Greats and winning the Craven Fellowship, had been appointed to a university lectureship in papyrology. There was I think no good papyrologist in Oxford at the time and his tutor Hugh Last had proposed that Colin take up the subject, which bore on two of his chief interests, the classics, and the origins of Christianity. Papyrology is a very exacting study, which requires not only wide and meticulous learning, but thorough technical training; it entails much painstakingly detailed and necessarily dull work, and imposes heavy strain on the eyes. His uncle Ellis was strongly opposed to Colin's taking it up, because it was likely to engross all his energies for years to come, and because he thought highly of Colin's literary judgement and gift of expression and wanted him to have time to write, as he would have in becoming a classics don without so demanding a specialization. That now became impossible; Ellis was right. Colin had to work both in Oxford and at the British Museum. Then he put himself to school with the eminent German papyrologist Wilhelm Schubart, 

going to live in Berlin; which meant working hard at German also. At the end of the year he was to test his learning and skill in the field, joining an American expedition which was excavating a Græco-Roman town on the edge of the Fayûm, where it had found or expected to find papyri.

            

Egypt? I was totally ignorant of the country and its history, but the power of that ancient name loomed in my mind. One day when Colin and Dora de Beer were talking about excavation, it occurred to me that I might go to Egypt too. Colin undertook to sound Hugh Last, who was on the committee of the Egypt Exploration Society. Last obliged, although I had done St John's no credit, so that he had little reason to think well of me. He spoke to the leader of the Society's expedition to Tell el Amarna, John Pendlebury, who invited me to lunch, and about a week later it was settled. I was to go, informally, as a kind of unpaid cadet, to learn and to make myself useful. I must find my own way to Egypt, but I would be kept at Tell el Amarna by the expedition. Colin and I agreed to travel to Cairo together.

            
Tell el Amarna and the Pharaoh Akhenaten who had made it his capital were vague names to me, no more. I barely remembered hearing about the discovery of the tomb of Tutankhamen in 1922, with its hoard of treasure — I may have seen pictures and read reports in the 
Illustrated London News, which Grandfather took; Tutankhamen had grown up at Tell el Amarna as a younger brother of Akhenaten. Now I found that this was one of the strangest and most puzzling episodes in the long history of Egypt; and that Akhenaten was one of the few Pharaohs who emerged from its shadows as a man; he exalted one god and tried to suppress the multitude of other Egyptian gods; in his reign a very personal naturalistic style of art suddenly made its appearance.

            
For the next few weeks I divided my time between ancient Egypt and colloquial Egyptian Arabic, because it was necessary to be able to talk the language of the country. I took classes at the School of Oriental Studies, swotting as I travelled by bus and underground between Primrose Hill, the School, and the Egypt Exploration Society's rooms at 2 Hinde Street, Manchester Square. There I read Egyptian history, and reports of the excavations at Tell el Amarna published in the 
Journal of 

Egyptian Archaeology. In the middle of October 1932 Colin and I set off for Egypt. We crossed from Folkestone to Boulogne, changed trains in Paris and went through to Venice. After a couple of days there we took a Lloyd Triestino ship which called briefly at Brindisi, Piraeus, Rhodes and in a little over four days landed us at Alexandria. We were met by the leader of Colin's expedition, E. E. Peterson, who showed us round the town until it was time to catch the evening train to Cairo. After a week sightseeing there and getting to know people at the Museum, and a few days with Colin, Peterson and his party at Kom Aushim, I took the day train to Luxor and settled down for three weeks to see the temples of Luxor and Karnak and the East Bank, and the West Bank which the Greeks called Thebes — Der el Bahri, Medinet Habu, the Colossi of Memnon,

* the painted tombs of the nobles, the Valley of the Kings.

            
It was a whole world to take in. Egypt was and is a world to itself, physically and historically — that of the Nile valley. It is a world of immense age and great stability, a setting unusually secure for human life, which until last century was unusually dependent on chance. In its epic course, the Nile runs from Lake Victoria on the Equator across the vast tablelands of Central Africa, taking its three great draughts of the mountain rains of Ethiopia, and then pours through the deep trench it has cut for itself in the sandstone plateau of the Sudan and Nubia and the limestone of Egypt. From the Suez Canal to the Straits of Gibraltar it is the only African river that reaches the Mediterranean, except for the short torrents draining the Atlas Mountains. The ancient Egyptians did not know its source; they called the Nile god 'the hidden one'; a hymn to him says that he is not sculptured in stone, and that there is no habitation large enough to contain him. Since almost no rain falls in their country they were dependent on the river for life.

            
Physically, the valley of Egypt is more isolated and self-contained than most countries. From the First Cataract to Cairo it lies some three hundred feet deep in the limestone desert which stretches far west into the immense Sahara and east for one hundred miles or more to the Red Sea; a green thread of life winding through the deathly silence and heat of an enormous 



* See poem 'The Colossi of Memnon' in 
Disputed Ground



waste. If you look out over the Pacific north of Auckland, you imagine other islands lost in the blue and know that the same sea nurses them all under the same deep unending sky. Look south from Dunedin and you can conjure up the shapes of icebergs shadowy and glittering as they break adrift from the immense whiteness and silence of the deathly antarctic continent. From England there is always the open Atlantic westward, while across the channel Europe seems no more than an extension of England which has expanded hugely to become a continent. Even in Russia you know that the vast steppes run on and on until beyond the Caspian and the Aral Sea they suddenly telescope and are flung up into mountains and then extending again become without a break Persia, Tibet, China.

            
But in Egypt south of the Delta, which is indeed a different country, you see nothing and can imagine nothing that is not Egypt. Your horizon is the rough-broken line of cliffs enclosing the valley, which is in most parts between two and six miles wide and nowhere more than thirteen. Climb the cliffs and you see nothing except endless desert hills, utterly barren. The sky overhead is always the same blue clear sky of Egypt. The river, higher or lower, is the one everlasting Nile. It seems that this is the whole world, that nothing else exists.

            
At Tell el Amarna, about halfway between Cairo and Luxor, the valley reaches one of its widest points. The river to south and north of the Amarna plain runs close beneath the cliffs of the eastern valley wall, while the rich fields, the towns, railway and road all lie on the west bank. Tell el Amarna is, loosely, the white sandy and pebbly amphitheatre between the Nile and the pale ochre cliffs. The plain was virgin ground, without even a cultivated strip along the river, when Akhenaten chose it for the site of a new capital of Egypt and the pure state cult of the Aten, his sole god, about the year 1375 
b.c. He set up inscriptions defining the limits of the city and declaring the nature of the Aten on boundary stelae carved from the cliffs enclosing the plain, and also on the cliffs of the west bank. A large city quickly grew up round the court and the administration; its remains extend for some five miles from north to south, and a quarter of a mile from west to east; but its life was very short. Soon after Akhenaten's death about 1358 his second successor, the young 

Tutankhamen, was taken back to the former capital at Luxor and before long Amarna had been — it seems — totally abandoned.

            
The site apparently was never inhabited again until in the eighteenth century 
a.d. a tribe of nomad Beduin settled there; their descendants today live in four villages and cultivate the fields they have formed along the river. The ruins of Akhenaten's city must always have been evident from end to end of the plain, house walls standing sometimes four to five feet high out of the sand, and a wilderness of potsherds; but the temples had been dismantled and their stone taken away to be used elsewhere. In 1888 a peasant discovered in the ruins a horde of clay tablets which for years he tried in vain to sell; those that survived hawking about in a sack eventually reached the British Museum and other museums and proved to be correspondence, inscribed in cuneiform, between the kings of Egypt, Babylon and other states and between the Egyptian king and his vassals in Syria and Palestine. In 1891 and 1892 Flinders Petrie made a number of trial digs on the site and with his astonishing flair hit upon several of the most important buildings in the city. In 1912 the Deutsche Orient Gesellschaft of Berlin leased the site and began to excavate systematically.

            
After the first world war the Egypt Exploration Society took over the lease and had been excavating each year since. Its expeditions had been led by several well-known people, among them 
Leonard Woolley, famous a little later for his excavation of Ur, and Henri Frankfort. John Pendlebury had worked with Frankfort before taking over the leadership himself; this was his third season in charge.
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we were a party of six, set down in a world as strange as I could conceive on mother earth. The approach to Amarna marked its isolation and strangeness. No road ran on the east bank of the Nile, only a track for donkeys and camels. The train brought us on the west bank to Mellawi, an ordinary squalid Egyptian town of about twenty thousand people. When the trains stopped at Mellawi their engine driver and fireman were said to visit the prostitutes who lived along the street opposite the station, 

brazen women sitting bare-headed on the doorsteps of their steep narrow houses in capacious robes of purple or red with heavily painted faces and big gold ear-rings; ordinarily in small towns and villages women wore black and went hooded. One of the household staff generally met us at the train; we walked through the fields or took a taxi to the Nile, about two miles away, where a 
filuka or a heavier boat hired at Amarna was waiting for us with one or two other staff or retainers; luggage and supplies were piled on board and we settled down on the rough decking for a usually slow journey upstream, the men rowing if there was no wind.

            
The majestic Nile is a dirty river, dumping ground of a thousand towns and villages for thousands of years, always awash with every kind of refuse — rotten vegetables, logs and tins, dead bodies of animals and sometimes of men; it does not stink only because its waters flow steadily all the year round. It was alive with craft, lovely to watch, especially the graceful sails of the 
filukas, low triangles with very broad base and two long points, like the wings of swallows, and seeming to sway over the water as delicately balanced as swallows. Swallows themselves were everywhere in Egypt, winter migrants from the north that seemed as much at home as the goats and donkeys and people. They set off the immovable gravity of the great temples as they flitted round them with such breathtaking speed; plump little missiles with glossy blue-black wings and red-brown breast; they skimmed the Nile and the canals, darting round 
our fluka, soaring overhead, streaking down, flashing back and forth in diamond turns, in check and reverse and lightning pirouette — I laughed in amazement trying to follow them.

            
On board, those of the party who spoke Arabic — Pendlebury, Fairman the Egyptologist, and the engineer Sherman — caught up with the year's news, local events and gossip, reports and rumours about other excavations in Egypt. The voyage four or five miles upstream to Amarna took from an hour to two and a half hours or more, according to the wind. We were landed on the east bank, on the muddy untidy shore, very narrow there close to the white cliffs of Sheikh Said, and walked through the intense green of the strip of cultivation, date palms, fields of rich lucerne, beans, onions, sugar cane, Indian corn. Walking 

alone, one had to keep an eye out for snakes, although they were not very often seen in winter. The short path brought us to the remains of a ceremonial gate in the ancient city wall. Beyond it stood the North House, our headquarters.

            
Work on the dig started at dawn. At least two of us had to be present all the time. We took turns on early morning duty; I began by doing so every third day. One of the house servants woke us in the dark at 5.30 with a cup of tea; luckily I was always wide awake at once, and scrambled quickly into my clothes. November mornings were sometimes mild, sometimes chilly; from about mid-December until the end of January or later night and morning were usually bitterly cold; outside, water often froze. The two of us set off in the dark, starlit or misty with cold river fog, walking as fast as we could to keep warm and to be on time.

            
The villagers assembled reluctantly in those cold dawns. We employed as many as two hundred at a time when there was heavy digging to be done, men to dig, two boys or girls to each man to carry away the sand in light wicker baskets made of palm fronds. They walked bent, huddled into their thin gowns and white cotton turbans or dark hoods, throats muffled and faces just showing. They were poor villagers, who worked the fields usually owned by local or more distant landlords, living very sparely; they flocked to us for work when we could offer it because the ten 
piastres or one shilling a day we paid the men (less for children) was better money than they earned in the fields.

            
It grew light enough to work about 6 o'clock; in early December the sun rose a little before seven. The men greeted the rising sun with a song. When working together, especially when they could dig rhythmically, they sang often and with gusto, everyone joining in; there were fine voices among them. The song at sunrise, first of the day, was always a hymn to God beginning 'Ya Fathah, ya 'Allim', 'O Opener, O teacher'. The sun indeed came as a blessing on still foggy mornings when the damp cold pierced to the bone, and the men sang in relief and gratitude. In all their songs the first word of the verse coincided with the last word of the chorus, even if they were on different notes; 

but not vice versa; it was the soloist who took the whole initiative. I got to know several of the regular songs, but have forgotten them now. Occasionally the younger men made up topical songs to some well-known tune, satirizing local events, and one another, and us too; these would be sung by one man, and were greeted with gales of laughter, the girls hiding their faces in their head-cloths at the bawdry.

            
The primary work of excavation at Tell el Amarna consists of digging the mixed sand and rubble out of buildings and carrying it away. Where to dispose of it is often tricky to decide; dumps must be as near at hand as possible, but must not be on ground still unexcavated nor in buildings that it is useful to keep for display. Dumps grew into small mountains when buildings were deeply buried and we had a large number of men working. At all times, but especially towards the floor level of buildings, we had to watch closely for finds. Potsherds litter the whole site of the city, just as broken shell, stone, bone, obsidian flakes, used to mark Maori camp sites on Otago beaches. Amarna pottery, like most Egyptian pottery after the pre-dynastic age, is coarse and very poor and usually unpainted, its decoration mostly rough; but inscribed potsherds may be of great value. Wine jars were inscribed on the shoulder with the year of the vintage and the name of the master of the vineyard, such as the 'Wine of the Western desert, year 12', meaning the twelfth year of Akhenaten's reign, whose lees we found once at the bottom of a jar so inscribed; each jar was capped with a cone-shaped mud seal stamped with the source of the wine and sometimes a description — 'Good wine of the Southern Pool'. These were valuable for dating. Pieces of broken pottery were used for writing on, since pottery was cheap and plentiful and papyrus (none survived at Amarna) probably too valuable for common use; jottings, notes, even letters, turned up on sherds.

            
There were many hours and whole days of monotony when routine digging went on and virtually nothing of interest turned up; bitter early morning melted away to become the clear, still, burning-glass heat of noon, which then softened as the sun swam calmly westward, and the air thinned, and mauve and brown 

haze gathered from nowhere, and the day's work ended. We walked up and down or lent on our walking sticks, talking idly, thinking our thoughts, exchanging remarks with villagers and Quftis, as we watched the digging; foremen shouted admonitions and curses at the children with their baskets of spoil — Son of a dog! May the house of the father of thy mother fall down! May a wall sleep on you!, and flicked them now and then with their long whips, which falling on full gowns and baggy trousers rarely caused hurt.

            
To be alive in the freedom of the open air under that great sky was good; I drank in the scene day after day — our party of workmen, small and hardly noticeable in the middle of the long plain once you were a little way off; the ring of cliffs with their strongly marked whitish strata, steeper to the north, half hidden by the mountainous sand-waves that led up to them in the east and south, broken there by clefts and wadis, and all so pale under the strong light of middle day that they were colourless, indistinct as if under glass, and swam before our eyes molten and liquefying. On a clear day, the rim of the south cliffs trembled as if a colourless flame was racing in waves along it.

            
We made little attempt at Amarna to come close to the reality of Egyptian life in general or that of Akhenaten's reign in particular. How could we have done so, a group of healthy comfortable unreflective young Englishmen tightly bound within the conventions of their upbringing and education and brief experience of the world? For my part I wanted to be at home with these new companions, and accepted them from the start almost without question, their way of living, their ideas and attitudes.

            
John Pendlebury was the son of a Harley Street surgeon, a young man with plenty of money who worked, indeed, but did not have to work for his living. In a good public school education he had done well at classics and gone on to read classical archaeology at Cambridge. After working for a few years in Greece and Crete he succeeded Sir Arthur Evans as Curator of the Palace at Knossos, an honorary position which I suppose only a man of means could afford; he now spent a few months of each year in Crete.

            
He joined the Egypt Exploration Society's expeditions to 

Tell el Amarna to learn the techniques of excavation in Egypt from Frankfort and others, becoming a capable field archaeologist, without claiming to be an Egyptian scholar; he had not dug elsewhere in Egypt. He worked hard, he had ability and determination, ample self-assurance, fairness of mind, and pleasant manners; in other circumstances he might have made a good type of Indian civil servant, approachable, just, without too much imagination. Egyptologists and other archaeologists were inclined to look down on him as an amateur and dilettante; after short enough field experience in classical archaeology (they said) he had turned to Egypt and risen to the top quickly and effortlessly, chiefly because he was well-off. No one could doubt John's ability as the organizer and leader of an expedition; his annual reports of the work at Amarna, published in the 
Journal of Egyptian Archaeology, were thoroughly professional; his dealings with the Society, with the British and American museums which supported the dig, with the Cairo Museum and with Egyptian officials, were correct and scrupulous; we of his team liked and trusted him, as I believe did the Quftis and the Amarna people whom we employed.
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colin roberts visited us at Amarna, but not before I had visited him more than once at Kôm Aushîm. To get there from Cairo you drove past the pyramids of Giza on to a road which crossed the easternmost bay of the Libyan desert, following far to your left for nearly forty miles against the sky the succession of greater and lesser pyramids, Abusîr, Sakkara with the Step Pyramid, the steep blunted pyramid of Dahshur, Lisht, Medûm, Il-Lahûn, that rise out of the featureless ocean of the past claiming to be remembered, commanding attention; I could never pass them without falling silent in thought. By day they showed grey or pale buff or dark, as sunlight and cloud fell on them, at sunset their powerful wedges were lit by an orange glow or burned dark smoky red.

            
The site of Kom Aushim, the Græco-Egyptian Karanis, formed a large mount as the desert began to fall away to the green flat basin of the Fayûm, about two miles off. From the 

mound you saw the tawny desert and its stone ridges and escarpments sloping in towards the north-east edge of the plain, at whose nearest point lay a small sand-coloured village, and then the dense green of fields enfolding villages and towns and stretching away indistinguishably, and the narrow lighter green line of Birket Qarûn, the shallow remains of the great Lake Moeris which once filled the whole basin. Looking over that basin, the small packed teeming fertility of the Fayûm, Kôm Aushîm from its dry clear eminence seemed to offer a singular view, at once detached and involved, in which present and past made one moment and one life. The Birket Qarûn, much larger then, was said to cover the pit which swallowed up Korah and his followers when they rebelled against Moses and Aaron the servants of God in the book of Numbers.

            
It was in hope of finding papyrus, above all, that the University of Michigan at Ann Arbor had undertaken the systematic excavation of the mound of Karanis, Kôm Aushîm. Excavation had been going on there for several years, and the camp buildings and camp life were as settled as if permanent. Standing just clear of the ancient town, the buildings enclosed a square courtyard, in one corner of which Enoch Peterson watched fondly over a small garden of tobacco plants, zinnias, gladioli, thyme and other herbs. Each room had mosquito-proof doors and windows. There were work-rooms with all the equipment needed for the preservation and restoration of objects found. Colin had ample space to work on papyri, of which the smallest fragment might give useful information or help to establish the text of Homer or a lyric poet or the Bible. To make a sheet of paper, the Egyptians cut strips of papyrus reed vertically, laid some lengthwise and others across them at right angles, pressed the strips together and dried them in the sun; sheets were not bound in a book, but glued edge to edge to form a roll; in the first century 
a.d. a standard roll was made of twenty sheets. The Greeks adopted this practice; and it was on papyrus rolls that Greek literature was transmitted until the second or third century 
a.d. Colin's tools to deal with torn and crumpled papyrus were sheets of glass, so that both sides of the papyrus could be seen, once straightened and flattened; clean blotting paper, sometimes moistened to soften twisted or bent strands or whole sheets of 

papyrus before they could be straightened, because when dry they were brittle and breakable; tweezers to hold the papyrus and manipulate folded or twisted parts; a magnifying glass. I watched him at work many times, there and in Oxford. He was not otherwise adept with his fingers, but had learned to handle papyrus with great sureness. To read it presupposed a thorough knowledge of classical and later Greek, literary and popular, and of official, legal and commercial language; and of every variety of Greek hand-writing.

            
Since the camp stood close beside the ancient town, there was no separating and reuniting of the party, which gave such a decided shape to our days at Amarna; no walk to and fro with its opportunity for seeing the world and for reflecting. Colin moved easily from duty on the dig to work at papyri, and back again; Peterson and his deputy, Rolf Haadvedt, between the dig and their administrative and other work. Having stood about for hours but not walked during the day, Colin liked to take a stroll before dusk and we roamed the slopes near the camp, talking of everything under heaven. Our friendship, uppermost then of my few close relationships, was the dearest thing to me in the world.

            
As we returned from walking one evening I heard a sound whose utter strangeness brought me abruptly to a halt, a quiet reedy pipe note, low and tenderly monotonous and infinitely nostalgic, as if it called up and opened before us ages of time long closed and forgotten; a persistent, lingering, clinging note, clear, thin, a trickle of water, which seemed not to belong to this age at all but to a mode both musical and temperamental so old that it might have expressed the life of the nomads who wandered the Sahara steppes before they dried up and turned to sand, whose descendants first ventured down with their flocks into the forbidding forested ravine of the Nile valley, and by whom in turn it was passed on unchanged through thousands of years to their unknown remote descendants here today. We saw in a few minutes that the sound came from a simple bone or wooden pipe blown by a boy of about ten in a long shapeless soiled gown, walking about 
to call his straying goats back to the village for the night. He passed round the walls of the camp, skirted the bare walls and sand mounds of the town, and 

then his piping slowly faded down the slope, lost in deepening dusk.

            
It was from the ancient morass of superstition and piety that Akhenaten's new-old religion broke away and offered release. He saw the old gods, we may suppose, as usurping and claiming for themselves the single universal power of the one god represented by the life-giving sun, the only real power. Akhenaten's was a religion of sunlight and open air. The altars of the Aten temples at Amarna stood not in dark shrines, but in open courts, beneath the bright sun. The Aten was the sun's disk with its life-giving rays, identified with no lesser god, no animal and no man, a beneficient and universal power. The Aten disk is shown directing its rays upon Akhenaten and his family, who enjoy a special relationship with their god, yet it shines for all men, foreigners as well as Egyptians. The extraordinary closeness of the wording of Akhenaten's hymn to the Aten and the 104th Psalm has not been accounted for and probably cannot be, except in romantic theories such as that which someone at Amarna proposed: that after Akhenaten's death the high priest at Amarna retired to Heliopolis, to that temple of the sun in which the very ancient cult of the Aten was chiefly observed, and that there the young Moses came to sit at his feet. No earlier Egyptian religious writing insists as Akhenaten's hymn does on the universality and the uniqueness of the power of the sun, the Aten: 'You sole god, no other is like you, you alone created the earth according to your will'; 'you set every man in his place … their speech is different, their forms too, and their complexions, for you have distinguished country from country.' No other insists with such evident delight on the goodness and joy of the life which the sun creates: 'You arise beautiful in the horizon of heaven, O living Aten, you with whom life began when you shone out in the eastern horizon and filled every land with your beauty. … The Two Lands rejoice and awake and stand on their feet, because you have raised them up. Men wash and dress and lift their hands to praise you. …'

            
The hymn also speaks of night, when the sun has set, and refers to death: 'When you set in the western horizon, earth 

grows dark with the darkness of death', and this recalls a phrase from the story of Wen-Amen, which we read one summer with Glanville at University College. Wen-Amen travels to Beirut during the Twentieth Dynasty, about 1100 B.C., to buy cedar wood for the boat of Amen-Re at Thebes, he is shipwrecked, and thinking his end has come declares: 'depet mwt nun', this is the taste of death; it remains for me the most vivid phrase I came across in hieroglyphic.

*

            
If Egyptology as practised and studied at Amarna was a disappointing subject, rather second-rate, that was true of Egyptology altogether; nearly all the books were disappointing, even general ones that ought to have been as exciting as the grand sweep of their subject, for example H. R. Hall's 
Ancient History of the Near East, a useful standard work, but heavy. The only general work I came across that showed the distinction of a really good mind was Eduard Meyer's 
Geschichte des Altertums. But Freud's 
Moses and Monotheism, a little later, dwarfed everything else I had read about Egypt and Israel; a book whose imaginative quality will keep it fresh for a long time to come. No matter that Freud was wrong about so many things, because he did not know enough or had not kept abreast of the archaeological and historical work being done — all that was irrelevant: his book was a work of genius. Otherwise, Egypt was failing to attract minds that its grandeur and its rich art deserved; sound scholars, yes, but not men of imagination able to convey what they knew and bring it to life in words.

            
Christmas Day at Amarna was always a holiday, with games for men and children. A crowd assembled on the open ground between the North House and the great gate — our workmen and children from Et Till and elsewhere, casual visitors, a few dignitaries, and the Quftis; grave figures all of them in their best full-length flowing gallibiyas
 white or dark, with turbans wound carefully or close-fitting felt skull-caps or shawls muffling head and throat, their hands free, for they carried nothing, except an elderly man with a walking stick or someone who proclaimed his dignity by toying with a rosary (an amber one 



* See poem 'Envoy's Report' in 
The Land and the People



perhaps); unlike westerners, they seemed not to be embarrassed by their hands, which hung free or gesticulated, or were thrust into small side-slits in their gallibiyas
, or clasped behind their backs as they stood watching. And no Egyptian goes about with head uncovered, so that we were conspicuous by not wearing hats.

            
Best of the games was stick-fighting, as formal as fencing, in which two opponents hit and parry with thick staves nearly a man's length held in one hand only; you catch a descending or swiping blow on your staff, or duck or swerve aside; you leap in the air, as Ali Sherraif did with surprising grace and vehemence, to catch your opponent apparently off-guard; there is much supple wrist-play, as well as great strength in the management of the long heavy pole. The force of a blow is somehow arrested at the last moment, so that no one gets hurt; it is a game of skill. One visiting notable, Haj Mahdi from El Bersha, a village on the plain north of Sheikh Saîd, would give a display sitting on his handsome white Arab stallion Abu Nigma (father of a star), who carried a decorated dark red saddle-bag and was hung with a collar of crimson tassels. The Haj sat on this patient mount or stood in the stirrups wielding a long curved sword while a man on foot engaged him with a staff. Abu Nigma was the expected pride of the day, an evident thoroughbred, unlike his heavy villainous-looking master who wore a black 
gallibiya and long black shawl over his white turban and the ragged scarf round his throat.

            
There were races for men, sack-races for boys, three-legged races, all organized by the Quftis, and lastly a distribution of sweets meant for the children but soon becoming a free-for-all; we of course were patrons and spectators who did not take part. Music and dancing followed in the evening. We sat on stools or deck-chairs against the walls of the outer courtyard; someone tended a fire in a brazier; there were torches, a hurricane lamp, starlight, perhaps moonlight in the cold still night. A drum was beating quietly; its low rhythm, monotonous, changing, both satisfied and made me expectant; my blood pulsed to it; it was the rhythm of the night. The 
darabukka is a wooden or pottery drum with skin stretched across it, laid on the drummer's knees as he sits on the ground; with the palm of one hand he steadies 

the drum, playing with the fingers of the same hand or with his other hand or both. He may beat a steady simple beat, relaxed or insistent, or quick complex rhythms whose rich monotony lulls one at the same time as its excitement arouses all one's senses. That deceptive monotony is due as much to subtlety of tone as to repeated rhythm; for the division of tones which is the mark of Arabic as of Indian music is notable even in the sounds made on the drum. It is much clearer in those of the reed pipe; at Amarna we heard pipe and drum, sometimes a flute or 
nai, and very occasionally a simple stringed instrument, a 
rebab. The pipe, a 
zamr or 
zammar, gave a thin watery treble note, melancholy and surprisingly penetrating. It was the usual accompaniment to singing. The singer, generally a young man, laid one finger along the side of his nose, head on one side as if listening to the pipe, and sang in a strange high falsetto; this was completely different from the full-throated singing which we heard on the dig, and from boatmen on the Nile, and sometimes in the fields. For dancers, both pipe and drum played.

            
I forget why Haj Mahdi honoured us each Christmas with his presence; perhaps he found it expedient to show the flag from time to time as a neighbouring potentate. Our most important relationship was a local and quite different one, with the Omda or mayor of Et Till - but mayor or headman is a travesty, squire would convey the dignity better, because this Omda was simply the chief landlord, who may have owned the whole village and all the cultivated land surrounding it. He owned more than Et Till, indeed; his other properties lay on the west bank, from which very rarely he crossed to pay us a state visit. What chiefly intrigued us about him was not his magnificence - he was quite undistinguished to look at, rode on a donkey or ass like anyone else, bringing only a few retainers, and dressed in a conventional English dark suit, double-breasted, with a red tarbush (it was only a wealthy man, by Egyptian standards, who could afford European dress); but that he, the Omda of Et Till, was a Balliol man. We understood that he had read Agriculture, a respectable school; whether he deigned to take a degree did not emerge.

            
We ourselves paid very occasional visits to petty chieftains here and there, when we were given seats in deck-chairs of 

honour outside their establishments and offered strong black Turkish coffee, one-third grounds, either very bitter or sickly-sweet (no half measures) in tiny white cups, while politenesses were exchanged to punctuate the pervading dignified silence or to prepare the way for some matter of business, John answering for us all as our host questioned — How are you? How is your health? Thank God! God preserve you! And your friends? (indicating us). 
Il hamdu lillâh! God be praised! we would murmur, and he patting his chest with every remark would echo feelingly, 
II hamdu lillâh! And your wife? God be praised! And your son? May God bless him! Please drink. Thank you — may God enrich you. Take (to us). May God enrich you. 
Insh'allâh, if God wills. An exchange that was often prolonged, as we observed when two people met on a country road, with astonishing variety of phrase and little enough repetition except the ritual 
Il hamdu lillâh and 
Insh' allâh.

            
I learned the Arabic script and worked half-way through a grammar of classical Arabic; it was a dreadful waste not to have continued, which I put down to my general lack of application, a kind of frivolity, and on top of that to the variety of matters always competing for my attention. I could easily have taken lessons in the weeks I spent each year in Cairo, where I wasted opportunities too.

            
To begin with I hated Cairo for the shallow cosmopolitanism which visitors see first and which may be all they see of it, the monuments apart. But with familiarity I came to like it, the European quarter that was not so very different from the newer parts of other Mediterranean cities, as well as the old town. What drew me there were the citadel and the two great mosques of Sultan Hasan and Ibn Tulûn. The citadel, begun by Saladin shortly before the Third Crusade, dominates the old town from a spur of the Moqattam Hills and is itself dominated by the Mosque of Mohamed Ali with its very tall slender minarets. The Mohamed Ali is a picturesque nineteenth-century folly copying a mosque in Constantinople; what one goes for is the view from outside it. The huge packed city lies humming and creaking at one's feet, dust-yellow as if strewn with the ash of time, crowded with minarets and domes rising out of a sea of flat roofs; beyond are the whiter, more open modern quarters, 

laced with green gardens, and the Nile, and other white and green suburbs on its far bank; in the distance, on their desert ridge, squat the pyramids of Giza, pointing steeply into the sunset. The world on that side was alive with sound, a never-sleeping hive. But eastward the red rocks of Gebel Moqattam looked down in silence: the city gates opened on desert. And overhead hung those sterile desert birds that prey on the refuse of cities, the vultures and buzzards, hungrily circling.
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at the end of my first season in Egypt, John invited Ralph Lavers and me to stay with him and his wife Hilda at Knossos on our way back to England. I left Cairo first, arranging to meet them in Athens.

          
The Turkish ship plied between Alexandria, Athens and Constantinople, carrying passengers and cargo. I was almost alone in the second class, where in spite of encouraging notices — 'Electric Lambs to be extinguished at 24 Midnight', Passangers announce to waiter for intention if desired to take bath', 'Not to touch piano if can not play well', no one spoke or understood English German French Italian or even Arabic — perhaps not modern Greek either — while I knew no word of Turkish. The food was equally strange; the only thing I recognized in the breakfast set before me was plum cake.

          
Athens was cold at first, with a strong bitter north wind, then grew mild, but the horizon remained misty, and it was never really clear. After Cairo, which I had not yet come to like, I thought it paradisal — clean, soft-coloured, with flowering weeds growing over the rocky hills in the town and on the Acropolis, and cypresses, small pines, olives and other leafless trees in the streets and squares. John had given me an introduction to Humfry Payne, Director of the British School of Archaeology, where I read sometimes when not sight-seeing. I liked climbing Lycabettos, the hill rising almost from the centre of the town, at sunset, and once or twice I spent a day on Hymettus, the mountain which bounds Athens to the east. Hymettus is all grey marble, very seamed, pitted and broken, mostly bare except for shrubs in crevices, its only trees a few thin pines here 

and there. At that time of year it was alive with wild flowers. Rich dark cyclamen leaves grew everywhere out of the rock, but no flowers with them yet. On the lower slopes scarlet anemones were in full flower, growing in large colonies, and grape hyacinths crowded densely and so wide-spreading I could not jump across and had to tread them down, which I hated doing. The anemones and cyclamen kept reminding me of Grandfather and of those at Manono, which he had brought from Greece and Italy.

          
In England, wild flowers spring from the abundance of the earth, and belong with the luxuriant trees, wide-arching, voluptuous, bosomy, rich with deep shadow and peace and solitude, fresh and yet ageless. Although English winters are hard, and summers often wet, sunless, or very broken, the flowers breathe warmth and lavish ease among their wealth of many-shaped leaves darker and lighter. But in countries of the eastern Mediterranean, flowers are born of poverty — from thin and poor soil, crevices in the rock. They are less opulent, without wreaths and bowers of green to show them off; being more exposed and naked, their colours burn headily in the clear light; the strong sun opens them out quickly, and they wither sooner. Poppies in English cornfields echo the larks overhead, singing radiantly clear. In Greece, poppies are darker, blood-coloured, burning with the silent ferocity of that ardent love of country which has kept Greece alive and itself through so many centuries of feud, conquest, oppression and humiliation.

          
I liked sitting in the colonnade of the temple of Athena Nike on the Acropolis and looking out to sea — the place from which Aegeus is said to have watched for the return of Theseus after he sailed to Crete to kill the Minotaur. Wherever you stand in Greece the earth and the air are thick with legend and history; they populate it even more densely than in Italy; only in Palestine are they so dense. This is deeply stirring but also intimidating; it takes a fine poet or painter to engage and master such riches and not be overwhelmed. Greek poets and painters were engaging them just then, but I did not know that Greece had any modern literature or art (if Pendlebury knew, he did not mention it). New Zealand was the exact antithesis of this; there, every hill, plain, lake and stream was encountering man's gaze for the first time — for it was only in the north that the Maoris had left 

any imprint on the country; and that first raw meeting of man and nature was shocking and sterile. 

*

          
A general election took place soon after my arrival. I spent the next morning on the Acropolis, and the afternoon at the British School. Rifle and machine-gun fire broke out in the town and continued sporadically, tanks drove about, aeroplanes roared overhead. I walked home after dark. To reach my hotel in Bucarest Street I had to cross one of the main streets. It was unusually empty, but behind every lamp-post or telegraph-post stood an armed soldier, one of whom covered me with his rifle while I crossed. It seemed play-acting. A great crowd of well-dressed Greeks was dining at the hotel, very animated and gay. I soon learned that the Venizelists, the government party, had lost the election and that very early this morning a general had seized the War Office, suspended the constitution, proclaimed martial law, and closed the newspaper offices. The Greeks round me were enjoying the situation. But almost no one supported General Plastiras, his rising collapsed, and he fled eventually to Paris. It was an almost bloodless affair.

          
It was an overnight crossing to Crete. The small crowded ship sailed from Piraeus in the evening, pitching into the rough Aegean. We sat in the saloon drinking wine — John's favourite retzina probably, but one by one grew sea-sick and made for bed. The pitching did not stop until we entered the harbour of Candia in the morning.

          
As curator of the palace, John lived close beside it in Evans's old house, the Villa Ariadne, among cypresses, pines, oleanders, palms, honeysuckle and bougainvillea. Grandfather had followed Evans's Work with the keenest interest, read the reports of it in the 
Illustrated London News, and bought and read Evans's books as they came out. I had looked at both, and often heard him talk about Crete and Evans and his work with admiration. The bulls, the octopuses with their wreathing arms, the dancers, the snake goddess, the great store jars, the cups, the columns that tapered down instead of up, banquet halls, staircases, none of them were quite strange to me; they belonged to that undefined half-known 



* See 'The Silent Land' in 
The Penguin Book of New Zealand Verse (1960)



world which for so many people today lies just beyond the shifting boarders of the known, like the moving, muttering sea round an island, or the half-lit forest round a sunny clearing.

          
Soon we set off to walk across the island to Gortyna and Phaestos, ancient sites near the south coast. One of John's retainers, Kronis, had charge of a mule and a mare that carried our belongings; Hilda rode one of them occasionally, sitting sidesaddle. Kronis was an imposing man of middle-aged solidity. Many of the peasants we met on the way wore partly European clothing, but he was all Cretan; black or blue-black baggy trousers tucked into knee-high boots, dark loose jacket over white shirt, broad untidy cummerbund holding jacket and trousers together, with a black cloth turban wound round his head; his large grey moustache swept across his face like a scimitar. He held himself very erect, carrying a short switch. John looked as correct as always in tidy shorts and jacket and grey London hat; Ralph's stockings usually fell down to his ankles, his jacket might have been slept in, the wind tousled his hair. Hilda was the English spinster got up doggedly for an expedition.

          
We walked by winding hill paths upward to cross the spine of the island, climbing the small Mt Iuktas on the way. This gave us a fine view on the cloudless clear morning — north over lower country to the sea and the island of Dia; and across a valley westward to Mt Ida with a large smooth snowfield, the eastern buttress of the central mountain mass of Crete, where Zeus was hidden in the cave of Dicte. On our first day, we lunched at a wine shop in a small village beyond Iuktas; the hostess, a refugee from near Smyrna after the Greco-Turkish war of 1922, gave each of us a spray of sharp-sweet freesias, creamy white with gold centre, grown from roots she had brought with her from Asia Minor. I carried my spray with me all that day, and perhaps the next. I think I first learned then about the miseries of that particular uprooting of peoples from their ancient home, and understood more keenly what all exiles feel.

          
But the country was little cultivated, and the villages Wretchedly poor. We spent the night at a small village on the Minoan road across the island, Kanli Kasteli, which had an ancient hilltop citadel and Byzantine walls; the Emperor Nicephorus Phocas 

had fought a battle with the Turks there — history and misery again. The hostess at the café-inn wore a white cloth about her head, as if she had walked out of a Flemish painting; she gave us an upper room to sleep in, reached by an outside staircase, with a window looking west to Mt Ida. Hilda had a couch, and the hostess's bridal linen, taken from a chest where it was kept for very special occasions; We had mattresses on the floor. There was one weak lamp, and we lit candles and stuck them in beer bottles; I was reading Charles Morgan's 
The Fountain. The wind blew violently all that clear starry night, so that I felt as if being buffeted at sea.

          
Next day was showery, the going constantly up and down. To the west, clouds swept across the precipitous south-east wall of Ida, showing streaks of snow when they opened. We passed whole fields of scarlet and of purple anemones; a deserted Turkish village, and several inhabited villages, stopping for the night at one of them, Hagia Varvara, St Barbara. Down one valley we followed a stretch of Turkish road; we visited the remains of a beehive tomb, attended by some village men who seemed simple and charming and had rarely if ever seen foreigners before, so that our colour, our clothes and everything about us interested them. In the afternoon we were walking steadily downhill to the long narrow Messara plain, which lies at sea level between the foothills of Ida we had been crossing and a coastal range. The plain grew barley and other crops, the hillside beyond it leading up to the remains of Phaestos was thick with creamy and yellow daisies. The guardians of the palace and the rest-house, in which we spent the night, brought us little bouquets of sweet jasmine, violets, lemon-flower, and stock.

          
Next morning, while John and Hilda walked to Hagia Triada to see the remains, Ralph and I wandered separately about the palace. In the sunny windy air white clouds were moving across the mountains, lifting now and then but not leaving them free. I sat to read and daydream over 
The Fountain in a sheltered corner, where the wind just touched the scarlet poppies and white ranunculus, moving farther off with a vast low solemn noise. After lunch, we drove back to Knossos, stopping to see a church and ancient theatre at Gortyna; the road climbed steadily in curves to about eighteen hundred feet, where the air was 

snowy cold. Kronis was to walk back with the now unladen mule and mare. At Villa Ariadne we were greeted by a sweet-smoking wood fire in the stove.

          
After my two later seasons at Amarna I returned to England by way of Palestine. I had taken our find of cuneiform tablets to Cairo at the end of my second season, going ahead of the rest of the party, so that they could be read and identified by Cyrus Gordon, who had come from Jerusalem for the purpose. He was not much older than myself, we got on well, and I moved to his pension where I found several archaeologists staying, Swedish, German, Dutch. During his week in Cairo we spent a lot of time together. He proposed my going to Jerusalem and staying at the American School of Archaeology, although he himself would no longer be there. When I hesitated, doubtful of calling myself an archaeologist, let alone a scholar, he assured me I would be welcome, so I took his word, and got the train to Jerusalem.

          
As another Arabic-speaking country, in which I had just enough of the language to find my way round, Palestine made me feel at home. Any European will have a certain familiarity and range of associations with the country, because of Christianity, because the Bible — Latin first, vernacular later — lies behind all European literature. Whether a professing Christian or not, whether or not he has Jewish blood, any European finds himself there in some sense on ground deeply familiar.

          
For me in addition the country had a strong affinity with Central Otago. I saw this at once, as the train wound up a narrow monotonous labyrinth of barren wadis from Lydda to Jerusalem, and even more markedly when I looked down across the brown and reddish rock of the wilderness of Judaea to the Dead Sea and the great wall of the Mountains of Moab beyond. From Hebron to Damascus one might almost be in Central Otago; and the hills beyond, all the way to Antioch, have some quality of Central Otago hills, especially those between Cromwell and Wanaka. The strong light, clear air, the hot rich rocky barrenness, were such as I knew and loved at home, although the colour of soil and rocks is often richer and more varied than there. Only 

two things proclaimed at once that this was not New Zealand. The flowers that sprang up brave and brilliant from every pinch of soil; and the olive trees, which no one had yet been wise enough to plant in Central Otago.

          
The Americans at their School were as welcoming and kind as Gordon had promised — and he himself was still there after all. An American of Jewish family, he was proud that the Jews in Palestine had revived Hebrew and made it a living language, had built roads, planted orchards, and made the country prosperous. That it certainly looked in the planted country about Lydda and the pleasant railway stations, each with gum-trees and pepper-trees, and the well-built clean straggling new parts of Jerusalem; while the Palestinian Arabs, as I saw them first, dressed more picturesquely and were finer in build and feature than the Egyptians. Gordon showed me about the town, and took me up to the Hebrew University on Mt Scopus. Its library was placed on the highest point, overlooking the town westward and the great hollow valley of eastern Palestine, at the bottom of which the Jordan runs into the Dead Sea. Far below, Jericho lay hidden by small hills on this side of the Jordan; the village of Nebi Samwîl, Prophet Samuel, crowned a prominent height to the north, Samuel's home of Mizpah; east of that the broad sweep of hills on which lay Michmash and Anathoth, Jeremiah's home, broke off in cliffs above the Jordan valley. Southward rose the square round-topped hill called Frank Mountain (to the Arabs Jebel el-Fureidis, Little Paradise Mountain, because it was near the site of Solomon's gardens in the Wadi Urtas), where the Crusaders were popularly believed to have made their last stand.

          
I was taken there one day from Urtas, south of Bethlehem, two hours leisurely walking by a rough stony path. Frank Mountain turned out to be an isolated, steeply conical hill flattened on top, with the ruins of walls and towers, a vaulted room, a piece of mosaic floor quite drained of colour. The position is wonderfully romantic and beautiful, in sight of Jerusalem yet surrounded by desolation. It commands the lower country on all sides, and looks impregnable as a fortress; but there is no spring on top. Near at hand are the higher hills of Tekoa (Amos of the herdmen of Tekoa — and I remembered the sharp-pointed Tekoa 
some-

where north of Amberley, snowy in winter). Eastward you look down ragged barren hills and cliffs to the Dead Sea and the mountains of Moab, hazy that day. The southern faces of the hills were of white and pale brown rock, quite worn and bare. Everywhere we saw encampments of black Beduin tents, some built round with stones and guarded by dogs. The only flowers were asphodels in their early tender pale pink, and short-stemmed scarlet anemones; in the sheltered Wadi Urtas grew a few flowering cherry trees.

          
Gordon had introduced me to several people, American and English, who took me about in turn. With three Americans I made a long day's expedition to Jerash, by car and lorry, to bring back antiquities. We plunged down through the Wilderness of Judaea, and from the sloping plain between Jericho and the Jordan could see far up the valley a snowy ridge of Mt Hermon; the valley floor near the river is broken into great rough hills of yellow clay, wild and irregular. The Jordan flowed like the Taieri, thick and muddy between bare willows, though smaller and swirling near the bridge.

          
I kept walking in and round Jerusalem until its topography was clear to me and the landscape and atmosphere familiar. Buff and ochre country under clear blue sky; Bethany and other nearby villages creamy white, the low-domed roofs of their houses reminiscent of those at Positano; rocks of greyer silvery white, silver-grey olives with scarred spreading roots, bare silvery intricate fig-trees — so much whiteness that it dazzled. When a sand-storm blew, it was greyish-white also, but dull, and sometimes hid the sun; or it brought a dark-brown haze. From Bethlehem south to Hebron the road ran through barren featureless country of grey and golden-brown rock, stone walls enclosing stony ground on which vines lay, a few red anemones and large daisies and fruit-trees in blossom, and no distant views either east or west. The lines of the hills were smooth for all their rough surface. I could see no trace of Abraham's green oaks at Mamre.

          
Samaria, the land of Ephraim, was tame and uninteresting by comparison. Hills smoothly rounded, barren, monotonous, of a fairly uniform grey and brown, with small plains of green corn between. The olive trees, leaden sober, showed solid trunks beneath a broad airy crown of leaves. At Nablus, which had small 

orchards of flowering trees, I went with a party from the American School to visit the synagogue of the Samaritans. This very ancient sect, originally of mixed race, was treated by the Jews with a suspicion and even hostility that may have helped it to survive from the time of the Exile until that of Jesus seven centuries later, then it endured Roman rule, early Christianity, Arab conquest, and the Middle Ages, and was now dying out in a time of tolerance. Its synagogue consisted of one small plain white-washed room, mats and carpets on the floor and on a dais at one end, a few Aramaic inscriptions on stone let into the walls of the room and of the porch and courtyard outside. Two priests showed us an ancient roll of the Pentateuch in Hebrew. They were very tall, with long delicate parchment-pale faces and long thin fingers, fine long hair and beards; one was old, grey, ascetic, in his eyes and expression a childlike untouchable simplicity; the younger black-haired one looked equally frail and unworldly. Since the sect kept strictly to itself, inbreeding had led to this extreme refinement of feature and to the debility of a dying race.

          
Galilee, the country between the long ridge of Mt Carmel, the upper Jordan with the Sea of Galilee and Lake Huleh, and the Mediterranean, was again much more varied and interesting. Running south-east from Haifa across the rich plain of Esdraelon, the train sailed through a sea of anemones of all colours, and past streams where oleanders grew, leaving to the north the large evenly rounded hill of Mt Tabor, which although less than two thousand feet high is the most striking in Galilee. The line then plunges surprisingly downwards in the valley of the Nahr Jalud between a hill known as Little Hermon and Mt Gilboa, a valley as deep-soiled and rich as the plain above, with settlements set among gums and other trees. It comes out into the Jordan valley at the much-excavated town of Beisan, and turns sharply north along the feet of the western hills above the wide valley, which was also rich and green, with thick fields of white and mauve flowers. From a splendid height in the western hills the ruins of Belvoir commanded the fords of the Jordan; this was one of the castles of that great builder Fulk of Anjou, King of Jerusalem, built about 1140 and captured by Saladin forty years later.

          


          
These castles, which are the surviving evidence of the country's close link with the western Middle Ages and of a rich and tragic period of its history, give the landscape a fresh dimension and depth of meaning. Self-existent, the country has a further existence as an outlying province of the mediaeval west. The whole Levant coast became Outremer, part of Christian Europe beyond the sea; its landscape entered the consciousness of the west — not the Holy Places alone, but the entire magnificent country from the Cilician Gates and the Syrian Desert to the river of Egypt; and for everyone whose imagination holds present the history of Europe and the Mediterranean lands, it remains western as well as eastern ground, deeply resonant, beautiful and tragic.

          
From Semakh, a mud-brick muddy village at the south end of the Sea of Galilee, the railway turns east to climb the Yarmuk valley onto the desert plateau, and I took a bus round the west shore to Tiberias. This was a small rather squalid town muddy with half-built roads; a few minarets, and walls with many round towers of the Roman period, made it picturesque. The Sea of Galilee, as you look from Tiberias towards Semakh, where the Jordan valley falls away, appears to be poised high up like an artificial lake, rounded and full, yet it lies nearly seven hundred feet below the Mediterranean.

          
Early in 1935 Aunt Agnes joined me at Haifa, and we stayed for a few days at a German hospice with a pension run by a well-known Father Tapper at Tabgha, near the north end of the lake. From there we could see almost the whole lake, which is only thirteen miles long and at most about half as wide. We used to walk or row to see the places of interest nearby — a mosaic pavement where the five thousand were fed; remains of a synagogue at Capernaum, possibly the one mentioned by St Luke. It was calm weather, with rainy days, the lake mostly still. Thick borders of rosemary grew in the hospice garden, where crickets sang; fish jumped in the lake — the fish that we ate for every meal, small usually and good; turtles swam in the lake; there were many kingfishers, black and white as well as the commoner blue-green ones.

          
Acre, ten miles north of Haifa across the bay, has been captured, destroyed and rebuilt so often that it is virtually a 
nine-

teenth-century town, but built of old stone, it looks ancient. It had its day of fame as the chief port of the Crusaders. Saladin took it from them after his great victory at the Horns of Hattin, near Nazareth, and lost it four years later when Richard Coeurde-Lion came to put heart into the Crusaders' siege; the Moslems captured it again finally only after another century. The Mediterranean breaks against its golden-brown sea walls, from which huge fragments have fallen. Everywhere imposing walls, solid buildings, old stairs, old courtyards, all of stone and often hung with green weeds; the courtyard of the nineteenth-century mosque is planted with palms and cypresses. You look across the bay and the plain of Acre to the long line of Carmel stretching south-east towards the Jordan.

          
A few miles north of the Sea of Galilee, a long road winds up to the town of Safed, the earlier Saphet, nearly 2,800 feet high. It is built round a small hill among higher hills east and west, looking down over the lake and to Carmel and Tabor, which we saw only in glimpses through blowing cloud below. Beyond a steep gorge beneath the west side of the town lies a very beautiful hollow plain of grey rock and rich reddish earth with a few trees, among smooth rounded hills. Many of the houses in Safed were painted blue, and sported a little green grass or moss on their flat roofs; there were stone houses roofed with soft red tiles; a few cypresses and pines, and peach and almond blossom, pink and white. I saw no lovelier town in Palestine, none more finely situated.

          
We drove to Damascus by way of Banias, to see the castle and the sources of the Jordan. The road crossed the Jordan south of Lake Huleh by the famous Bridge of the Daughters of Jacob on the ancient caravan route from Egypt to Damascus; a stone bridge of four arches. It was here traditionally that Jacob wrestled with the angel; the ford was Jacob's Ford before a bridge was built. Here the Crusaders had built a castle, which was captured and razed very soon after by Saladin. Crusaders were our frequent company from Galilee northwards; at the Jordan, we left the Old Testament behind.

          
In spite of the Arabian Nights, Baghdad was never so potent a name to me as Damascus; possibly because its syllables 
bag and 


dad have such commonplace English associations, while from Damascus come damask, damascene, with all their rich strange suggestion. I knew that



Four great gates has the city of Damascus,


And four Grand Wardens, on their spears reclining,

and that it is watered by Abana and Pharphar, lucid streams. But not Milton, Flecker and Lawrence combined had prepared me for the city and its setting, and I think I had not then read Doughty. We approached over the rocky upland from Kuneitra, to find it lying close beneath barren hills to the north, with lower hills farther away south, all in colourless fawn and grey, the deciduous trees leafless, the olives dulled. From Jebel Kasyûn, an outlying spur of Anti-Lebanon immediately above the town's northern suburb, you see that it lies on a plain enclosed by orchards and fields stretching for miles all round among the grey of poplars, brown of willows, a city on a green island in the bare sand-pale landscape. Snowy Hermon rises over everything some way off to the west.

          
The line of Anti-Lebanon from south-west to north-east forms a wall or curtain behind; east and south-east lies the open plain of the Field or Territory of Damascus, fertile from ancient times, running away beyond a string of shallow lakes into the Syrian Desert. The plentiful streams falling from Anti-Lebanon and from smaller scattered hills to the south wind everywhere through orchards and fields across the plain to lose themselves in those Meadow Lakes. Far south lies the long blue range of Jebel Druz, touched with snow, and over the plain eastward are scattered the low domes of crater hills. The prophet Mohamed was transported in dream or vision to Jebel Kasyûn to look down on the earthly paradise of Damascus which he was not allowed to enter; there Abraham was shown that God is a unity; there Adam lived once. No wonder such beliefs grew up. I have seen no inland town with a more magnificent setting.

          
We turned north and took the train to Baalbek, climbing the valley of the Barada rushing among poplars through the AntiLebanon, high and barren and snow-streaked; at the watershed, about 4,500 feet up, we were nearly among snow and it was cloudy and cold. Descending, the line comes out into the big 

plain of the Litani River between Anti-Lebanon and Lebanon; a stony but fertile plain reddish like the mountains, taking colour richly from clouds, light and shadow. Thick snow lay on the higher slopes of Lebanon too and fell down in long white claws, brilliant as we climbed the valley to Baalbek, which lies nearly four thousand feet up at the watershed of the Litani and the Orontes. The lower slopes of the range are wrinkled by a maze of terraces. The cold exhilarating air between those great ranges sharpened the grandeur of the enormous temples, colossal even by Roman standards, which stood among grey and silver and brown trees under hot sun in a sky of almost gentian blue.

          
The long Orontes runs almost the whole length of Syria. Following it to Horns, we left the two ranges behind, and looking back saw Lebanon in cloud, made hazy by the sun standing above, and looking fantastically high and shadow white, like the moon by day. Since Aunt Agnes was ready for anything, we made an excursion to Palmyra, about ninety miles into the desert, and spent a couple of days there. Forklos was a French military station with barracks and no doubt wells. Later, the plain became a broad wadi of gravel and brown camel-thorn; the hills came nearer, and then we ran between sand slopes into the valley of tombs which leads into Palmyra.

          
The north Syrian desert is really steppe land, which has enough growth to provide pasture for camels and sheep; wells and local irrigation have given life at different times to a number of caravan stations, towns and castles between coastal Syria and the Euphrates. Greatest of these was Palmyra, which became a client state on the borders of the Roman Empire in the third century 
a.d., until its celebrated queen Zenobia over-reached herself and was defeated and deposed by Aurelian. What one sees now is the ruins of a considerable town among sandy and stony hills; square towers and stumps of towers, groups of a few standing columns still joined by their architraves, many fallen columns, huge acanthus-leaf capitals sitting heavily on the ground, walls with pilasters and windows opening from nothing onto nothing, arches that stand isolated like question marks — the remains of town walls, temples, porticos, forums, streets with shops, reservoirs and conduits, houses, a cemetery; with inscriptions here and there in Greek and in the flowing Palmyrene script. Strangest of all are the square tower-tombs scattered over the 

slopes, like castles on some enormous disordered chess-board, crumpled by earthquake and long abandoned.

          
Our other excursion from Horns was to Krak of the Knights, grandest of all the Crusaders' castles. It was the chief defence of the only gap in the coastal ranges which run from the Litani River almost to Antioch, virtually the whole length of Syria; a position of crucial importance, guarded by five castles so placed that their defenders were able to signal to one another. Krak stands on a narrow southern spur of the Jebel Alawi, the Nosairi Mountains, commanding the hills for many miles round and immediately below it the small plain of the Buqaa, alive with thick green corn and white and pink flowers, the way from the sea to the desert. The castle has a perpendicular outer wall with round buttresses, and a moat beyond on the only side from which the spur does not fall steeply away. The inner castle on its two more exposed sides has immense sloping walls of masonry which were known as the Mountain, crowned by perpendicular walls and buttressed by round towers; on its most exposed side the Mountain itself is defended by a moat filled with water. Under the Hospitallers, the castle survived many sieges; it surrendered to Sultan Beibars in the end only by stratagem, twenty years before the fall of Acre.

          
The Crusaders chose their lonely sites, their eagle eyries, for strategic reasons. Hermits and contemplatives chose sites for their solitude; but the solitude which St Simeon Stylites elected became a great pilgrimage centre, crowds flocking to see him on the last of his columns, thirty-eight or even sixty feet high (accounts differ), where he stayed for thirty years, fasting, preaching, and performing miracles. A church of great beauty built soon after the saint's death surrounds the fallen column, in a very strange landscape.

          
From Aleppo we drove through undulating country of light grey rock and red earth and budding asphodels, with occasional small hollow plains of corn; and there were flowers of mauve, buttercup yellow and mustard yellow, grape hyacinths, pale blue irises and a few late red anemones. The rock spread, the earth shrank; we came to a mountain all of grey rock except for one reddish stretch near the summit, Jebel Siman, crossed its low eastern shoulder, and then saw on a ridge of the same heaped-up grey rock the great church, and two or three other ruined 

churches a mile or so round about. The whole scene was rock, a sea of it, rough, broken by small wadis. It is as if the saint had chosen to live at the edge of that monastic rock sea, and to speak from it to the green world beyond, the world of growth and decay. His retreat on the top of his column is perhaps the most spectacular solitude on record — spectacular indeed because he became one of the great sights of the Christian world, and his column continued to draw pilgrims after Antioch had claimed his bones, revered, in Gibbon's words, 'as her glorious monument and impregnable defence'.

*

          
There could scarcely be a greater contrast than between the austere silver-greys of Simeon's stone world and luxurious Antioch, although the Antioch which had been one of the sumptuous capitals of the eastern Mediterranean was a long-dead dream. The town lies among orchards at the foot of a rugged green flowery hill, Mt Silpius, round the crest of which ran the ancient walls, and is bounded to the north by the grey torrent of the Orontes; a small shrunken country town covering a fraction of the site of the city which the walls enclosed. Small, poor, but so beautifully set that it seems to glow.

          
At Antioch Aunt Agnes and I parted company. She was going by way of Latakia and Tripoli to Jerusalem, then taking ship from Haifa to Brindisi, and so back to Rome, She was as good a fellow-traveller as always, ready to go anywhere and stay anywhere and never easily tired, quite content if I wanted to forage solo; always interested and appreciative, good tempered and with a quick sense of humour, and at the same time decided, an occasional sharp turn of phrase showing her keen nose for bluff, hocus-pocus, pretence, and plain dishonesty. While she turned south I took the Taurus Express from Aleppo, wound up through the Cilician Gates onto the sparse uplands of Asia Minor, and at the end of two long days crossed the Bosporus to Constantinople. There were two or three English on the train with whom I exchanged archaeological small talk. A comfortable prosperous Turk in my compartment talked to me in French; he was bound for a skiing resort somewhere east of Afiun Karahissar (irresistible name!), there to meet his daughter who — he told me with smiling complacence — was Miss Turkey 1935.

        



* See poem 'Simeon's Land' in 
The Land and the People
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after three seasons I gave up archaeology. I found plausible reasons for giving up, but they were not my strongest reason. To start with, I had grown tired of the people at Amarna, and grew more critical when I saw them in London during the year and contrasted them with my friends. A few years before at Esmond's prompting I had read Fulke Greville's 'O wearisome condition of humanity', a poem whose powerful sombre music I did not forget. During my third season at Amarna he or Mary sent me for Christmas the newly published 
Oxford Book of Seventeenth Century Verse, which opens with twelve poems by Greville. Devouring these, and finding that there was no modern edition of Greville, I set about reading him in the original editions, and thought I should like to edit his work. I was able to persuade myself sufficiently to persuade other people that this would be an adequate occupation, on which pretext I said goodbye to the Society and Pendlebury.

          
When I considered the matter, I could see no future for myself in field archaeology, especially since it was as much the field as the archaeology that engrossed me. An archaeologist, it seemed to me, must specialize, as a linguist, or an engineer, or a field worker; and perhaps only the first would have a continuing future of useful work. I had no wish, even supposing I had had the capacity, to become an Egyptologist, to give myself to it wholly and for life, which I should have to do. Too many other things drew me, poetry above all, to which every interest and all knowledge must contribute.

          
Grandfather and my father were worried by this sudden change. They thought they had seen me settled, and here I was already giving up what I had chosen. Was I going to be a drifter, 

sticking at nothing? an idler? a dilettante? I could not explain adequately, because I had not the courage or conviction to avow my secret hopes, so slenderly based. I prepared to edit Greville, read a good deal about him, especially in the reports of the Historical Manuscripts Commission, and learned before very long that I was wasting my time, because one of the editors of the 
Oxford Book, Geoffrey Bullough, had begun work on Greville before me, and was equipped as I should never be. I do not think I was sorry.

          
Lel had followed me to England in 1934, after three or four years at home. During her first time in England she had been a school-girl, either at boarding school or on holiday with relatives or friends. When she left school and returned to Dunedin with my father, she lived at home as his daughter. She was very fond of him, as he of her, but she was obliged to conform to his life rather than live her own. The arrangement seemed ideal to him, while she chafed.

          
When I was about to return to England three years earlier we had talked of living together in London, and had troubled the family by our airy unrealistic ideas. We would need no furniture, we said; cushions on the floor would serve every situation. So Lel's plan was not new. But it puzzled and hurt my father deeply that she should want to leave him. Evidently she did not talk of returning to Dunedin within a year or two, but expected to stay on in England. My father decided not to keep up Bankton, with Carty and Cissie, for himself alone. As soon as Lel left, he sold the house, and went to live at the Fernhill Club, furnishing a largish room there with things he wanted to keep.

          
Lel and I took a flat at 5 St Edmund's Terrace, a short quiet street running parallel to Albert Road on the western slope of Primrose Hill. A terrace of houses occupied the lower southern side of the street; opposite behind stout iron railings rose the smooth green banks of a reservoir, open sky above. Primrose Hill with its poplars and other trees being less than a hundred yards away, the street had an informal semi-rural air, which made it exceptionally pleasant, retired and private to live in. The houses, built about the turn of the century and already I think all turned into flats, made a formal row of yellowish stucco, 

basements below street level, portico of four columns (or was it two columns and two pilasters?) projecting from the front door to the street, tall rooms on the ground floor and first floor, lower ones on the second floor, and lastly an attic, our flat, approached by a steep winding staircase: a small landing, two smallish rooms with sloping ceiling, a narrow kitchen and a bathroom. From both rooms, north and south, you could step out of the window onto the roof, from the northern room, Lel's bedroom, to look onto the trees round the green reservoir, while from the living-room, unbelievably, half London lay before you. The hillside fell away behind the terrace, which stood well above the houses facing Albert Road, and beyond them stretched the trees and open spaces of Regent's Park, the terraces and cages of the zoo to the left, and a fringe of towers, spires, domes, chimneys, chimney-pots and cranes in a dense semi-circle from the City to Westminster, and finally the North Downs far off on the southern borders of London. Plumb in the middle 
of the view as you sat in the bath, the dome of St Paul's floated on the green wave of the Park trees.

          
My life for two years at Primrose Hill seems to me now an elaborate dance leading me in and out of the lives of a moving throng of friends and relations; a dance whose figures from moment to moment absorbed me fully, concealing any larger pattern the whole dance might have had.

          
One by one my friends began what was to be or seemed to be their life's work. Some knew already what they wanted and in what society they must find a place; Colin and Jack as scholars, Reggie and others as civil servants, some as school-teachers, some as journalists, one here plainly a writer, one there a musician, a scientist, a doctor, a wife. Others had no strong bent, or society offered no scope for their talents, or the accidents of nationality and politics frustrated them. Yet all seemed to me more sure of how they must live, if only they could, than I was.

          
At St Edmund's Terrace there was a continual coming and going of friends and relations, to meals, to stay with us, always to talk; our flat came to seem an island of New Zealand far from home. I walked back and forth across Regent's Park constantly, at all times of day and night, to visit the de Beers, who after Uncle Isidore's death settled at 11 Sussex Place — they were 

to be there for thirty years. I went to Hinde Street, to the Egypt Exploration Society. I went to St James's Square, to the London Library, of which Esmond made me a member. When Grandfather, my aunts and my father came to London in the spring of 1935 (my father stayed for six months, Grandfather for nearly eighteen months, and Emily longer still) I visited them frequently at their hotels, especially the Langham in Portland Place opposite the 
b.b.c., where Grandfather stayed all through his visit.

          
I went to the galleries and museums, to exhibitions, to the Russian ballet, to Indian dancing, to concerts, to plays, to restaurants and tea-rooms and cafes, almost invariably with friends or relations. It was an intensely social life. It might have seemed a carefree, happy one. But beneath it lay and over it hovered, remorselessly darkening, the inescapable anxieties and endless threats of those years; the aftermath of the slump — unemployment, begging in the streets, hunger marches; Mussolini for ever banging his insolent tin drum, and far more menacing, the rise of the Nazis, while England seemed paralyzed, powerless for good, acquiescent in evil.

          
Lel and I shared a good deal from day to day. She knew I wanted to write, but I did not speak to her of my hopes. She hardly read poetry, she did not have my interest in books, painting and music, but enjoyed opera, ballet and plays, chiefly I think as good entertainment. It was my friends who came to the flat — only Ida Lawson had been her friend first; she went out to meet friends of her own. Her main independent interest was in the Girl Guides. She had been a Guide at St Hilda's, in Dunedin, and continued an active one after leaving school. She went to meetings and camps in England and once at least to a big international gathering at Adelboden, all of which gave her enjoyment and satisfaction; she found something romantically appealing in the mystique of the movement, an appeal which perhaps all such big movements share, whatever their aims. I used to tease her about being a Guide, but lightly, recognizing that this was a genuine interest on her part, although I thought it rather a poor one.

          
She wanted to improve her French, so in October I took her to Bourges, where she had arranged to stay for three months with a French family. For some reason this was not a success. 

While I was at Amarna for my last season she moved to Paris, then stayed at Lausanne for four weeks with Madame Spencer, who felt very worried about her health. But she seemed well enough when I got home in April 1935, and during the rest of the year while the family were in England. She enjoyed being with them; but with my father now she was under some strain, as I had always been. Neither Grandfather nor my aunts made any such demands on her or on me; with them she was perfectly at ease. So she was, I think, with my friends; especially with James, who stayed with us a good deal and got to know her best.

          
After taking a first in English at Oxford James went on to read Modern Languages in one year, and managed a good second in that. He had also won the university's annual Shakespeare Prize. His energy, enthusiasm and ideas had no limit: he had started an Independent Labour Party group in New College, encouraged by 
Middleton Murry. After seeing the Hunger March of the unemployed as it passed through Oxford from the north he had worked at a camp for the unemployed at Eynsham, where Nevill Coghill produced a miracle play. He talked with infectious warmth about A. S. Neill's school Summerhill, where an Auckland friend of his, Jackie Martin, was teaching. A little earlier, he and I had gone again and again to Covent Garden to see the Russian Ballet from Monte Carlo when it first came to London — the finest company of the time, heirs of Diaghilev and Nijinsky; we grew so familiar with the music, choreography, sets, dancers, that they were constantly in our minds and on our lips — 
Swan Lake, 
Tricome, 
Les Presages, 
Les Sylphides, 
La Boutique Fantasque and a dozen more, and a galaxy of dancers, above all that inimitable stylist Massine, robust and rapier-keen, and the unforgettable trio of youthful prima ballerinas, Riabouchinska, Toumanova, Baronova.

          
James called himself a Marxist at that time and spoke of giving people — anybody, friend or acquaintance — 'some straight Marxism'; yet he went regularly to the Presbyterian church, St Columba's, in Oxford. His knowledge of literature was wide, his feeling for it as keen as his judgement was acute, all this strengthened and greatly refined by his years at Oxford. But his 

energy, his ability, his gift for mastering and marshalling ideas and assessing situations, together with his human sympathy and compassion and strong sense of justice, drew him towards politics. He thought of various possibilities, tried some, including a period of work on 
The Times, which filled him with distaste (and refused him a permanent job), and finally accepted a proposal to go to China to study conditions for a year, on a travelling fellowship sponsored by the Rhodes Trust. He left for Peking early in January 1936, travelling across Siberia.

          
Other friends of his and mine, coming to England soon after him, were to remain and become part of England: Jack Bennett, 
John Mulgan and Geoffrey Cox in particular. They were to find scope for their talents without being obliged to change their views, to join a large body of Englishmen in working for England and the world in opposition to the ruling current.

          
To his friends, as no doubt to himself, Jack was a scholar born, in tastes, temperament, even in physique. His interests were as wide as James's (who was my touchstone in so many things), but he had no more inclination than I to take part in public affairs. The mediaeval world caught him early, Chaucer and Langland at the centre of it; the present preoccupied him no less, what he wrote in 
Phoenix and elsewhere had shown the breadth of his response to and the fineness of his perceptions of those perennial human concerns which literature records and discriminates. He seemed unworldly, being self-forgetful and subject to accidents, to ill-health, to eye-strain. He had very little money to live on; he worked and worked during term, no one harder, and was then obliged to go to uncongenial relations in Leicester during vacations. He stayed with us once or twice when he had lost a railway ticket (to Leicester: did he lose tickets to other places?); he was so bad a sailor that the sea voyage between New Zealand and England nearly always made him seriously ill. A post-graduate scholarship had taken him from Auckland to Merton, a college which appreciated and was kind to him and, through him, took to itself later a succession of promising English scholars from New Zealand. After taking a first in English and failing to get a Commonwealth Fellowship, which would have meant going to the United States, he remained in Oxford and shared a flat with an American couple, Paul and 

Mary Engle; I stayed with them more than once on my fairly frequent visits to Oxford.

          
Paul Engle was at Merton with Jack; before leaving the States he had made a name for himself with his first book of poems, 
American Song, fresh agreeable poems in a loose romantic style, far removed from the more compelling English poetry of the time. He and I were, I suppose, rather wary of each other at first and he spoke little, but ate a great deal after coming in from rowing, a tall angular young man with a very irregular face, not noticeably American until he spoke, but as if unfinished in a way that Americans and colonials often were. He published in the following year a long sequence of poems mostly in blank verse called 
Break the Heart's Anger, a series of impressionistic reflections on the state of the world seen from a dozen different places which he had visited in the States and Europe. Expansive work, just the opposite of mine. For all his American openness Paul seemed the kind of man who probably brooded a lot; his wife complemented him, gay and charming.

          
A year later, I stayed again with Jack, when he was sharing a house in Bainton Road with 
Ian Milner and 
John Mulgan, and preparing to marry one of his pupils. His hopes and prospects fluctuated. He wanted to return to New Zealand — at one time he hoped to succeed his former teacher 
Pip Ardern in a lectureship at Auckland; yet wanted to remain in Oxford too, if Oxford would have him. In the end, Oxford was to keep him and New Zealand so to lose a teacher of the finest sympathies. Jack would have been a different and possibly a less notable scholar in New Zealand, which could not have offered him the time, the resources, the stimulation of other excellent scholars that he found in Oxford. And Oxford would then have been the poorer, with so much less of new blood from outside to renew it. Meanwhile, he married. Three of our circle of friends gathered, following a registry office ceremony, for a Quaker service in the chapel of Somerville, Edith's college; Ian, Alison West-Watson from Christchurch, and John Bromley from New College, an English friend of James's and now of us all, an elegant eloquent historian of fine mind and the widest sympathies. Jack and Edith remained in Oxford until they set off to visit New Zealand the following year, 1938.

          


          
Ian, after getting his first in Modern Greats, was going home before making his way to Berkeley with a Commonwealth Fellowship. Because of threats of War in China he decided not to travel across Siberia; so he would miss James, but see his brother Hugh, now a journalist in Singapore. Our circle was breaking up. Since James left England the year before, he, Ian, Jack and I were not once to be together again for thirty-five years; but two of us have met often, even three, and if we seemed to drift apart at times we came together again as closely as ever. Ian like James was moving away from literature to public affairs. Both felt called to action, to work directly if they could to make a better world. For Jack I think as for me no such possibility existed; it was not in our natures. That I had to be chiefly a passive onlooker left me, much of the time, feeling helpless, guilty, stifled with frustration, fiddling while Rome burned. And I could not even fiddle well. Yet I thought somehow I should one day make a noise in the world, a noise of my own.

          
Ian had no such pretensions. Concern, duty, and strong interest in international affairs led him to work where he believed he could be most effective. While James's exuberance, ability, and large confidence might take him anywhere, Ian expected only to work usefully, quietly, without thinking of notice. His innate modesty, humbleness and goodness were transparent; one felt them even in a short talk with him. When he reached England in July 1934 we had not seen each other for more than two years.

          
He had become a firm Marxist and materialist who did not believe in God, chiefly from humanitarian reasons I thought, although he argued on philosophical grounds; this gave his nature and attitude some rational support, and also suggested the openness and adaptability of Marxism at that time. His nature was so firmly grounded, so defined by practice, that it did not change, only grew stronger and clearer with the years. He placed great faith in Marxism as a principle and guide, had the highest hopes of the development of Soviet Russia on Marxist lines; he believed Russia to be the one power whose foreign policy was capable of leading to a just World order. But he kept his individual judgement, the clear-sightedness of a man who meets other men on their own ground, respects and wants to trust them; he believed, in the end, in individual men and women, 

not in states and systems. He tried always to come as close as possible to everyone he met, to put himself in your place, deferring to you and making no claims for himself, yet without in any way abdicating; he was individual and human like you — and you were no less individual and significant than he. So people trusted and loved him. In his humanity and idealism, his nobility and modesty, imaginative and practical together, he seemed to me the type of the large-hearted New Zealander, a character not of exaggerated heroic proportions, but of Homeric clarity of outline.

          
While Ian listened to you, 
John Mulgan seemed to give you more of himself, to be more outgoing. While you felt Ian's inwardness in the quiet reserve which was part of his strength, John's more expansive nature and open good humour concealed his inwardness, so that you met him on what was common but neutral ground. I knew him chiefly through our friends, and we were rarely if ever alone except in some chance brief meeting. He looked more completely the outdoor man than the rest of us, walked as if on fields or hills rather than streets, and dressed untidily, curly fair hair rumpled, half his shirt buttons usually undone. He was so clearly the young New Zealander that it was a surprise to me when, after taking a first in English at Merton at the same time as Jack, he chose to remain in England and work at the Clarendon Press. Especially since his interests, to judge from conversation, seemed to lie more in affairs than in books; which showed how slightly I knew him. He declared himself a little later however in editing at the height of the Spanish war an anthology called 
Poems of Freedom, which Auden introduced.

          
Geoffrey Cox was I think easier to know, a man whose interests and abilities turned wholly to public life. We continued to meet from time to time in Oxford and London. He looked streamlined for action, strongly and compactly built and quick in movement, a neat head with straight dark hair that lay down sleekly, firm strong mouth and keen eyes. From Oriel he went at once into journalism, and was working on the 
News Chronicle when he got married in the summer of 1935 — 
John Mulgan was his best man, James, Ian, Lel and I were all at the wedding; he had found his chosen life as though it was waiting for him, and if he knew the times were out of joint — for there was no doubt about his liberal sympathies — he was able to keep his footing and find ample scope for his energies.
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in the summer of 1934, James was planning a trip to Russia, with Ian one of the party; Geoff Cox and others hoped to go as well. In the end only James, Ian and I went. We were to spend half our time in Moscow, to see the theatre festival.

          
James and Ian travelled by ship through the Baltic, in order to see Helsinki (where they found the best bookshop they had ever met, with books in all the chief European languages), and from there by train to Leningrad. I wanted to visit Richard Michaelis, now living in Amsterdam with his wife and mother, and the Felses in Hanover, and then to spend a few days with Colin in Berlin, so I made the whole journey by train. As it happened, I had been for some while much preoccupied with von Hügel, whose 
Letters to a Niece I was reading on the journey (with Herzen's memoirs, Pushkin's stories, and a volume of Chekhov's letters). I wished I could find a confessor and spiritual adviser of such insight myself. It was ironical that I should feel the need of one at that moment; I had not wanted it before, nor did I again.

          
From Berlin to Riga, twenty-four hours, the railway-line traversed open low rolling country and countless woods of pine, larch and birch; there were few large towns. In Lithuania the train became almost a local one, making many long halts at which peasants got in and out. From Riga — I had a morning to see the town — only one carriage went through to Leningrad and it was sealed off from the rest of the train. I was the sole passenger, but guards kept passing through, spruce men in sober-brown uniform with green collars and gold buttons. All Latvia on that line seemed a single forest, the birch, larch and pine relieved by poplar, rowan, ash and hazel. Our engine 

puffed slowly when we stopped at a station, like a man contentedly smoking his pipe. On that clear day of blue sky and small white clouds the country looked beautiful, but remote and primitive, a trackless land that somehow lacked character. At dusk a low thick-yellow moon floated ahead, some days past the full. We had already met a small Russian-style church, and then we were in Russia, where my bag was examined carefully, especially the books.

          
I had four days in Leningrad, first walking about the magnificent sad town alone — sad because of its air of poverty and listlessness. Most of the buildings were neglected — long unpainted and many decaying, with cracked or broken windows. The people in their dark clothes looked poor and drab, spiritless; the red berets many women wore gave one of the few touches of colour. Young people, we heard, were unconscious of their clothes; only the older ones minded. The shops were poor too (we saw few good ones), even antique shops and bookshops and bookstalls, many streets were cobbled, many under repair or in need of repair, cars were few and bicycles still fewer, trams crowded. The town had scarcely been touched since the revolution, while the Soviet government spent what money it could afford on restoring and modernizing Moscow, its new capital; only in the Viborg quarter and in a students' quarter were well-made new streets with new blocks of flats. But public gardens and flower beds were lovingly kept — the Summer Garden, the Smolny gardens; and everywhere we saw window boxes of petunias, oleanders, nasturtiums, and flowers and pot-plants in the windows; flower shops and street sellers offered chrysanthemums and carnations too. James and Ian arrived later; again we were able to walk about the streets as we wished, unquestioned; they had a few words of Russian, not enough to be very useful. We were taken to the Hermitage, a textile factory, an anti-religious museum in St Isaac's Cathedral.

          
The theatre festival in Moscow was our professed object, or rather that of the cheap tour which made it possible for us to come; but we were here above all to see the land of socialism, of which Lincoln Steffens had written: 'I have seen the future, and it works.' We had tickets for plays, operas and ballets on every one of our ten nights. By day we saw the town and its chief 

shrines (the Kremlin, Lenin's tomb), the galleries and museums, a school, a free prison colony (formerly one of the homes for the homeless vagabond boys of the early years of the revolution which we knew about from the film 
The Road to Life), a home for reformed prostitutes, the show-pieces of a reformed society, its touchstones, apart from that less tangible one, the condition of the people.

          
We had guides wherever we went; but we also walked about the town continually by ourselves, without hindrance. The beauty of the Kremlin, its brick walls of soft dark-red, its white churches and golden domes, its lawns of deep-green, we were in part prepared for. What surprised me is that Moscow is hilly, and that it kept reminding me of Italy — here and there by a confusion of white buildings with roofs of red tiles and small white chimneys, by the tone of its motor horns, by side streets where new buildings were going up and sand and boards lay about (half the town seemed to be in process of rebuilding), by women with their black market bags and the unwrapped loaves they carried, and again and again by its light, a broad, softly-glowing light, still and sometimes hazy, which is not what I had looked for in dark violent tragic Muscovy. From the dining-room on the top floor of our homely, slightly dingy hotel we had a splendid view across the small Moscow River to the Kremlin and the white-washed wall and crowded buildings of the old town, the Kitai Gorod, soon to be pulled down in the cause of progress. The busy streets were hung with red flags and big portraits and placarded with slogans, white letters on a red ground, for the twentieth anniversary of the Komsomol. More motor cars were about than in Leningrad, more trams too and they were fuller; more streets were paved; a bustling purposeful town. The people too looked a little better dressed here, although they wore working clothes by day, and men did not shave every day; there was more in the shops. Men came to the theatre in khaki blouses without jackets and in Russian shirts, white or coloured; suits were seldom very well pressed, the lapels of jackets tended to flop. Women's dresses looked of poor quality, their coats and skirts often shabby; many women and most men went bare-headed, but berets or scarves were common wear for women, hats rare; men wore caps if anything. In Kharkov, where we saw black astrakhans, 

people were far better dressed than elsewhere — that town had an air of having arrived; but in Rostov-on-Don and in Kiev too the softer climate gave a sense of relative relaxation, so that clothes seemed less important.

          
Official views of the condition of the country, which was held to be in a transitional stage moving towards communism, we met on all sides, especially through the Intourist and 
voks guides who took us, in Moscow and elsewhere, to factories, farms, other institutions, which we should not have been able to visit without them.

          
We remained ignorant of what we did not see; what we saw was a mere fraction of the fringes of the enormous country; if we had been fluent speakers of Russian we should still, at that time, have learned little we were not meant to know. The west did not hear until a year or two later of the terrible famine that spread in that very summer over much of rural Russia, because of the failure of the crops; when we visited a big state farm on the north Caucasian steppe east of Rostov-on-Don we were given not the faintest hint of it. The country seemed to be, for the moment, in a fairly stable condition; the headlong rush towards industrialization, with all its strains and hardships, was taken to be progress, the achievement of socialism in one country. That moment of stability, such as it was, came to an end only three months later, when Kirov was murdered in Leningrad and Stalin's terror immediately began.

          
At every opportunity we asked questions of the people we met, as continually of one another: how did this society work and was it in any way a model for us? The Russians professed to believe without reservation in the perfectibility of man; they were thorough Godwinians. All crime, they held, is due to bad economic and social conditions and will disappear once the classless society is achieved. Yes? I kept thinking of the Waiters in our hotel, the New Moscow, where the service was so slow that meals dragged out to intolerable length. Dressed in white, but unmistakable peasants who spoke only Russian, they were simple-minded, middle-aged, much-harassed men who would not change however conditions improved around them.

          


          
Few men at any time are perfectible; no change in society can change a man's nature, the endowment he is born with — which includes the ability to go on changing and developing. Not unless you believe that in a perfect society all men will be born with high intelligence and ability and will thus be virtually equal in themselves and not only in the opportunity presented to them; and that is scarcely credible. The perfected classless society cannot help being a mockery to those whose defects and weaknesses it is unable to alter (though it may — it must — improve the conditions they live under). Men are inevitably different and unequal; their condition, life on earth, is implicitly, ineluctably tragic.

          
James I think would have agreed, but not Ian, who was then a convinced atheist and dialectical materialist, declaring that dialectical materialism 
is the historical process; yet he professed faith also in psychoanalysis and in psychological explanations of everything. To James, however, evil was real, perhaps existing, unapproved, in the mind of God. If Ian seemed the more radical, it was because he was one of 'those to whom the miseries of the world/Are misery, and will not let them rest', and was impatient of half measures in bringing about a world which promised to relieve misery — a religious rather than a political vision drove him.

          
We asked one of our guides in Moscow about religion. She was cautious, being no theorist (she said) nor well-read in Marx; she conceded that the party in its present materialism (a Christian could not be a member of the party) was concerned solely with bringing about a socialist society, and did not think yet of the future when it had been achieved. At that stage, James thought, there would be a return to religion; she admitted the possibility. She did not know whether Marx had made a specific denunciation of Christianity itself apart from denouncing the church. James doubted it; he believed that Christ's teaching was essentially communistic and that Christianity and communism are not only reconcilable but almost complementary. He claimed to be a socialist, a Marxist, a Lawrentian, and a Christian. How should we describe ourselves, in brief? 'Scholars and gentlemen'? no, out of date; better, we decided, 'socialists and scholars'.

          
Another guide, with whom James and I saw the famous 

beautiful churches at Kolomenskoye, a few miles from Moscow (Ian was impatient of churches and museums), and who dined with us at our hotel later, gave us an older view. I had asked to go to Kolomenskoye, and she because she loved the place had offered to take us on her free day. She wore the prettiest dress by far that I had yet seen in Russia, with old and very worn shoes; a tall rather haggard-faced woman who (we learned by chance in conversation) had been at university in Leningrad at the time of the revolution. Clearly she was no proletarian by origin, and she spoke guardedly, although finding us sympathetic.

          
She thought that more than one-third of all Russians were still orthodox believers, including many peasants, even those on collective farms — a figure far higher than we had been led to expect. We asked her about plays and music and books. The best revolutionary play, she told us, was Vsevolod Vishnevsky's 
An Optimistic Tragedy: we had seen it at the Kamerny Theatre — that is, I had found it so tedious I left after the first act, while James sitting it out grew more and more disgusted by its unending propaganda. Gorky, so great a name then, she did not much admire, and thought his 
Egor Bulychev a poor dull play, but Mikhail Bulgakin's 
The Days of the Turbins excellent. Alexey Tolstoy was good in his plays as well as his novels. Chekhov's plays were performed, but were not popular, being beyond the understanding of the workers who were the chief theatre-goers — they were given concessions; Ostrovsky was easier for them because the lives of his people were nearer to their own. Of the poets, Boris Pasternak was by far the best, an individualist, who began writing before the revolution; the finest poet of the recent past was Nikolay Gumilev, shot in 1921. No modern Russian composer, she said, compared with Stravinsky and Prokofiev, who both lived abroad (Prokofiev in fact returned to Russia just about that time); Shostakovich's 
Lady Macbeth of Mstensk Province she thought very bad. She was not one who foresaw a shining future, and the present, plainly, was little to her taste.

          
In Kiev we met a Ukrainian poet of about thirty who had taken the picturesque name of Pervomaisky, First-of-May, but was neither picturesque nor otherwise notable in appearance. With a critic called Shchupak to help him out — in fact rather to blunt his discriminations — he gave us a sketch of Ukrainian 

literature from the tale of Prince Igor to Shevchenko and the present day, when after long suppression Ukrainian had become the official language. We asked about a recent congress of Soviet writers in Moscow, which both had attended, and the communist theory of poetry. Literature, they said, should move with life; and then — Soviet Russia will aim to produce a Shakespeare or Goethe or Byron! Revolutionary romanticism is not a distinct style but only a means of expression: style must be realistic. Dreams are realistic for a communist because he knows they will come true — they are based on fact. Lenin had said that every communist must be a dreamer. They held that conflicts of character, as in Shakespeare, spring from social, that is class differences; that until communism is world-wide, literature will deal at least in part with the struggle against capitalism; that in the future classless society the subject matter of literature will be the struggle against the forces of nature, and for the best life, the fullest humanity. No — they did not sound quite as flat as this; but in spite of our good interpreter they were not always able to make themselves very clear — perhaps our questions were not clear enough. Lyrical poetry — they told us — was ascetic during the revolutionary period, in calmer times it is happy. They too said that Pasternak was a good poet, whose work was of great technical interest; he was rather a-political, but not anti-communist. It was as if they had to make excuses for him, or for themselves in thinking well of him.

          
For all my fascination with Egypt and the Levant, Italy remained for me the paragon of countries, that one which nature and art had combined to make supremely beautiful. And Italian art, above all the art of the Renaissance, I took as the norm and model of art. Acquaintance with Egyptian and Islamic art, greatly as I admired them, did not change my view, nor did the Indian work I had seen casually at South Kensington; African, Maori and Pacific art I knew little and thought minor; I had not considered any other view. I was quite unprepared for the great exhibition of Chinese art which came to Burlington House at the end of 1935, an exhibition of more than three thousand objects including paintings, sculpture, bronzes, jades, metalwork, 

pottery, porcelain, lacquer, textiles, calligraphy. It gave a glimpse, if no more — an intimate, living glimpse — of a large part of Chinese civilization from the earliest times. Its effect was overwhelming.

          
Of China and Chinese art I knew nothing. I had seen a little in London, but little enough, and when so many things pressed upon me I needed strong reason to explore one subject rather than another. Japanese art meant, to me, the colour prints I knew at home and had seen later in the British Museum and elsewhere, besides sword-guards and other small objects. Hiro-shige's rain and moonlight scenes, Hokusai's 
Great Wave of Kanasawa and his views of Fuji in their sharply personal style, Motonobu's 
Shoriken Crossing the Sea on a Sword

* — these I loved, but they were intimate work, hardly public like Renaissance art. I had no thought-out idea of what art should be and do; I absorbed what I saw, taking each style, each artist, as I happened upon each. Now for the first time I came upon an art of the very greatest scope and quality, presented at once in concentrated form, so that it made the strongest possible impression. An art which seemed to challenge all I had so unquestioningly accepted, because it expressed, implicitly but unmistakably, a philosophical view of the world radically different from that of Greek and of Renaissance art.

          
Two aspects of Chinese art in that exhibition struck me. First, that it was a thoroughly social art, which both grew out of and formed part of everyday life. Not an art of church and court, but rather an art of intimate daily life, both religious and secular, expressing the abounding curiosity, responsiveness and inventiveness of a whole people in all their doings through many centuries. Second, it was an art expressing no organized religion, but a universal instinctive piety or respect for the world and humbleness towards it which showed itself in every activity, in everything made.

          
Italian art, like Greek, like Egyptian too, is both an art of statement and an ideal art. Its subject matter makes it remote from our experience. Piero's statuesque figures, Michelangelo's heroic and agonizing ones, Bellini's and Raphael's Madonnas, Signorelli's struggling groups, the formal altar-pieces, the 
Vene-

tian banquets, the great historical scenes sacred and profane — all these are far from our lives even when we respond to the speaking human quality of the persons shown. We cannot imagine ourselves in their situation; nor shall we ever have such beautiful and tragic faces, such radiant bodies, clothes so rich and brilliant. True, the portraits of young men and women and of older people too may speak to us nearly, so that we recognize our kind in these often unknown individuals and love them — still we can never see ourselves living with them. The human figure is the most important subject of painting. It usually occupies the foreground of the picture. When figures are set in landscape, as in Bellini's 
Madonna of the Meadow in the National Gallery, Titian's 
Sacred and Profane Love, Giorgione's 
Concert Champêtre and generally in these painters and in Piero, Botticelli, Perugino, Raphael, Mantegna, Cima, Antonello and so many others, the landscape may be present for its own sake, because of its beauty, yet always in relation to man and for his enjoyment, as an extension of or setting for man and society. It has been argued that in Giorgione, in 
The Tempest above all, the landscape exists in its own right; but by including a town and bridge and broken architecture 
The Tempest is humanized or social landscape, unthinkable without man. For the Italians, it is man who discovers and delights in nature and is thus its measure.

          
In Chinese art, the bronzes and the jades too assert and state with magnificent vigour and inventiveness. The human figures in stone and bronze nearly all (to go by the Chinese exhibition) represent divinities, usually Buddhist, and it is not the earthier human qualities which they display, but patience, wisdom, compassion, the inwardness of contemplation. In painting there are many fine portraits, scenes of social life and court life, studies of birds, animals, flowers, fish, dragons; but the central theme of classical Chinese painting is landscape. This too is ideal, although not in the Italian way. The four elements of landscape are mountains, clouds, trees and water. The forms of the mountains, so often towering up perpendicular through swathing mist, are said to be taken from the scenery of central or western China; their consistency points to a firm basis in things seen. Equally clearly, they have been refined and idealized to a rare degree, so that they are as much scenes of the mind as of nature. Yet one 
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does not feel that they depart from nature, or deviate in any way from its truth. While remaining scrupulously faithful to the reality of nature known to the painter, they are inward, visionary landscapes such as we scarcely know in the west. They are in no sense copies or imitations; they have been remade, made new, in imagination.

          
Houses temples paths bridges boats men and animals appear as a matter of course in these landscapes; man and his works are part of nature. But nature was not created for man's sake, for his use and enjoyment, nor is it shown in painting for that purpose — although man may indeed use and enjoy it, in itself and in paintings. Nature is the world, is reality, and is also a symbol of an unseen reality behind or within appearance. The title of a landscape after the Sung painter Tung Yuan illustrated in one of Osvald Siren's books, 
Pavilions on the Mountains of the Immortals, suggests the Chinese view. I do not recall clear sunlight in a classical Chinese painting, as in scenes by Titian and Giorgione and so many other Italians; clouds, mist, the haze of distance, muffling snows, soften every landscape, as if to say, the world is not open and clear and known, and as it were accountable to us, but existing in its own right, living by laws of its own, for ends we may possibly come to understand if we too submit to them, yet not amenable to us.

          
Christianity misleads us if it says — as some Christians have said who had not taken the Old Testament to heart — that the world was created for the sake of man, and that nature ought to be subject to man. George Herbert put this view in extreme form in his poem 'Man';

          

            
For us the windes do blow,


            
The earth doth rest, heav'n move, and fountains flow.


            
Nothing we see, but means our good,


            
As our delight, or as our treasure:


            
The whole is, either our cupboard of food,


            
Or cabinet of pleasure.
          

          
Certainly he ends his poem with the admonition



That, as the world serves us, we may serve thee,


And both thy servants be

— but this still leaves man free to ravage the earth in his service, 

for his own immediate unthinking ends, as he began to do in earnest with new mechanical means some fifty years after Herbert's death and continued unchecked until our own day, when at last he found that he was fast poisoning his mother earth and endangering his very existence. The Chinese were wiser.

          
This was spelled out for me in the books I began to read on Chinese art and philosophy, legend and history. Something very close to it was expressed in other work I was reading at about the same time, in 
Tagore and other writers on Indian matters. Wordsworth was not far away, nor Leopardi. But I had not before found that theme expressed so multifariously in the painting, sculpture, poetry, philosophy and other arts of one coherent civilization. The experience flooded and warmed my imagination; it set everything I felt and knew in a different light; it made clear many things I had felt but not understood. Fundamentally, it forbade me to despair of the world and myself, although I often despaired of myself and was coming to despair of the world, and was to go through both despairs many times in the future. It was not at all a revolutionary experience, but a confirmatory one.

          
At once I began writing poems on Chinese subjects suggested by paintings and bronzes. I did not consciously choose and decide to; it was simply that I was full of things Chinese, images and ideas, and my mind as always overflowed into poems. But the poems were failures, whether because the impulse was too shallow or because I was not able to express at once experience that affected my way of thinking and responding rather than simply offering me a host of new visual images. James's departure for China gave me a further stake in the country. He, Ian and I had gone together to the Chinese exhibition; he must have gone at other times too; his appreciation was no less than mine, but the experience of Chinese art was not new to him. The Chinese exhibition gave me a new understanding of the world. That seemed little help to survival in it; I was not among those naturally fit to survive; yet Chinese art in some obscure way toughened my fibre, increased my powers of endurance, perhaps by making me more sure of my roots.

          


          
Joy Seovell and I got to know each other slowly after she came down from Oxford and we were both living near Primrose Hill. She was writing both verse and fiction and, very poor, needed any extra money she could earn to keep going. For a while she had worked for 
Rose Macaulay, who had been kind and generous and had tried to get Joy's poems published; then on the weekly 
Time and Tide, until it had to economize; in the end, she went to work as Alfredo's secretary. Editors did not like her work because it was quiet and unfashionable; its direct truthfulness and grace and beautiful economy made too little noise to win their attention, yet it seemed to me among the truest poetry then being written. Joy was too retiring to approach editors herself; she was no party-goer; the very few editors she did happen to meet were struck by her great loveliness and only then began to notice her work. So she appeared in the thirties in 
Time and Tide, the 
Week-End Review, 
Life and Letters, the 
New Statesman, the 
Adelphi, largely thanks to Ellis Roberts, who for a while was editor or literary editor of several of these or else close to them; but her poems were far more often rejected than accepted. Nothing came to her easily, neither living nor writing, and she received perhaps too little encouragement to go on writing prose; poems were forced out of her, fruit of necessity. Because of that she did not want criticism, did not wish to criticize, which seemed to her irrelevant, impertinent, an intrusion on the person; I occasionally remarked that a phrase or line in one of her poems was out of key, or inadequate, but to her it formed part of the whole and could not be changed. I had to accept that. And what did it matter, when she was writing poems so personal and inimitable as 'Swans':

          

            
What do you carry in wings cupped so carefully,


            
Speaking of tenderness? We carry life.


            
Your neck well-nerved, easy and exquisite,


            
Whose is its immortal gesture of pride?


            
Not ours.


            
We in another world, further than stars,


            
Go on our own way. You need not hope to know


            
Whether our hidden feet enjoy their strength.


            
Whose pride joints your neck then, whose love curves your wings,


            
Who in my eyes consents?


            


            
The creeper rounds the stem and sees itself.


            
The god looks down upon his hands, two swans,


            
Asks what they are.


            
But now, beyond question, the swans sail on together,


            
Wing answering wing, as parting of a breath


            
Is close to its indrawing.


            
And the god in one sees himself in the other,


            
For his self-knowledge is the sailing of two swans.


            
But the swans do not know themselves possessed.


            
They go on their own way in their distant world.
          

          
She had long intervals, gulfs, of not writing, and almost regularly believed she had been silenced for good. She seemed to herself to exist only in her poetry, to have no 
raison d'être except to write — which was exactly what I felt of myself. She thought Rilke's 
Letters to a Young Poet (I had lent her my translation) too ideal, only for the artist who is a saint; they made her feel a trifle guilty — which was the effect her poems had on me, because she seemed so much more faithful to her vision, truer to herself, than I was able to be, and I felt my poems and myself trivial by comparison. She believed in the usefulness of evil within oneself to keep the good alert and trained; the prick of misery within or around guarded one from superficiality.

          
There was in Joy a strong element of stoicism and agnosticism; she rejected the (I gathered) rather dour Yorkshire Anglicanism she had been brought up in — her father was a parson — with the comfort of its promises. But its puritan strain and a Viking ancestry had combined to form in her a human being of unexampled delicacy, of rare perfection; she was a flower; frail and strong, a flower of wind-moulded rock, or of carved wood, like no one else I have ever met. Several phrases from poems of hers expressed her aptly:

          

            
All things are hidden


            
In their open being ('Spring')


            
When we are dead, with that same, same still art


            
The snowdrop will unfold its heart,


            
Will break to three from unity


            
Though none will see the petals start ('A Mystery').
          

          
We saw each other a lot, walking across Primrose Hill between 

St Edmund's Terrace and Ainger Road, where she lived for about three years in an oldish decaying terrace house; she kept her room very clean, but seemed not to notice the dust on her books, the sooty London dust which accumulated so quickly that it lay on every window ledge and table at the end of the day and dirtied handkerchiefs in a day. When I left for my last winter in Egypt I persuaded Lel to ask Joy to stay with her in the flat, which would save her rent for a few months. We went to plays together, concerts, the ballet, even to political meetings, and often walked in Regent's Park. Although so exquisitely and delicately made, Joy seemed most at home out of doors; I imagined her on Yorkshire moors, walking freely for hours and loving the wind. Some of her poems were prompted by Primrose Hill and the Park, which I saw partly by their light, especially the lake and its trees, its gliding white swans, rope-necked, aloof, its alert little clean-diving tufted ducks, and the crowd of gulls moving in the water as quickly and adroitly as they balanced on their wings in a high wind.

          
It was with Joy I walked most and chiefly shared London; she made me more aware of weather and light and atmosphere, of the trees and birds of the Park and Hill, of streets, houses, people and their lives. Not a Londoner, she had come to London because of the chance of work there, because her friends came, because one could live there as one chose, without question; and London adopted her so that she came to seem a native; she wanted to write a book about it. When she married the ecologist Charles Elton and went with him to live in Oxford she inevitably forfeited the pressure of London; was that a loss to her, I wonder? She and Charles were strangely alike, he being slight, fair-haired, pale, as quiet and gentle as she, each with the force of gifts and disciplined nature.

        



* See poem 'Shoriken' in 
Home Ground
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When Colin went to work with Professor Schubart in Berlin, he boarded with a family who soon became very close to us. The father, Dr Zuntz, head of a large hospital, was a highly respected man of good Jewish family whose traditions went back to the Enlightenment. A well cultivated mind, upright, deeply humane and conscientious; a tender humorous lovable man who embodied some of the best qualities of civilized Germany, its wisdom, its scrupulous integrity. His wife — we always called her the Frau Dr — was Christian, a Lutheran East Prussian of the blond bald type who could still look lovely in the rich tenderness of her eyes and smile; she was both intellectual and deeply pious. Their three children had had the best education Germany offered; Colin thought the whole family by far the best educated and most cultivated he had ever met. Günther the eldest was a classical scholar and teacher of great accomplishment, actively concerned in educational reform; Dora — Dodo in the family — was an art historian, and Leonie, the youngest, a linguist of formidable range who played the violin well — all were good musicians.

            
With the Nazis in power, the state counted the Zuntzes not Germans but Jews: their future looked black, their immediate livelihood in peril. One by one they visited England at Colin's invitation, and before long Dora got engaged to his elder brother Brian, whose quiet pointed wit seemed a foil to the brilliant gaiety and waywardness of manner which played over her intelligence and the wonderfully compassionate devoted tenderness she poured out on all her friends; I saw her as a dark red rose rich of scent, Etoile de Hollande. The two families had much in common. The Zuntzes, who took in science and music, were perhaps 

closer to the centre of German intellectual life than the Robertses to that of England — or was English intellectual life more exclusively literary than German? The atmosphere of loving gaiety that both families spread round them was irresistible; each in turn quickly won my love and devotion; and I trembled and feared for them — far more acutely of course for the Zuntzes. Their great gifts ought to have assured them of a welcome anywhere. Günther with difficulty managed to find work in England, and a good many years later became Professor of Hellenistic Greek at Manchester.

            
Leonie too found work of sorts, with greater difficulty, being a woman; at length she became a proof-reader at the Clarendon Press in Oxford, in ancient languages; having Latin Greek Hebrew and Arabic and one or more earlier language (besides the usual modern European ones), she was able to proof-read securely in other early languages which she did not know, especially those in cuneiform script. This is a strange accomplishment, not very common, and proportionately valuable. Leonie's job was thus safe enough, but it was a mechanical one, and she had never had to do work of that kind for any length of time before. Being a musical, impulsive, warmly generous girl, she fretted and came to hate the Work, whose monotonous tedium seemed to prey on her and consume her; yet there seemed no chance of her getting other more congenial work in that time of apprehension and drawing in and suspicion of foreigners. With her beautiful vitality and lovingness of nature she made good friends, but no one sprang to marry her — or no one she could accept. Or was she, without knowing it, in some way married to the lost past? Dr Zuntz had stayed on in Berlin as long as he could; although in danger of dismissal and of physical violence he refused to abandon his patients and his hospital and seek safety abroad. A series of strokes laid him out; only then he had to give up and come to London, where he died soon afterwards.

            
It was with Leonie and Dora, Colin, Brian, Rosemary and Hal that I first went to Glyndebourne to hear Mozart, in June 1936. I forget if it was that year or later that Figaro was played by Mariano Stabile, a robust splendid singer and an equally good actor; although not young, he sang with more genuine fire than any other Figaro of the many I have seen, in part because I have 

seen no other who understood so clearly that Mozart made Figaro a revolutionary figure (it was not for social reasons that Mozart became a Freemason), and that 'Se vuol ballare' is an implicit revolutionary song. The Countess that year was Aulikki Rautawaara, a blond Finn of great beauty, nobly statuesque and serene if at times she seemed a little too much the pure cold northern beauty; she sang her 
cavatina in the second act with such tender desolate sadness that my bones wanted to melt with her; she sang for us all, a lament for the beauty and love that our world seemed about to trample out for ever, to trample out perhaps in us. The Glyndebourne gardens on the south slopes of the Downs seemed an embodiment of Mozartian qualities, but anglicized, softened a little as gentleness subdued wit. Glyndebourne was an ideal and a symbol, a more rarified Salzburg, beautiful and precious, but a little unreally precious, in that Mozart lived in the world and was of the world and his music cannot be felt and understood to the depth in isolation from the world. For Mozart the worm was in the wood, the mine working beneath the battlements, all his life.

            
Other friends besides the Zuntzes were involved in Europe. Henry Fellows married a French girl, Reggie Howlett an Italian from Milan, partly German by descent, whose family was strongly anti-fascist and so also in constant danger. Leila was fair, plump, effervescent, lively-minded, and of warmth and devotion to match Reggie's sanguine generosity; the lasting stability and happiness of their marriage seemed a symbolic resolution of the tragic divisions of Europe.

            
These divisions affected everyone differently. Grandfather, Emily and Kate, Aunt Agnes and the de Beers, Colin and I, suffered them in flesh and bone. Without ceasing to be a New Zealander, I had become a European. James and Ian (it seemed to me) felt them intellectually, an affront and an outrage, but not in the same way as inward experience. To most New Zealanders they were simply the condition of the world, now worse, now better, in no way special, part of the usual disorder of things outside the sensible stable English-speaking countries.

            
Bettina, for whom individual people were everything, hardly 

followed politics, which I think was not very real to her; when she married, she accepted her husband's point of view. They had met on a ship returning to New Zealand. He was an engineer from Canterbury College, Archie Hamilton, who had spent some years building a road from northern Iraq to the Persian border; with Bettina's help, he wrote a book about it soon after their marriage, which Fabers published as 
Road Through Kurdistan — and were to keep in print for some thirty years or more. He was rather older than Bettina, a resourceful practical man who had designed a new kind of adaptable bridge to suit the rough conditions of the country he had to work in; as the Callender-Hamilton bridge, it was to be used later in New Zealand, India, Britain, and many other countries. Sympathetic interest in the people he was working with led him to support the Assyrians and the Kurds and, with other men who knew the country, to try to press their claims upon unresponsive British governments. Bettina gave herself up entirely to Archie and his life, in whole-hearted love and devotion. No one could have picked Archie as a likely object of such selfless ardour, nor did he seem to respond to it outwardly — none of us got much from him at first. He was tallish, rough-hewn, rather abstractedly quiet, solemn and slow to smile, not at all young in manner and conversation; his views seemed conventional and his interests limited — in that way he did not outgrow his New Zealand background; his opinions about the Near East were those of his kind, military and practical men, good-heartedness constricted by a certain 
naiveté.

            
He and Bettina hovered about London for a year or two, until their first child Mary was born in the Chilterns; then the War Office sent them to Alexandria, where their eldest son was born — Bill, my godson; later they were in Acre. At last they returned to England, and while Archie set up as a consulting engineer they settled at Badger's Mount, a few miles from Sevenoaks on the North Downs. Although Bettina gave up practising medicine when she married, she did not cease to be a doctor, and since her family never exhausted her gift of love and compassion, she naturally came to doctor and to mother a succession of the poor, the sick, the elderly who lived nearby, and to delight in their children — all children flocked to her. 

Bettina's house would always have been home to me — even though a home where I would be too restless to stay long, and I came to love that country both for itself and because it was hers and her children's.

            
I did not know, I cannot tell yet, on which count works of art are more precious to me; rather, I cannot separate the two aspects, because works of art are to me whole and single, living beings and strongly wrought works in one. Country and painted landscape, people and portraits, figure paintings, music and architecture and states of mind, belong to the same reality: the world is rich, and must be known in its fulness, not thinned out by analysis. I had few friends then among painters and sculptors who saw it as a single living body, or were able to say so. The two artist friends whom I saw most at that time were Frederick Page the musician (later the first professor of music, at Victoria University College, Wellington), who was in England steeping himself in painting hardly less than in music, and Evelyn Poison the painter, a graduate of the Canterbury School of Art, for whom thought came only in feeling, whom the world tossed continually in a riot of colour, form, sound.

            
Fred and I had met when Dr Galway invited him to give his first piano recital in Dunedin; he was now at the Royal College of Music, studying under 
Vaughan Williams — who some years later sat for a portrait by Eve. I was sitting for her now, many long sessions, at 
Dorothy Davies's flat in Horbury Crescent, Bayswater; every quarter hour or so I was allowed to get up, stretch cramped limbs, and eat some of the delectable chocolate fudge that Eve made to bribe me. Fred would sometimes play Dorothy's good Bechstein while Eve painted. The portrait was gloomily like me, and I told Eve it would finish my chances in the marriage market, whereupon Fred christened it 'Maidens Beware!'

*

            
Dorothy was a Wellington pianist then in Italy working with Schnabel, who took a few chosen pupils; driven from Germany he was living on Lake Como. So Schnabel through Dorothy and 
Vaughan Williams through Fred (and later, more power-



* See portrait reproduced on the cover.



fully
, through 
Douglas Lilburn) came to have some direct influence on music in New Zealand, and other musicians were to bring other influences, all of which worked in time to draw us out of isolation into the world. There had been — there were — good musicians in New Zealand, but they seemed very cut off; when Fred, Dorothy, Douglas all returned, and air travel became general, and young people took to music with enthusiasm, so that it ceased to be the preserve of middle-aged and elderly respectability, a new period of our history began. To Fred and Eve music and painting were the world — with good living (and it was just possible then to live well on very little money) and friendship. But other sounds rang in my mind all the time, relentlessly.

            
Ever since I had met Enid and Alfredo Cianchi I had been deluged with talk about the state of the world and the powers and responsibilities of science and scientists. Alfredo's Italian eloquence enveloped one on all sides, as if one were the target of a ring of shining waterfalls, gracefully arching and descending vehemently on one's head. I drank it in thirstily, news of a field of knowledge almost unknown to me; very slowly I began to sort out what Alfredo was saying into facts, theories and opinions. Meanwhile, he and Enid and their three children had to live. Her family were troubled and sceptical, but they did their best. Her father Uncle Reuben on a visit to London bought them a large ugly house in one of the respectably ugly red-brick streets of what was dignified as part of Hampstead— Greencroft Gardens in lower Hampstead, on the wrong side of Finchley Road.

            
The house was not however altogether unsuitable. It provided Alfredo with a big top floor which he used as a workshop, and soon overloaded with machinery. There he began to manufacture what was, I think, his first commercially successful invention, an electrical device which used lights instead of sound for the benefit of the deaf; he called it Sordoviso, 'deaf-seeing'. It proved to be adaptable to a variety of uses, some of which must have surprised the inventor at first, so that it turned out to be valuable and in the end profitable.

            
Alfredo's hope was that all his inventions should serve the 

cause of peace and harmony in the world; as a scientist he believed he had power for good or evil, and wished to be sure that it should be used only for good. He was not content to be a neutral inventor; he had ideas about the place of science in society, the uses to which it ought to be put, the danger of it in the wrong hands. He wanted other people to share his views and to act on them. So he thought of writing a book to set out his ideas.

            
It was partly to help him with that that he employed Joy Scovell as secretary; and Enid, the children and their nanny were all soon so devoted to her that they came to think of her as almost one of the family. I was drawn close to them now as Alfredo told me more and more about his ideas, and asked me to help him with the book in which he proposed to set them out. He read very widely in scientific literature of all kinds and in general philosophy from Bergson and Alexander to Whitehead and Russell; he went to lectures and meetings on scientific matters; he met and talked with scientists whenever he could. A scientist, to him, was by definition a 
good man, it was inconceivable to him that a scientist could be a bad man, or even morally neutral, simply pursuing a common human inquiry. I had to disentangle his meaning from his words and then rephrase the argument; but then I often failed to convey what he meant, so that we had to start again. All this was a valuable exercise in ingenuity and in following ideas far removed from those which usually concerned me. We worked on the book by fits and starts over a longish period, but it did not advance far.

            
What I could follow I sympathized with, often agreed with. My reading at that time, I noticed, revolved through distinct cycles. I read hungrily, drawing on the London Library, often to the limit of ten books at a time, and sometimes got through several a week, as when I was staying at Heathfield, where there was little to do except read. So long as I was attached to the Egypt Exploration Society, at Amarna or in London, my reading turned in part on ancient history, thought and religion; Colin's reading and thinking influenced mine all the time, that of James and other friends a little; and I read new poetry everywhere as a matter of course, besides much else in a variety of journals, especially 
Middleton Murry's monthly 
Adelphi (which ran for twenty years or more from its beginnings in 1923). If for a few 

months I immersed myself in history, I would then be led to philosophy and religion, and from that after another few months to poetry; and this cycle repeated itself. I read novels too, especially those of the great Russians and of recent English writers, 
Virginia Woolf, Lawrence, Forster; and a few plays, but I preferred to see them on the stage first. I recall reading history and philosophy at Heathfield on dark days and long evenings when, as often, Uncle Arch was out on his affairs. Thanks to Colin, I continued to read Plato; it was at Heathfield that I first attempted the 
Timaeus. I have never read so much as in those years, never again having had so much time.

            
Nearly everything I read forced on me in one form of other the questions, What am I? What must I do?, which rang through me hollowly, and I had no answer. When my father took us, Lel and me, on a tour of Ireland for ten days by charabanc, the questions become more immediate. It was the summer of 1935; I had with me Yeats's 
Collected Poems of 1933, which I already knew well, and read again on the spot everything associated with the places we were seeing; Dublin, Glendalough, Gort and Coole, Knocknarea, Ballysodare, Ben Bulben, Sligo. Here was the work of a living poet which sounded like sea surge in my ears and haunted me no less than that of any of the great dead; here were the ordinary everyday towns, hills, streets and houses which he had lived with and made legendary so that they could never again be mere commonplace, however dull the daily light that fell on them, however humdrum their future. Dublin was a dreary third-rate town. The eighteenth-century houses in Merrion Square and Parnell Street, the best we saw, were sound but undistinguished, monotonous in dark drab red brick; trees in the parks were small; the people poor. Cork was unbelievably poor, with a poverty I had not seen anywhere else in Northern Europe; one saw it in Naples, but side by side with great splendour and wealth, and of those grey slatternly Cork showed not a trace. The countryside was full of detail; but it was Yeats's imagination, working on what he found, that made Ireland rich, dramatic, and noble. What did words do to cast such light upon the world? how did the poet forge such words? is a poet born or made? and how must he live? These and other questions I continued to put to myself— as I felt — aimlessly and vainly, because 

I could not answer them, and in any case whatever answer I might give hung clearly on one condition: 'We receive but what we give.' And what had I to give? I could not tell. There was no answer; but having come so far, I told myself now, I had to go on, trying to write poetry, preparing myself to write.

            
One thing I needed was some continuous quiet time to ruminate and read and (I hoped) write, free of the daily demands of family and friends, which made concentration and continuity of thought and feeling impossible. I must go and live by myself in the country for a month or two, and see what came of that. At the end of 1935 I felt free to do so. Kate left for New Zealand, Lel went to spend the winter with Hilda Hallenstein and her brother-in-law Edgar Halsted on his yacht at Gibraltar; Aunt Agnes Was going to Spain, Emily, Elespie and Dora to Switzerland for winter sports. And James was soon to leave for China, his decision made: he was going into action; while I continued on my apparently drifting, fruitless course. I felt it keenly when we said goodbye a week before Christmas at Piccadilly Circus, after lunching together, and in a rather matter-of-fact tone, with a half wry expression, he hoped that my 'literary plans' would go well; while I wanted to take him in my arms and exchange a word of blessing, and could not.

          

          

            
35

            
I 
found a cottage at Treligga, on the north coast of Cornwall, between Tintagel and Port Isaac. It was remote but easy to reach. Eastward the land rose to the wide bare uplands of Bodmin Moor; to the west, not half a mile away, high broken cliffs fell to the sea. The stone cottage was small and old, one room below with a kitchen annex (hardly more than a lean-to), and one above, dunny down the little garden. A double bed took up most of the bedroom; you had to bend down to see out of the very low window. The cottages and garden plots of the small village fitted close together like a jigsaw puzzle, crouched low as if to offer no resistance to the huge winds that swept across the land.

            
Gone to ground, I sat down to read and write and walk, living as simply as possible — but as always in so-called simple conditions mere living takes time; I had to heat water and cook on an 

open fire and a small stove. I read Rilke, the 
Duino Elegies and 
Nene Gedichte, the Old Testament and Robinson's 
History of Israel, stories of Hans Andersen, von Hugel's letters, some Chaucer, poems by Pasternak, the 
Polynesian Mythology, 
Chinese Testament; I did not get a newspaper. Walking every afternoon the weather allowed, but seldom far in those short days when dark fell so early (at midwinter it was dark by 4.30), I soon felt myself becoming part of the spare wintry country, its sunken stony lanes and low hedges, the bare fields, rough poor pasture, headlands and cliffs and rocks where the sea licked, heaved, raged unceasingly.

            
In all this rage and buffeting of weather there were many hours and even days of quiet; in the Treligga hollow the north wind itself at times felt strangely, deceptively soft, almost warm. But whatever the weather was, I might have been anywhere at all, England, New Zealand; this was the world, these were days in the ocean of time, unrepeatable. One night of showers and gusts, when a few stars showed through flying cloud, I began a New Zealand poem, a kind of ode. This was what I had come for, and all my energy went into it. The poem grew, spreading into several parts; I worked at it all through January. I had written nothing like it before, nothing so ambitious. When I asked Jack to read it, he wrote that he thought it the first real poem about New Zealand, which was what I had hoped through all my doubts. No matter that he thought too, as I did, that it still needed much revision: in substance it was there. When he came to stay again at St Edmund's Terrace his criticism, as helpful as perceptive, defined my vague uneasiness about the poem, following it with patient advice through continued revisions. I leaned heavily on his interest, which gave me support and courage. About the same time, the 
London Mercury accepted two short poems of mine, the first I had had taken except in student magazines, which seemed to confirm us both; but it had no room to print them yet, and never printed them. In the end, the ode failed to satisfy either of us, I suppose, and was overtaken by other poems and disappeared.

* But it was a necessary stage in my long tedious painful apprenticeship, the first: time that my whole life had gone into a poem. I was slow to find 



* See 'Genesis' in 
Disputed Ground, for some of the fragments



myself, emotionally and intellectually; slower still in learning to write.

            
On the last day of January 1936, I heard that Lel had fallen ill while staying with Hilda and Edgar at Gibraltar, had had an operation, and suffered much pain. More letters and telegrams showed that her progress was very uncertain. A week later, far earlier than I wanted to, I returned to London. Aunt Agnes, who had been in Malaga, had already gone to Gibraltar, and Emily soon followed.

            
So began three years of illness for Lel, of waiting for me. I did not simply wait, all that time. But I was nearly always at hand, on call, to be ready if needed; what I did otherwise was conditional, depending on that. And Lel's illness went on; she improved, she relapsed, seemed much better for a time, but was never well. The medical diagnosis seemed to waver between a tuberculous bowel, and colitis. Accompanied by bouts of diarrhoea, it was a very painful, exhausting, weakening illness. The wounds caused by the first operation, at Gibraltar, never finally healed — so at least I understood.

            
Emily brought Lel back from Gibraltar by sea at the end of March; she could walk a little, looked well, sounded cheerful and had a good appetite. After rest and examination at a nursing home, Dr McCarron pronounced her fit to go away into the country to recover her strength. So, a month later, she and a nurse and I went to stay at an inn at Churt in Surrey, where Enid and her children were staying. Friends and relations came down for the day; I walked with them and alone in the lovely May weather in woods of pine and larch, over open heath, and along lanes deep in flowers; I spent a few days in Oxford, others in town. I had now put together a collection of poems which I was trying on publishers, always with the same result, but soon 
Tomorrow, the Christchurch fortnightly which had started two years earlier, accepted three of my poems and printed them. That gave me hope, assuring me of at least some interest in my work. But it was publication in England that counted, in England that reputations were made.

            
Lel seemed to improve a little, until an attack of diarrhoea 

forced her to return to town. Consultations; Dr McCarron called in the surgeon who had examined Lel when she arrived from Gibraltar, Mr Harper, a handsome imposing man who looked all calm authority and quiet confidence. The operation had been more serious than the doctors expected, they declared that the condition of her bowel was clearly tuberculous, they doubted whether that could be cured entirely. Lel needs, they said, above all fresh air and sun and good food; after some time in the country it would be best for her to go to New Zealand for about a year. They would not tell her about her condition nor, yet, about going to New Zealand, which would be too hard a shock. Dr McCarron would not commit himself about Lel's recovery, but said she had a good constitution. It was decided that I must take a house in the Chilterns for the summer, as soon as she was well enough.

            
I continued to write, read, meet friends and relations, and to steep myself in London. Emily took me to hear the philosopher Nicolas Berdyaev at a World Congress of Faiths. He read a paper in French, which he pronounced not very well. He reminded me of portrait heads of Socrates; biggish head, big brow, nearly bald on top, with a great wave of dull grey hair at each side covering his ears; short nose, moustache, beard, but cheeks clean-shaven; the eyes deep-set under black brows, heavily ringed and wrinkled round, as if in fierce activity their intense gazing had ploughed up the face and created for themselves a frame of rings and furrows of darkened skin (an almost volcanic effect: you see it in some of Rembrandt's faces). I had read a little of his work, and from now on read most of his books as they were translated, until his very rich autobiography 
Dream and Reality came out in 1950. He had lived his age as men seldom live their own time — live it and write about it. He conveyed the character of it with strong feeling for its depths, with rare verisimilitude; I had met in very few writers an experience which seemed in that way adequate to our time.

            
It was at this time, in London, that I got to know Emily as an adult. When I was young she had been a much-loved, almost adored aunt. Because she lived far away, in Pymble near Sydney, 

and did not come often to Dunedin, her visits were rare, precious occasions. Now I began to know her as a woman, to see her as herself. My childhood and boyhood view of her had not been wrong. She was all I had felt her to be. Hers was a strong deep and generous nature, keenly responsive to all kinds of people in the complexities of their beauty, their hopes, sufferings and follies, and to all that was going on around her. When she gave love, she gave her whole self. So it was when she married. But her husband Arthur soon showed himself a sour, disapproving man; he turned away from her; he resented her friends — she made friends everywhere — and wanted to forbid them the house. He took to drink, and at length drank himself to death, for which Emily later blamed herself in bitter self-accusation.

            
To be in Europe again now delighted her; she revived as in a second youth; she was just fifty. She sent Elespie, her only child, to finish her schooling in London — I often took Elespie back to Highgate after Sunday supper at the de Beers'; she was boarding at Channing House, which had been Rosemary Roberts's school. Then she left school, and spent almost a year with Emily and Grandfather seeing England and Europe. Elespie was very like her mother, gay, friendly-hearted, lovable and lovely, although still girlishly large, a series of bulges, always afloat on a wave of laughter, always dabbing herself somewhere with powder and carefully painting and repainting.

            
Emily spoke beautifully, with a kind of unconscious pride, in a voice light and yet deep which often took on the ringing tone of a tragic actress and arrested one by its powerful resonance. She would strike poses, half laughing at herself. Sometimes she laughed deeply, catching her breath and half choking with delight, at other times she would break into a whinny like the spray blown from the crest of a wave. She was not lovely like Kate, but handsome in a classically mature way that expressed her strength and depth of nature; small, very upright, her head set proudly and hair loosely gathered in a knot behind — brown hair that had been so thick and long when she was young that its weight sometimes gave her headaches.

            
She could be very scornful, and sometimes intolerant, and sometimes unjust; she used to laugh at Dora and at Esmond, although fond of them, for what she thought their funny ways, 

their taking such care of themselves, their softness, for Dora's excessive washing, Esmond's love of comfort — forgetting that at the same time Dora was an experienced climber who had roughed it both in New Zealand and in China, and Esmond a tireless walker with a large appetite for Scottish moors and for sight-seeing in Rome and elsewhere, at which he regularly outlasted all his juniors. Emily's feeling for the ridiculous, her sharp sense of humour and her irony then grew extreme, and Were at times misdirected; they were turned on me too, later.

            
Unlike Kate, again, she had no sense of clothes, and would not spend money on herself — she was as careful over money as Kate was careless and extravagant. She and Kate could never understand money. Grandfather was much to blame that he did not even try to teach them to manage their own affairs - I think he held a rather patriarchal view of women; they were always in hopeless confusion about their accounts and investments, seemingly incapable of taking in the simplest matter that one tried to explain. My father tried and was frustrated — but he was not the most patient of men; later, his partner Mr Thompson, a kindly, endlessly patient traditional family lawyer, tried too; he liked and enjoyed them both and was never put out by their failure to follow. I tried time and again, when they asked, since my father had virtually forced me to understand, in face of my resentment and distaste — and how grateful I am to him now.

            
More and more as she aged Emily's mind took surprising leaps from subject to subject, quite arbitrarily to all appearance, as if no connected train of thought were at work. When you met her, or spoke to her by telephone (and I used to think that the family addiction to long-distance phone calls must ensure the profit of the New Zealand telephone service) she would start invariably with the weather, go on to whatever was uppermost in her mind, and then dart from subject to subject, interspersing more connected talk about her grandchildren or the life of Rembrandt or a new recipe or getting the house painted with exclamations reflecting her reading of the morning paper, the 
New Statesman, the 
Manchester Guardian Weekly — 'And Abys
sinia!' (with despairing emphasis), 'And that McCarthy!', 'And the Albanians!', 'And Mana
puri!' But she cared; she thought and felt; she did not live in an artificial segregated pale of culture far from the 

real world; I think she saw how frail civilization is, and how direly threatened.

            
Just as Kate would have looked elegant even in rags, by the way she wore them, Emily at her most down-at-heel was always a lady, quite unconsciously and entirely without stuffiness and formality. With her carriage and her noble voice she took on as she grew older the air of a 
grande dame, only the more (it seemed) as she suffered the pains of age and resented them and met them as best she could. In her late eighties she still loved to entertain a friend to lunch, although in her slow half-blind muddling way it took her two days to prepare, and exhausted her. Both she and Kate cooked excellently. Kate's plain cooking was rich enough, with a spice of her own elegance about it; when she tried more lavish dishes, she usually followed the conventions of the voguish cookery books or of friends. Whereas Emily seemed to invent, and you were not always sure if her inventions would come off; when they did they were quite her own. Her house was often crowded with trays full of walnuts that one would be called on to help her shell. She made an inimitable light firm walnut cake, thin and plain — but you were quite likely to bite on fragments of shell in it. She also pickled prunes in rum and distributed them to friends, although for years she did not eat these herself; the bottles were hung with paper labels on untidy bits of string. For parties in winter she made a 
heisse Glühwein which I think was an old family recipe, red wine spiced and heated.

            
Now in London, as well as wanting to see and do and enjoy all she could, Emily was ready to give all the time needed and all her affection to caring for Lel, and helping me decide what was best to do. She came with me to inspect a house I had found in the Chilterns, near Great Missenden, and came also to a house-cooling (Reggie's term) which I gave before leaving St Edmund's Terrace — she loved parties. At this one I mixed friends and relations, New Zealanders and English; Dora came, and the very handsome very social Tossie Renwick (she was a Paterson from Dunedin, Bessie's younger sister) with her son John; Joy, Rosemary and Hal, Dora Roberts, Reggie, the young classical scholar Dale Trendall (who was soon going to Rome as Assistant Director of the British School), Fred Page, James 

Courage and his younger sister Pat; only Ian, Colin, Jack and Leonie could not come, and James was of course in Peking.

            
It was with Fred, I think, that I first met James Courage. His family had a station at Amberley, and of course knew the Thompsons. He had gone from Christ's College to St John's, going down just before I went up. Now he was living in London and writing; his first novel had come out a few years earlier; we soon became friends. He was living in a block of flats in Belsize Avenue, with an unobstructed view over London from higher up than ours, although the foreground was housetops, not the green Park; St Paul's appeared properly set in the midst 6f the city, instead of floating on the edge of it. Jim's flat was rather dully furnished, the rooms lacking air and character, with few books and few and poor pictures. He himself gave little away to begin with, but he not only read novels but read and re-read 
The Prelude; and he talked well and wittily.

            
The day of the party I had a long letter from James in Peking. He expected and hoped for war in China, a war of resistance to Japanese expansion. He wrote very hearteningly about my New Zealand poem, although offering much criticism; I had been longing for his opinion. As the party broke up, a sudden violent thunderstorm brought a downpour of rain; the air had been alive with lightning all evening, after two or three very hot heavy damp days. Joy and I caught the rain as I walked across the hill with her. When it stopped, blue flashes of lightning continued for an hour or longer, farther and farther off. The air cooled down, the night grew misty.
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while james wished for war in China, more and more I feared it in Europe, and longed for some alternative to war. I had read about Gandhi's work in South Africa and India and his use of non-violent methods; I had read R. B. Gregg's book 
The Power of Non-Violence, which proposed the general application of such methods and argued their effectiveness; I had read 
Aldous Huxley's pamphlet 
What Are We Going To Do About It? These convinced me that pacifism was right, and with sufficient determination might be successful, and that it must be tried.

            
When Canon Dick Sheppard started his Peace Pledge Union, which renounced the use of war as an instrument of national policy, and invited people to sign the pledge, I felt I must do so, although I had always shrunk from aligning myself with causes and parties. I went to a meeting in north-west London of men who had signed the pledge and were considering what they must do next, and joined a small committee. Either it did not meet or I did not attend very often; I found it hard to foresee how we should or could behave as pacifists in the hypothetical situation we tried to imagine. We seemed to be both unreally isolated and uncomfortably exposed; I had no sense either of a directing force of ideas or of the influence of any magnetic personality working through or upon our polite earnest forlorn small group. In any case the desperateness which had driven me to sign the pledge was not going to continue to operate in such a way as to keep me for long an active member of a group.

            
Great Missenden was easy to reach from London, either by train or by Green Line bus. It lay in one of the loveliest parts of the 

Chilterns, in an open gentle valley among fields and woods. I began to walk the country round, usually with friends — with Elespie, with Reggie, Ida Lawson, Joy, Fred Page, Colin, Rosemary and Hal; by roads, lanes, field paths, up and down across country, until I came to know the district and its variety of landscape, architecture, history, so much packed into a small area, from Grim's Ditch and the Icknield Way to Cymbeline's Mount and Hughenden and Chequers. But if I had not strayed from the road between Great and Little Missenden I should have found enough to feast my senses.

            
Beech-woods seem peculiarly English, expressing the reserve and decorum of the English character. Their finely moulded trunks form a 'natural sculpture in cathedral cavern', all coolly tempered strength, grace, wisdom; whatever has taken place or may yet take place in these airy arcades leaves behind no untidy trace, offers no sign beforehand. I always expected to see or feel some strange presence among the beeches of the Wittenham Clumps on a small hilltop across the Thames from Dorchester, where witches celebrated and danced on Midsummer Eve until the end of the eighteenth century; but their immaculate calm shade was as if shriven by time, all quiet openness without the least expectancy. The red southern beech, nearly related to the European beech, forms such very different forests in New Zealand. Its trees grow far taller, their trunks quite straight, often not branching for fifty or sixty feet, but rough-barked, blackened with lichens, which softens their outlines; and overhead the small green leaves, half in sunlight, and on many levels, form a hazy greenish sea of indeterminate depth in which the arms of the trees appear to be floating.

            
That summer, besides Wordsworth, and 
Tagore's 
Sadhana, to which I was to return more than once until it ceased to stimulate me, I was reading chiefly L. H. Myers, 
The Root and the Flower, whose people accompanied me everywhere as I followed them with growing excitement, alive in my world as I lived in theirs. Only 
The Immoralist made any similar impression on me then (and no other book by Gide has touched me nearly, except his wonderfully vivid 
Travels in the Congo).

            


            
I met in Great Missenden a number of people who might have formed the cast of a novel, one of whom became for a time a good friend. I think her first name was Joan, but she was known to everyone as Chalker, Miss Chalker who kept a small cafe at Tapping House in the High Street, doing her own cooking and baking and serving excellent meals as well as afternoon tea. She knew a variety of people, the well-settled and the vagrant.

            
Some of the former kind, with a few of the latter too, centred round Owen Mase and his wife, who lived in a bungalow in a quiet valley near Great Missenden. He was a 
b.b.c. music man, interested too in poetry and broadcasting, so that if I had been enterprising I might have done something for myself through him. At his home I met Edmund Rubbra, who with his wife and children was living the simple life somewhere in the district and writing music, some of which he played; outwardly they were dull plain simple-lifers (she managed to look a picture of the poor bedraggled squaw), and I was too uneducated musically to find common ground with him. He was not yet a well-known accepted composer, so that I found him too among the younger more vagrant friends of Chalker's, writers, sculptors and other men and girls, all living in cottages or huts fairly near. Two of the sculptors were pupils or apprentices at Eric Gill's workshop at Piggotts', Speen, where he and his family and his daughters' families formed a sizeable colony, having moved some years earlier from the Black Mountains. One sculptor, Donald Potter, also frequented the school next door to us during the school year, a short young man with dark thick hair growing low down his forehead and a sudden jarring runaway laugh; but what he and his friend talked about was the Gill 
ménage at Piggotts' and the habits and exploits of its strangely named company, Petra, Rene, Gordian. Lel of course had to miss all this, since she was too ill to go out.

            
While we were still at Great Missenden, Grandfather had sailed for New Zealand. He was unhappy at leaving while Lel's condition was still so doubtful, although Emily would be remaining for a few months longer. He had been busy buying for Otago Museum, his interests as various as ever, his vigour unflagging.

            


            
On one of our last days together we went to see two new pictures at the National Gallery, a portrait of an old man by Rembrandt, and Rubens's 
Helena Fourment.

            
I was much taken with the Hindu view of the four stages of man's life, soldier, householder, statesman, sage. On this view, Grandfather had reached the fourth stage and might be expected to have withdrawn from active life. But here he was, still in the midst of affairs of all kinds, a busy participant in life. He brought to it some of the detachment, or the longer views, of old age; he reflected on it more than most men, or more consciously and articulately, especially through his reading of the classics. But — a sage? No, I could not think of him as that. It was not now part of the western way of life for an old man to detach himself to that degree, laying aside all worldly affairs and interests and family ties. It had been, partly, in the days when at least a few old men and women were able to retire from the world by entering a monastery. But that was no longer done. On Lel's twenty-fifth birthday, 17 September, a grey still day, Dora and I saw him aboard the 
Rangitiki at the Royal Albert Dock.

            
We said a number of similar goodbyes about that time. It was a pleasure to find a few people who wanted positively to return to New Zealand. 
Dorothy Davies was hopeful about living and making music there. Eve Poison, after seeing and absorbing all she could in England and Europe, wanted to go home and paint; we had talked a lot about painting in New Zealand, about differences in light and air between New Zealand and Europe. Fred Page, like Dorothy, wanted to make music. He and Eve were going to get married and live at Governor's Bay, on Lyttelton Harbour. They urged me to follow them, and I wanted to do so even though I dreaded leaving England. But could I live in New Zealand? Could their friendship support the weight I would inevitably place upon it? I had grown very fond of them. But — unless I did not yet know them well enough — they had no sense of the world's guilt, and was it possible to live among people without that? Fred wondered, not for quite the same reason, whether I would last long in New Zealand; he gave me six months.

            
Emily and Elespie left at last to return to New Zealand. Esmond, Mary and I saw them off one damp muggy evening 

from Liverpool Street. With them went another stay of my nearly vanished supports. For the moment however Lel was in a fairly even, uneventful state, coming downstairs some days, with a day-nurse we both liked who was sharp with her when she seemed hysterical. I went for a few days to stay with Chalker at Great Missenden, to walk and refresh myself.

            
On my first afternoon, while I stood talking to Chalker in her kitchen before going out, a tall upright middle-aged woman and a young man came in for tea, and stopped to speak to her for a moment before going upstairs. Chalker introduced us, but I barely caught the names, which meant nothing to me. Later, I learnt they were the principal of the school next to our cottage of the summer before, and one of her staff. As soon as Chalker had taken up their tea the principal, Mrs Lister-Kaye, said to her, 'Who was that man? Tell him I want him on my staff.'

            
Chalker explained that the school was one for problem children, and that Mrs Lister-Kaye had difficulty in finding suitable teachers. I was invited to talk it over with her and two teachers who were leaving. We dined at the Plough at Speen, a pub that gave excellent not expensive dinners and was run by 
Ramsay MacDonald's daughter Ishbel. Mrs Lister-Kaye left most of the talking to her teachers, a young married couple with whom she seemed to be on terms of close friendship, Michael and Beryl Bancroft. They made the school and the children sound of fascinating interest — altogether unconventional, and the work not too exacting. Mrs Lister-Kaye's abrupt challenge was one I could not ignore. I liked the proposal; it would get me out of the house, where I was neither bound nor free, while it was near enough to allow me to go up to town easily. I wondered how long I could stand communal life, for the staff lived at the Abbey, and whether one would get any rest there. Perhaps I might try it the following term.

            
The March snow vanished, spring was appearing everywhere, as when you look into an apparently unlit sky and all at once begin to see faint stars. I tramped the Heath constantly, alone and with friends — with Colin and Jack, Ian and other friends 

when they came up to town, with James Courage, Fred Page, Joy, Leonie Zuntz. At the end of the month, Rosemary and Hal got married and went to live at South Hill Park, a short walk away across the lower Heath. Colin and I usually made for Ken Wood. The world of Ken Wood was as near and as far away as that of the Russian ballet; the changes of nature and season made the one alive, the beauty and vigour of the dancers the other — especially, for me, Massine in 
Tricorne, inimitably lithe, springy, quick as a rifle-shot, his calves and buttocks stuffed taut as sausages. At that time however I was beginning to see Indian dancing.

            
Joy and I first saw a company at the Savoy, then Uday Shankar brought his troupe to the Gaiety. Later I saw Ram Gopal too, and went to all the Indian dancing I could hear of. This was dancing of an entirely different order. Russian ballet is the creation of an elegant court, it crystallizes the brilliance of court life at its most inventive — refined, sophisticated, witty, sometimes simplified and tender, always self-conscious, self-critical and intellectual, the work of a segregated and protected elite in which one could not but smell a heady hothouse air. Indian dancing shows court life too, and village life, and the imagined life of deities, and the intermingling of all three. But it did not seem to be in origin the creation of a court. It was much older than courts. It had formed part of general rural life, had developed with it, had been refined later in cities and at courts and had then taken on different styles in different parts of the huge country. It seemed never to have lost touch with village life, the life of the fields and the seasons, with the legends embodied in poetry, and with the processes of the universe as these are incorporated in the action of gods on earth and in the heavens above. No other form of art I knew exercised a more powerful spell.

            
The power and powerlessness of art — its power to transform inward life without apparently touching the life of the outer world — this troubled me constantly. One must want, as an artist, to transform the world both within and without, to create an ideal beauty which would redeem ugliness and evil. Ugliness and evil are with us always and can never be either forgotten or forgiven, will never cease to eat into us; at the same time the artist has to do what he exists to do, continuing to work at his art as 

if they did not exist; that is the only way in which he, as an artist, can affect their power.

            
People who are very ill, in a crisis of illness or as permanent invalids, find themselves at the outer edge of society, if only because they are unable to share its life, although they draw upon it for help. Some of course do their best to remain in touch, feeling both how illness isolates them and how entirely they depend on the services of those who are well and the general life of society. Lel now was sometimes lost in her own pain and weakness, yet whenever well enough she looked with pleasure at all that was going on round her, entering into it as far as she was able.
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was to go to Little Missenden Abbey in May. When Emily reached Florence, she wrote urging me to join her and Elespie for a short stay, if it was possible for me to leave Lel. It was, I thought. Lel was in a state of uneventful calm, although we believed the calm deceptive; I could return home very quickly if need be. Leaving Victoria on the night of Rosemary's wedding, I crossed from Newhaven to Dieppe and took a train from the Gare de Lyon early next morning.

            
I had not travelled that route by day before; usually we had left Paris for Rome in the evening. Then I always woke in the middle of the night to find the train resting at a place I had never heard of, Laroche-Migennes, the big engines breathing heavily like great draught horses amidst clouds of steam that billowed up white in the glowing headlamps. All round was darkness. The train was silent, its passengers asleep. Sometimes it was the stillness that woke me, after the motion of the travelling train. Sometimes it was the voice of a station official calling the mysterious name 'Laroche-Migennes!' as if it were a summons or a dreadful admonition, and I woke a second or two after he had called, with the name echoing in my mind. The world had vanished, or had dwindled to this one unchanging enigmatic scene, the great clouds of steam, the powerful hissing and breathing of the huge becalmed engines. Now I found a prosaic Laroche by daylight, but a country sunny and warm and coloured richly 

— brown earth, warm-whites and greys and blues, colours of the sun, not of rain and mist. It was a hazy day, hazier still in the mountains, at the Lake of Bourget, and before Modane we were in snow, thick snow at Bardonecchia, white air, white sky. Whiteness penetrated the carriage windows, the cold was purging, purifying, I passed as if through a bath that cleansed soul and sight, and so made new, flowed into Italy.

            
Emily, Elespie and Aunt Agnes were staying at a hotel on the Lungarno, between the Ponte Vecchio and the Ponte Santa Trinità; fittingly, it seemed, my room looked behind onto the Piazza del Limbo. Italy made all of us more alive, keener to do and see. Spring had come, my first Florentine spring, with thin snow still on the Prato Magno. Chestnuts were in vivid green leaf, the fruit blossom was out, wistaria and judas trees and lilac were flowering, the Amo flowed a thick greenish brown, swollen and swirling after rain; on its green bank beyond the Ponte alle Grazie yellow spurge was half out. In the clear mild night candles burned, a wavering red, in the campanile of Santo Spirito across the river.

            
One day I walked in the Cascine, where the 'Ode to the West Wind' had come to Shelley in autumn, and sat on the river bank under a silver poplar which was almost as pale as air and hung with white fluffy catkins; elms and oaks displayed the Chinese calligraphy of their fresh crinkled leaves. The town was crowded, not only with foreign tourists, but with Alpini, soldiers trained for mountain fighting, notices about whom were plastered on walls everywhere. Our favourite one pronounced, 'The Alps have not made the Alpini, but the Alpini have made the Alps. Mussolini.'

            
Nature is more dramatic and brilliant in Italy than in the north, as the Italians are a more dramatic people than the English. Italian art too is dramatic, and I was swept once again into the heady flood of Florence, churches, galleries, palaces, streets and gardens, all of them seeming more vivid because themselves gathered up into the great flood of spring.

            
Aunt Agnes did not go with us to La Verna, which she had seen before. As independent as always, she set off on a long journey to Rome by way of Ascoli Piceno, a hill town above the Adriatic in a fine situation with good buildings of the late Middle 

Ages, which she had long wanted to visit. Emily, Elespie and I continued down the Casentino to Arezzo, to see Piero's frescoes again. And there we said goodbye; they turned south, and I started back to London, taking a few days en route to see Bologna and the towns of the Po valley, hungry for all I could absorb. Would I ever set foot in Italy again?

            
I came home to no comfort. Lel's condition had changed very little. She was no better; but because she was not much worse, she seemed to be trying to believe that she was in fact improving. But by now I had unexpected support. I had begun to live and teach at the Abbey. It was the first paid job I had had: I could call myself a school-teacher. This in itself, in my own eyes, gave me a place in society and allowed me to justify my existence. Yet it was as nothing compared with what the Abbey soon came to mean to me.

            
I had to teach the top class of seven or eight. All girls — or was there one boy among them? The children had to attend lessons, unless specially excused; they had also to come to meals; and they were not allowed outside the large school grounds without permission. Otherwise the school had no rules, only customs, which changed with the children and the staff but were well settled in tone; Mrs Lister-Kaye believed hers was the freest school in England, excepting A. S. Neill's Summerhill.

            
The children were there because they had proved difficult in one way or other; some were sent by county education committees, some by their parents, in both cases on the advice of psychologists, psychiatrists, or psychoanalysts (I was never clear how these terms were used). Some had been rebellious, some had run away, some stole, because their parents were very poor or because they had been denied love and security, some had got into trouble with boys, or used bad language, or been violent, some were simply a nuisance to parents who did not want them; one was the daughter of a Leicester miner who had been injured and was on the dole. They had in common that they had not obeyed the conventions of other schools or of their families, for 

which they had been judged guilty or otherwise condemned by those schools or families.

            
At the Abbey no child was held guilty and none was judged, because nobody there sat in authority over them. The staff were expected to treat the children as equals, to treat all alike, and to show neither surprise nor disapproval at anything a child did or said. They had no power to compel, they must persuade by winning the children's trust and respect; and the children treated the staff as equals, calling them by their Christian names. Difficulties were to be referred to the principal — to Lissie, as everyone called her. She had no more sanctions than her staff, and no authority other than her own personality — the fact that the children loved and trusted her implicitly and wanted to remain at the Abbey. For nearly all of them the Abbey was the home they had never known, a community of trust and love in which for the first time they felt valued in their own right and so felt secure. It Was the Abbey, the community, that 'cured' the child.

            
There were usually between twenty and thirty children at the Abbey, of all ages from four upwards. Vernon, aged four, was a strong-willed intelligent child whose sporting mother had no use for him — 'Give me dogs', she said; he had been violent to compel the love he had never found; at the Abbey he broke windows once or twice, but was generally little trouble because everyone was fond of him. The eldest children were girls in their last year or two of school; there happened to be no boys of that age just then. Most of the children were normally intelligent and responsible because at the Abbey their needs were recognized and they could be themselves. Lissie encouraged the children to draw and paint, because it helped to free them and their work helped her to understand them. Not long after my arrival a painter friend of hers, John Crockett, came to work at the Abbey. He was not to teach the children, but to let them work with him while he was working.

            
Excited by his presence and example, they poured out work, usually in poster paint or water-colour on large sheets of paper. It was work entirely their own, showing no influence of John's, expressing their state of mind rather than representing anything in the visible world, each child's immediately recognizable once 

one had seen a few examples. The most striking work was that of Ann, a girl of about fifteen, hated by her parents while they lived and granted a few short years of happiness at the Abbey with nothing to look forward to afterwards. Both her parents had committed suicide, as well as one or two or her father's brothers; what hope for her could there be, when her uncle and aunt intended her for a life of domestic drudgery? She had lanky straight black hair and mottled pale-and-red skin, she bit her finger-nails nervously, spoke jerkily, broke into short gales of jerky laughter and generally looked a little comically puzzled, wryly apprehensive. In one of her paintings the devil tempts Adam and Eve, who are shown inside God. Other paintings of hers showed sinuous underwater creatures in surging motion intense in colour, vigorous and free, beautiful; but not adult work. The children discussed all the work with excitement and followed each other's development closely; the best pictures were hung up round the school. From the time of John's arrival painting became a regular school activity, although a less exciting one after he left. Before the year was out Ann and Lettsie had been accepted at Westminster School of Art, which gave us all a tremendous sense of fulfilment; Mark Gertler was enthusiastic about Ann's work, no matter that she was a little under age. For Lissie, it was virtually the first encouragement and sign of achievement she had had in ten years.

            
There was one other teacher new like myself, Mark, who taught mostly the younger children; he had gone up to St Edmund Hall a year before me and was a professional schoolteacher. To start with Lissie gave us instructions and left us alone to acclimatize ourselves. That was not so easy — it might succeed or not; if you were lucky, you found one day that for no obvious reason you were simply accepted as part of the Abbey. Mealtimes brought everyone together, the central moments of the day. Lissie did not appear until lunch-time at 12.30, and only sometimes for the evening meal. The staff had a small table to themselves at one end of the dining-room, which looked south onto the big lawn and the lake and trees beyond: Lissie, Mark and I, the Matron, the secretary Mrs Harling, who also took the kindergarten, a small red-faced woman with round black-rimmed glasses and a shock of indignant hair prematurely white; 

with these there were generally one or two other people, besides visitors.

            
When I arrived there were a teacher from the term before staying on for a little (a Buchmanite who was guided in all he did), and Bill, an American of about eighteen, very tall and stooping a little, with large prominent teeth, living at the Abbey I forget why. At my second or third midday meal Bill suddenly lent towards me, towering across the table, and putting his face close to mine demanded, hissing with intensity, giving each word equal weight until the final one which he almost shouted — 'Can-you-tell-me-the-name-of-a-woman-who-lived-with-
cats?' The whole dining-room seemed to stop dead in shocked silence. Bill waited, poised, not abating the fierce gaze with which he held me. At last, when he saw there was going to be no answer, he sat back in somehow deflated triumph and with the utmost scorn pronounced, '
Mrs Katz, of course!

            
Classes occupied the morning; after lunch the staff drank coffee in Lissie's room upstairs; on three days a week there was an hour of music at 2 o'clock (percussion band, part singing); for the rest of the day one was free. At first, and for some time, I was going to town every day or two to see Lel and attend to all the matters her illness brought up, and often not getting back to the Abbey until midnight. It was a wonderful relief from all that pain and anxiety and the fevered pressure of London to get out of the train at Great Missenden and walk through the cool dewy still night home — for the Abbey very soon became my present home. Within ten days I felt safe there, in some strange way; I was fast losing all dis-ease with Lissie, who gave me confidence and seemed admirably reasonable, undogmatic, honest, an almost humble psychologist. She had already begun to trust me.

            
The Abbey was an antithesis of the world, but also its mirror. The world used it; it was trying — impossibly, inevitably — to reform the world. One day one of the girls happened to say to Lissie that I was grown up, but that Mark was one of them — that is, a problem. He was very good with them, easy and natural, and they took to him at once and quickly grew fond of him, but as a brother or friend, not a father; I was always a father, which Lissie expected her men teachers to be. Mark and I also got on 

well, he was musical and attractive, and looked charming when he wore his huntsman's green corduroy shorts with shirt to match and we went walking with the children. But why he was here without his wife and two small children was rather puzzling. Very soon he told Lissie that he was expecting a summons to trial on a criminal charge, for forging a cheque; he expected a prison sentence; and his wife was tired of him. The Abbey from the start had attracted problem teachers no less than problem children; Lissie took that as a matter of course, although it complicated her life greatly.

            
Mark showed few outward signs of being in trouble, but I began to notice them as soon as Lissie told me. He got sudden cravings for food, especially after dinner in the evening, when we had to go to the pub and with a glass or two of beer he devoured quantities of bread and cheese or sandwiches, ravenous as if he had not eaten for days. He played the piano obsessively at times. He remarked that he had a complex about walls. But he was still good with the children, and when Matron was out late endlessly understanding and patient with one small defective boy who could not always be persuaded to go to bed. When Mark seemed calm, we guessed he was repressing his fears desperately. But he said he forgot for a day or two at a time; the summons had been hanging over him for about two months. He told me too that he would be able to sleep soundly the night before he committed murder, and the night after, and the night before he was to be hanged. At first Lissie wondered if the whole thing was fantasy. But no. Mark had to go to town to collect his summons. With his agreement, because he recognized the need for it, Lissie had him put under a psychologist, who gave her a disquieting report, and was to prepare another one for the court. But the magistrate 'took a grave view of the case' and sentenced Mark to six months imprisonment.

            
All this we had to keep from the children. If parents learned that the Abbey employed such dubious teachers, the school would not survive. Yet it was often or usually such men who felt most at home at the Abbey, proved to be the most skilled resourceful teachers, and did most to help the children. Mark had gone home openly for the week-end to see his wife and children in Devon. On the Monday came a pre-arranged 
tele-

gram sent by his solicitor to say he was ill and could not return at present; next day, after we had learned of the sentence, Lissie told the children of his illness, and in the evening let them know that probably he would not be able to return that term. They were upset and restless, almost desolate; he was 'our Mark', he was lovable, entertaining, had been a good teacher and a calming influence. The girl who might have been most upset was not more so than the rest. She and Mark had each told Lissie shortly before his trial that they were in love. Lissie had taken it as a matter of course. In Mark's case it was largely a question of his need for sympathy. In Sybil's, it was likely that her affections would be easily transferable.

            
Sybil had come to the Abbey when Mark and I came or not long before. Her rather slovenly English had a trace of foreign pronunciation and was not always quite idiomatic — she had lived in both England and France, one of her parents being French. She was at the Abbey because she had run away from home in France and lived with a boy in a cave for six weeks; she was about sixteen and she was not pregnant, otherwise Lissie did not seem very hopeful that she could be helped. I was to do all I could for her, and Lissie felt there was no danger of my falling in love with her. Sybil had dark hair and a palely sallow skin and might have passed for a gipsy. She generally looked unkempt and unwashed; her clothes, mostly dark, might have been slept in for weeks, and she used make-up and smoked when she could; I expected her to smell. She had an attractive warmth and charm of sorts and when she wanted to could be engaging in a cat-like lazy way. She did her best to attract me and I did my best to be kind and friendly and detached. She had a shrewd magpie intelligence, no interests, little or no moral sense, and made a vague show of being artistic, because that was the thing at the Abbey.

            
The children were free to come into the staff's rooms on invitation. I had a big white sunny room, with windows to the ground, french doors opening onto the lawn, a white Indian hearth-rug and a minimum of furniture. No doors were locked; we did not have to barricade ourselves in and defend our property by main force like the staff at Summerhill, where only Neill's study was (so illogically) sacrosanct, and where life sounded 

decidedly nasty and brutish and far from short. Whatever the undoubted virtues of that school and its methods it looked a battlefield when I visited it not long after. One day that Sybil had not appeared at lunch I went into my room afterwards to find her lying full-length on my bed, her nose to a vase of roses on a small table at its head. I asked coldly why she had not been at lunch. She answered in an affected low voice, casting cow eyes up at me soulfully, 'I had the roses, Charles.' I snorted in disgust and left the room abruptly.

            
Sybil was an actress, who dramatized constantly to get the attention she craved. She did not miss Mark for long. She was a little different from the other girls because of her history, and being half French. She wanted to be a little different, and was tiresomely successful. To arouse greater interest, she began to talk of suicide, seeing herself lying beautiful in a long white dress in a dark coffin, candles burning round, the girls and the staff gazing at her in wonder and pity that she was so young and lovely and had been so strong-minded, and full of remorse that they had not appreciated her; now they would never forget her. She spoke of throwing herself under a train; thundering expresses on the London-Rugby line ran through a cutting up the hillside just beyond the school grounds. To put an end to these fantasies, Lissie talked to her one day and at last asked if she knew what would happen supposing she did throw herself under a train. Well, Lissie would ring the police and tell them to take away that mess on the railway line and have it buried quietly, the girls would be told that Sybil had been stupid enough to throw herself under a train, they would think what a fool she was and not feel the least sorry for her, and in two or three days she would be almost forgotten and no one would talk about her again. Sybil soon dropped suicide, her usual cheerfulness unaffected. It worked. Lissie was right. Sybil was not in the usual sense a problem child.

            
Two of the girls had been virtually outcasts or waifs. Lissie had adopted Mary from the streets a few years before. When still, Mary stood or sat broodingly, statuesque, but she moved with such supple grace she might have been a ballet dancer. Her long pale colourless face and hair that hung heavily round it, large liquid eyes and a beautifully expressive mouth gave her an 

ageless look; her low voice seemed to mould sentences caressingly as she spoke them, and she sang vibrantly. A powerful nature, who would give herself passionately, blindly; the sense of the tragic I felt in her would not necessarily lead to tragedy, but deepened and strengthened her feelings and attachments. She would change little, it seemed, until she was old. It was for her sake that the young sculptor Donald Potter, Gill's pupil, used to visit the Abbey; they married only a few years later, and went to live in Wiltshire when he became art master at Bryanston School.

            
Mary and Hazel were especially good with the young children. Hazel, whatever trouble she had had, was an open-hearted, kind girl whom everyone liked, always active and hopeful and trustworthy. She became a nurse and a hospital matron, then married and had a large family. She and Mary and Lettsie more than any others set the tone of the school, because they were the most stable of the older girls and had been there longest. Lettsie was large, pretty, vivacious and immensely attractive; she had been well enough brought up in a comfortable home, and a little spoiled, by a mother who was very like her and a father who kept a hotel; her only trouble was that boys flocked to her as bees to honey. At times she fell into low moods of nerveless gloom, the antithesis of her usual capable outward-looking gaiety. She seemed destined to have a life of many love affairs and so it turned out; but before she was old in a fit of melancholy she killed herself. Hazel then generously adopted her children.

            
Connie came to the Abbey when I did, from a dull family with little affection to give her. For writing a defiant bad word on a school blackboard she was judged difficult and consigned to the Abbey; a lucky chance, because she had never been so happy before. A handsome dark-haired pink-cheeked girl with good regular features, she was as stable as can be, but did not often show so much vitality and enterprise as when she scrawled on the blackboard. When she gave friendship or love she gave in devotion, unswerving. She was the only girl preparing to sit the final school examination, so that I worked with her more than with anyone else and we became good friends, friends for life. She passed the exam, the Abbey's one educational success at that time. Later her husband too became a friend of mine, the painter Maurice Sochachewsky.

            


            
These girls and a few others were all from about fifteen to seventeen. There were eight of them in one of the two classes which Mark and I took; they were quick-minded and receptive. The other class consisted of only three girls and one boy, who were slow and had to be occupied rather than taught. For both, methods of teaching had already been worked out. But we were free to experiment, provided that with the first class we covered the required ground and prepared the children to sit the school-leaving exam if they wished. One subject I had to teach was biology, of which I was ignorant. The best I could do in the circumstances was to keep a chapter or two ahead of the class in the good text-book they used. This did not make me a biologist, but it related to ideas and instances which Alfredo talked about. In English and history I was more at home. I thought I had understood English grammar when taught it at Waitaki, but now I had to master it for myself, from Nesfield, which I did with interest and even enjoyment; I hoped that my interest was reaching the children. In history, as well as working on special subjects, I talked about the general themes which Toynbee presents in his 
Study of History. The children had little knowledge to test his ideas against, because their schooling had been broken, although intellectually they were well able to follow him and make their own judgements. Lissie had no objection to my discussing Toynbee. If I interested them in the subject and so encouraged them to think and work she would be satisfied.

            
In the circumstances, Lissie turned naturally to her teaching staff, those who were at all stable and dependable. She did not lean on them; she was strong enough to stand alone; but still she needed their ready co-operation in dealing with the children, wanted to give them her confidence, hoped for their companionship and friendship. She soon told me something of her life. She was married very young to an army officer of good family like her own, and had gone out to India with him. Being strong-minded and independent, she soon revolted against the conventions which he and his way of life tried to impose on her. She left him, and returned to England with their small son. It must have been a very drastic step in Anglo-Indian and indeed English society in Edwardian times. Her son died quite young; she was broken-hearted, and despaired of living.

            


            
In that state, she was lucky enough to go to the psychoanalyst H. Crichton-Miller, to whom she felt she largely owed her subsequent life. Through him, she and a friend became matrons of a big children's home. She found she had an intuitive understanding of children, and decided that to work with children, especially disturbed ones, was her vocation. Later, with Crichton-Miller's backing and that of other psychoanalysts, she started a school of her own for difficult children; she moved to the Abbey in February 1935. The school always existed precariously. It was probably a little small to be able to pay; but Lissie was not a good manager — I think she had no patience for detail. Also the County Education Committee, which paid for at least half the children at the school, were always very late in paying. On the other side the staff's salaries were paid promptly and regularly. Lissie must have had a little money of her own to enable her to survive — little enough though. She spent next to nothing on herself; cigarettes were her only necessity, an occasional bottle of sherry, a few books. She dressed well, with natural good taste; she looked elegant, but her clothes were not new. She was tall, with very straight back and head held high, her light brown hair, which grew rather low on her forehead, cut short and brushed back freely — it showed hardly a streak of grey although she was just fifty. A rather masculine figure, evidently; but it was her independence that chiefly struck one. Her face expressed a combination of suffering, pride, energy and reserve, good humour and apprehensiveness, as nervous as a thoroughbred and as high-spirited; she tossed her head as if to shake herself free of constrictions, conventions.

            
She herself did not teach, but spent the morning dealing with school affairs, and appeared first at lunch-time. Before long it became the custom that after lunch we spent the rest of the day with her in her room, talking about the children and their problems and everything else under the sun. I was often away for the afternoon and evening, but I hastened back to her room as the centre of school life and indeed of my own. She drew us all because she set us free, once we knew her. Our instinctive reserves, or rather the reserves we had built up in self-defence in a critical or unfriendly world, these fell away. Lissie accepted everything one told her, as we were to accept the children and 

what they said to us. This meant discovering oneself, bringing to light much that one usually concealed. Lissie's own talk, about the children and their difficulties, about her experience, about psychological theories of all kinds, about the views and practice of psychoanalysts, their histories (because she knew a number of them personally), their books; general talk with visitors and friends, hers and ours, about psychology, society, politics, the arts, books — all this combined to set one's thoughts free in extraordinary fashion, to lead one from discovery to discovery.

            
Before long, I began to feel that I had learned more about myself and the world in a short time at the Abbey than in the whole of my life hitherto. I was seeing people and the world in a new light, seeing beyond or through the surface of appearances, interpreting people's talk and actions in terms of their unacknowledged, often unconscious or only half-conscious, motives and intentions. This was to extend, externalize and objectify the assumptions that we all instinctively make about other people's behaviour; and it seemed to lay bare a vast complex network, as of nerves beneath the skin, which determined the course of human affairs. It was as if I had been given an open sesame to expose the hidden springs of life. All at once I Wanted to tell my friends that I understood them as never before, that I saw why they acted as they did, that their nature and my own were not as clear as we had always assumed them to be.

            
Lissie was less interested in psychological theories and systems than in their application. Although not a medical doctor, she was in effect a doctor of souls; it was the cure of children which was her genius and her life. Crichton-Miller, from whom she had learned most, was (she told us) a Jungian, but one who applied Jung's views with some freedom. She herself read Jung, Freud, Adler, Stekel, Prinzhorn and many other writers and learned from them, but remained a pragmatist, feeling bound to none; she knew herself and her methods, knew they worked, and was confirmed in her self-reliance by the support of a number of professional psychoanalysts.

            
She did not want me to read books on the subject, not unless I wished to. In fact I read a good deal of Jung and Freud and others in the next few years; they would have meant relatively little to me had I not read them in those circumstances. This led 

me to think that it was almost immaterial what school of thought the psychoanalyst belonged to, and that any given patient could be cured or substantially helped equally well by a Freudian, Jungian, Adlerian, etc., given only the analyst's intuitive feeling for the patient. Ferenczi's remark seemed to sum up this view: 'It is the physician's love which heals the patient.'

* I should myself have resisted strongly any proposal to subject my mind to another's in that way. If I was a poet, I had to make something of myself in my own way, or not at all; no one else could enter into my imagination and manipulate it for me. Lissie I think appreciated that. In general she saw no need that her staff be analysed. She felt able to keep them on the right line through her understanding of them, with a little help and prompting at times; their talk soon showed her what was required, and they were usually responsive and suggestible, as I was. It surprised me to hear about that time that one of my most practical, down-to-earth friends had subjected himself to a short course of psychoanalysis with a famous analyst (Stekel I think), and professed to have benefited from it. This was Geoffrey Cox, one of the last persons I should have thought in need of any such help.

            
Two of my friends seemed to be in real need — to be so tossed about by their own nature that one feared either for their sanity or for their ability to live — to ride out the dangerous demanding world. One of these was the painter John Crockett, who was about eighteen and an art student at Goldsmith's College. He was in violent revolt against his family's military tradition; his father was a regular army officer, his brother was destined for the army, and so had he been. But he refused, and by good fortune he was allowed to go to Goldsmith's, while he lived with a community of Anglican priests, who were kind to him and to whom he became attached. He declared himself a communist; his paintings were full of caricatures of capitalists, priests and soldiers, stock figures of the time. He drew well, if rather too neatly and schematically; some of his abstracts and groups of figures seemed full of promise. But he was so possessed by waves of inarticulate rage against the world in general and 

especially his own upbringing that he seemed like those figures in the Gospels who fall to the ground incapable, foaming at the mouth, before Jesus drives the devil out of them.

            
John was at heart a gentle and tender creature with a marked Franciscan strain of love for all creation, when he could allow this to express itself. He was extremely tall, about six foot four, thin but strongly built, with a well-made head and rather heavy cheeks, large practical hands. He was capable in many ways, as actor, dancer, choreographer, designer, producer. But how was he to find an outlet for his energy and talent? He believed he was a painter first of all, which success at Goldsmith's seemed to support; to live as a painter was however impossible.

            
Soon after I began teaching at the Abbey, friends came to visit me there. One of the first was Robert Maddox. He had not long since got a job at the Wellcome Museum, and he was still going to the psychologist Graham Howe; he thought Howe was helping him, but he looked pale, very strained and ill. At once he seemed to feel at home at the Abbey. Lissie was as fascinated by Robert as I was; she thought him almost a genius, and very close to madness.

            
When the children put on an entertainment, we invited as many friends as we could, to encourage them. One July evening they performed songs and sketches, a skit on the Abbey, and Shaw's 
Inca of Perusalem, which I produced for them; then there was dancing; and when the children went to bed, the rest of us talked for hours in Lissie's room. I had invited Leonie that week-end, Robert had brought Bill Goodwin and Bill's sister Nanine; John brought an elegant Cambridge friend, Charles Reed, who was to become an art critic; there were Michael Bancroft and two New Zealanders, friends of Ian's from Canterbury, Eric and Freda Cook, rather dryly doctrinaire radicals who were having a hard struggle to live by doing left-wing political work. Another frequent visitor was the Auckland painter Douglas Glass, who was gradually giving up painting for photography and was to become well-known for his photographs reproduced in the 
Sunday Times; a short hard-bitten man with a square black beard rather unsuccessful in his love-affairs, as he told Lissie at length; she had always to be a bit careful about the girls when he was there, because they enjoyed his lively talk, 

as we all did, and if he could he would take one of them without a qualm. She warned him however, and Would have refused to have him ever again if he offended. Another man who began to visit the Abbey was a friend of James's from Peking, Francis Hsu, who had come to England to study anthropology. He talked very easily, thought quickly in argument, and everyone liked him. He was sympathetic to communism although not a communist; he thought China might well turn communist and that it would be good if that happened.

            
It was extraordinarily fortunate that Robert in his extreme need was able to unfold at the Abbey. He continued to come even while Lissie went away on her summer holiday. She was going motoring through Denmark and Sweden as far as Finland with the young lover whom she told Robert and me about openly but guardedly; she never allowed him to come to the Abbey. Besides John, Mrs Harling, the Matron and I, only Mary, Sybil and two other girls remained during the holidays — as well as the three Bats, batty ones, defective children whom Lissie kept only because their parents paid heavy fees which helped to keep the school going. She kept them very reluctantly, it being no part of her intention to take incurable subnormal children, and she did not think it very good for the older girls who helped to look after them, although they were harmless and seldom gave trouble. I continued to go to town as usual to see Lel, who was now clearly improving, against all seeming probability; she began to get up daily. I visited Mark at Exeter jail; he was doing well, had not grown embittered, said that prisoners were well-treated, that they had a good library and got a little news; and he had a glimpse of green from his cell window.

            
We talked about art endlessly, both Lissie and Robert being fascinated by the work which Herbert Read was championing in his book 
Art Now and elsewhere. We discussed the London shows. I was greatly moved, indeed overwhelmed, by Epstein's 
Consummatum Est, which to Lissie did not come off; later his 
Lazarus and the 
Madonna and Child in Cavendish Square seemed to me finer still. Robert could not share Lissie's strange pride that all the best people are neurotics and be proud to be one; his neurosis was far too painful for that, and terribly shameful to him. His dreams of murder and madness, and of seeing 
him-

self as a ghost, frightened Lissie because they pointed again and again to suicide, and she was afraid for him. He was amazed at, for example, Douglas Glass's self-assurance and knowledge of what he wanted to do, for he himself revolved round his own self-distrust, as if destroying himself with questioning, identifying with himself all the doubts, weaknesses and wickedness of other people. Lissie believed he frightened the girls too because they felt him to be so near madness; that is why they did not much like him, as Lettsie, expressing the general opinion, told Lissie.

            
Only one psychoanalyst regularly visited the Abbey, the elderly Dr Hutchinson, who came every two months to see the children she had sent there. She was a plain unpretentious woman in whom I think I should have felt considerable trust. She had never married, but had adopted two children, whose difficulties drove her nearly to breakdown. At one time she even seemed to be going blind, so she subjected herself to fresh analysis, in the course of which it emerged that her blindness was symbolical in origin, in that she had refused to admit to herself an essential part of the truth about one of her children; and the blindness at once disappeared and her eyesight was as good as before. She like Crichton-Miller disapproved strongly of Howe and his methods and was angry that he called himself a medical psychologist; his treatment of Robert seemed indeed extraordinary — he had encouraged Robert to go to a common fortune-teller, who told him he was a weak character, and homosexual, and artistic; and there Howe left it, while Robert's constant fear of being taken for homosexual was reinforced.

            
Lissie's large white room above mine looked over the wide lawn with tennis courts beyond, the lake, and beside it a narrow wood which bordered the boundary wall to the left, northeastward; south and west beyond the lawn, fields with trees sloped uphill to the deep cutting in which the railway line ran. 'Little Missenden Abbey' seemed a misnomer, because it lay half-way between Great and Little Missenden, and three-quarters of a mile from the Abbey proper, Great Missenden Abbey, an old house in a park on the other side of the main road. That I did not penetrate, 

but local legend said that an underground passage ran from it to Little Missenden Abbey. Lissie did not allow anyone to investigate the supposed entrance to the passage. The children, and her friends, had enough private undergrounds to contend with. Little Missenden Abbey was an almost modern building, perhaps forty or fifty years old; a large white simple dignified house of two storeys and some picturesque attics, with wide bay-windows; the gatehouse at the back, on the north side, through which you approached the main entrance, was a little more pretentious in banker's Tudor style. It was half overgrown with Virginia creeper which in September turned crimson and scarlet and gold and flame-red and flame-green.

            
Lissie's room was the nerve-centre and listening-post of the school. In summer, we might use all of it, sitting near the window, only careful not to seem to be paying attention to the children on the lawn below; they must not be made self-conscious, while they had to recognize that Lissie and the staff had lives of their own. The room was sparely furnished, with large low square chairs with broad flat arms, huge ugly clumsy pieces very hard to shift about and too deep for comfort, dens rather than chairs — you always wanted to curl your legs up and squat in them; one of the crude expensive fashions of the time, but at least they had faded chintz covers which suited the room. The walls were panelled in white wood, the mantelpiece was of white wood; it was a reassuringly restful room.

            
At the Abbey, crises never failed. A child fell and got concussion. Another began breaking windows. Another ran wild, and tore through the house flushed, hoarse, screaming with laughter; she infected some of the small ones with her wildness and lavatory talk and started them screaming too and shouting nonsense. Someone was stealing money. A girl was found to be going to a nearby farm, enticed by the farmer. A disturbed child left alone briefly threw clothes onto a fire and caused a small conflagration. The Matron, after being careless and neglectful in some ways for a long time, and being told off at last, gave notice. Lazy dirty servants broke or cracked in less than one term all the crockery bought when they arrived, and had to be given notice. When Mark came back after six months, he was in a pretty disturbed state, and soon began exciting and stimulating the 

girls, rousing jealousies among them by his favouritism, taking liberties with them, and because they were fond of him and trusted him it seemed very likely that he would soon seduce one of them. He had to go; but still Lissie felt responsible and was obliged to make provision for him.

            
We clung to life, clung to the very edge of life, to the small circle of warmth and light which Lissie's fire precariously gave. The realm of freedom and light seemed to be dwindling round us as darkness and repression spread through the world. Nazi Germany was plainly growing stronger and more defiant while England and France, nominally opposed to it and in fact greatly alarmed by its open preparation for war, remained passively defensive and seemed to retreat before every advance it made. The British Government was mesmerized by the threat of Hitler, and yet often seemed to be in secret collusion with the Nazis. Its trickery in managing to oppose sanctions against Mussolini when he invaded Abyssinia was followed by its virtual capitulation to German and Italian blackmail in the Spanish civil war. English opinion was split over that war as over no other cause since 1914 at least.

            
The Spanish war became almost an English domestic cause. If Franco, supported by Hitler and Mussolini, defeated the Republic, what hope was there for liberal democracy in England? British liberals and radicals identified themselves with the Spanish Republic. Many went voluntarily to fight in Spain, others visited Spain to see the war for themselves, among them the poets 
W. H. Auden and Stephen Spender. Spender's direct and moving poems, which appeared in various journals, confronted us with the intimate human tragedy of the war. Auden's poem 'Spain' came out as a pamphlet in May 1937 just as I went to the Abbey. This is a rhetorical statement combining imaginative sweep in Auden's most individual manner with an immediate application which is inescapable; it included also what I could only think an element of mythology or make-believe which seriously weakened the imaginative truthfulness of the poem — I mean especially the preposterous line 'The conscious acceptance of guilt in the necessary murder', to which the only possible rejoinder seemed 
E. M. Forster's: 'If I had to choose between betraying my country and betraying my friend, I hope I should 

have the guts to betray my country.' (It was many years before I saw through that sham antithesis.) But I too felt how crucial it was for us that the Republic should survive, so that I followed the course of the war with trepidation; and responded to Auden's poem, and to Spender's too, like a leaf to the wind.

            
But it did not occur to me even to think of going to Spain myself. Instinctively I shunned war and everything to do with it; I was not a practical man, I was timid and cowardly, and I had no wish to die, for however good a cause. Underneath all my overt allegiances I felt obscurely what I could never consciously acknowledge, that it was my business to survive, to live through the horror of the time, and still if possible make something of my life and of any gifts I might prove to possess.

            
Lissie wanted to be a communist, but was put off by the dogmatism and intolerance of communists as well as by doubts about communist methods. Reading Edgar Snow's 
Red Star Over China seemed to allay her uncertainties, as it strengthened my sympathies, for the Chinese communists at least; for a long time I had in mind a poem about their long march, perhaps rather in the manner of Perse's 'Anabasis' which 
T. S. Eliot had translated. James's first book, 
Crisis in China, came out from Macmillan's and reinforced Snow's thesis, all the more when he wrote to Jack in September that he was about to join the Chinese communist armies as a newspaper correspondent. Lissie expected to become a communist, if only to try it. She remarked to me one day that she had lived every minute of her life, which I saw in her face when it wore at times an expression almost unbearably tragic. The Abbey would never have come into being if Lissie's marriage had been a happy one, and if her child had lived.

            
Very slowly Lel improved all through the summer. In October at last her wound had healed, the surgeon said she could leave the nursing home, and advised her going to Eastbourne to get all the sun and good air possible and prepare herself for the voyage to New Zealand. The excellent nurse who had been looking after her very fortunately agreed to go with her to Eastbourne, and stay with her until she was ready to sail.

            
Eastbourne got every kind of weather, winds, storm, sun; 
south-

west gales beat the brown and white waves against the front. We had rooms on the top floor of a hotel, where we might almost have been at sea; the wind at night made the noise of a ship's shrouds, the waves rolled in below. On sunny warm days we were able to walk about and even sit on the front and watch plump gulls bobbing up and down on the small waves. Trawlers or tramp steamers sometimes almost lined the horizon. Although Lel was so much better physically she was still very nervous and easily upset; some trivial enough incident might send her into a fit of hysterical weeping, sudden unaccountable pains frightened and depressed her and she feared to be left alone. Early in December she and her nurse moved up to town and stayed at the Welbeck Hotel, off Wigmore Street where Grandfather and others of the family once used to stay; it was quiet, conveniently situated, and not far from the de Beers in Sussex Place. In a few weeks we were to sail for New Zealand. For that I had been preparing myself. But I was going because of Lel, not with any clear purpose of my own.

          

        



* See poem 'Fabled City of Agape' in 'Night Cries, Wakari Hospital', 
Home Ground
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I 
had not lived in New Zealand before as an adult; in 1931 I was still, with my student friends, half a student. Very quickly I was made to feel that it would not be easy to live in New Zealand going one's own way, as in London.

            
A few days after we reached Dunedin, I took a stroll one hot morning of high summer, late in February 1938. Lel and her nurse were at Manono, I was staying with Emily in Constitution Street, which climbs steeply from lower London Street to Heriot Row. I walked up the hill and past Olveston, the Theomins' huge over-furnished house in which Dorothy was now living in solitary splendour, round the Town Belt with the glimpses of Bankton it gave through the trees, past the Boys' High School, along Arthur Street, through the English beeches of Jubilee Park to High Street, and down to meet Lel and my father in town — a walk which took the best part of an hour. Most of the way until I reached town I met very few people, and only women; even the dogs seemed to be bitches, every one of them. The women looked at me so curiously and disapprovingly that I wondered what was wrong, yet I was conventionally enough dressed. Even in town, walking with Lel and my father, who took us to open bank accounts, we — or was it only I? — attracted surprised unfriendly stares. And this happened whenever I went walking about the town or the suburbs on week days.

            
I soon realized that I was the only male creature in Dunedin who was not working, who hadn't a job — for the unemployed were clearly marked as such. And no honest respectable man goes about without a job; if for some obscure reason he hasn't one, he does not show himself. It is not only an offence against society to be seen in the streets flaunting the fact that one does 

not work like everyone else; it challenges the settled order of things, a threat that no right thinking New Zealander could tolerate. It makes one an object of suspicion, and more, an enemy.

            
In Dunedin after six years the family had shrunk. My father was at the Fernhill Club; how he could bear to live there I did not know — the thought of semi-public life in such a place appalled me. Hatty was now living in Auckland, where we had seen her when we arrived. A few relations had died and their houses been sold, not that they had ever meant much to me. The de Beers' house, and their life in Dunedin, which still seemed close in 1931, were now a far-off memory. Manono was no longer, as it had seemed once, the centre of a whole circle of relations and old friends. The Todds had given up 
Bendix Hallenstein's house across Victoria Street and moved to Grendon Street, out of my ken, although I visited them as a matter of course and loved them as of old; Bruce now had a sheep station on the river terraces below Dansey's Pass, Glenshee, Roland was farming at Gore; while Ione moved about the world as a painter. But she was a disappointing one, she painted what convention had taught us all to see, without translating it into terms of her own. Only Elespie was settled with her parents.

            
Grandfather had changed hardly at all; it was little more than fifteen months since I had said goodbye to him in London. If he had grown a shade more morose, short and impatient, he was still unalterably himself, still with me, still mine. His clasp lingered as he drew my hand through his when saying goodnight. When he was tired he dragged his feet and shuffled over the carpet, and walked stiffly, as if weighed down with a weariness not to be slept off. He supported me as before in all I did, kept discreet silence without being asked, while he must have been wishing an altogether different life for me, as I knew well.

            
Emily had settled with Elespie in a house only a few minutes' walk away. It was the garden rather than the house which attracted her, a narrow longish garden of flat lawn between flower-beds with an urn on a pedestal (copied from some Romanesque original) in the middle, a small shady pool to one side, a small brick shrine overhung by a big rambling rose-bush separating off the strip of vegetable garden beyond, and at the end of that a 

row of seven lombardy poplars rather close together, through which showed Mt Cargill and Signal Hill.

            
The view had changed, in six years. The harbour waterfront, before you reached the wharves, was now decorated with groups of huge light-silver oil drums announcing in giant letters 
europa, plume, shell. At first sight I thought: Hideous! but then began to like them, although they gave the waterfront the air of a Near Eastern port. Two tall wireless masts had been set up on the highest near point of the Peninsula, beyond Highcliff. The quarry that defaced the foot of Signal Hill behind Logan Park was spreading. I thought the town ugly and yet interesting to look at. The Peninsula beyond, its background across the narrow harbour, showed drab shades of pale straw-brown and green, black lines and lumps of pine and macrocarpa giving it heaviness, solid unchanging identity, although the fields framed by those black lines changed colour with the light. How different from the prevailing green of England, so much lighter and more delicate; strong oil as against subtle water-colour.

            
I stayed with Emily most of the time I was in Dunedin, but also at Manono. She was glad to have a man in the house, although I was far from being a practical one. She had a habit of pouncing on any young man as soon as he arrived on the doorstep and exclaiming that she had a job just waiting for him: it was a measure of her need in living alone with Elespie, so that I sympathized. Most young men did not mind, responding to her welcoming hospitality; and they flocked to Elespie, who Was about nineteen, exuberant and lovely, with blue eyes, a head of waving fair hair, and a smile that seldom left her and made a warm light in which she seemed to float.

            
Neither Emily nor Elespie lacked company, younger and older. Dunedin allowed a few distinct individuals, most of them within the orbit of the university, which was the oldest in the country, still in name the only one, and the one most like a university, partly because Dunedin was small and compact like university towns in older countries. The city fathers in recent times have not much liked the university, yet it is Dunedin's chief if not sole distinction. They wanted to be big men of affairs running a 

raw booming business town; they foolishly envied and vainly yearned to ape the run-away sprawling growth of Auckland and Christchurch; pretended realists with little sense of reality. Some of them would have pulled down the few buildings that give the town character; the dramatic Scottish baronial railway station, whose expansiveness and richness of detail seem a final gesture of the nineteenth century's confident exuberance; the well-designed dignified Town Hall in the Octagon (which a later city council vulgarly defaced by pulling down its tower — quite unnecessarily as the Dunedin architects pointed out — and replacing it with a low shoddy makeshift, as if in hatred of good architecture). Timid petty-minded conformists most of them, they wanted only timid conformity and would have liked a conventional tasteless railway station such as those that disgrace Wellington and Christchurch, out of date as soon as put up because lacking any style whatever — ah, but modern, modern.

            
A few older notabilities were still active. Miss Kelsey rang up one day to say she liked a poem of mine in 
Tomorrow; she was nearly eighty-three and I doubted that she could have made much of it, simple though it was, but she seemed at least ten years younger in her vigorous interest in the world, and quavered as enthusiastically as ever about Dante and Blake, Wordsworth and William Allingham (who wrote 'Up the airy mountain, Down the rushy glen'). She treasured her acquaintance with Mrs Allingham, who had given her some pages of her husband's diary, which I recall being allowed to see. Her dark rooms crowded with books and pictures on the ground floor of a house at the corner of Scotland Street and Cargill Street belonged unchangeably to the late nineteenth century; it was that time she still lived in, that time's taste she breathed. The eldest girl of a large family, too self-willed to get on easily with her stepmother, she came to New Zealand with — or to join — two brothers, one of whom was an organist in Wellington and later perhaps in Melbourne. Being very well-educated and well-read in English literature, she became governess to the elder Allen girls, Ina and Dolly, and then started a school to which I think Mother and Emily went for a time. Noticing me once being taken for a walk by Miss Darling when I was four or so, she bore down on 

us at high speed down the street, tapped my forehead twice saying 'Brains, brains', and was gone without stopping.

            
Her close friends were now the Rosses and Aliens, and the Downie Stewarts, who lived only three minutes up the hill. Theirs was a comfortable old house of one storey in front and two behind which nestled on a ledge of the steep spur between Heriot Row and Constitution Street (its lower garden gate opened on to the latter, a little below Emily's house across the road); through sheltering trees it looked south and east over the town, well placed to catch the sweet smells from Irvine and Stevenson's jam factory below London Street, which blew up as far as Manono too. Miss Kelsey sent me to visit Willie (
Mr Downie Stewart) and his sister May. He was a lawyer who had been 
m.p. for Dunedin West, our constituency, for the twenty years of his political life, and one of the country's ablest politicians. He was now about sixty and very crippled with arthritis, bound to a chair by the fire, a rug over his knees; he could hardly turn his head as he held out to you a weak limp hand. He was a well-educated well-read man of alert mind, who still followed public affairs keenly and was equally ready to talk about books and writers. He talked cheerfully, showing no regret, although if he had been a less drably conventional minister of finance, and less crippled, he might (historians say) have become prime minister instead of Coates in 1925. 
J. C. Beaglehole had written of him that he was Vise with all the wisdom of a world that had ended', and 'saw with terrible distinctness the disadvantages of everything'. He spoke kindly of Beaglehole — who had indeed written of him with respect although critically; and of 
Katherine Mansfield, of 
Eileen Duggan, whom I think he knew in Wellington, of 
Robin Hyde, whom he had befriended not long before in Dunedin, of D'Arcy Cresswell. He had met Ian last year, whom he thought too wholly radical, as he found Beaglehole too anti-English, too New-Zealand-for-itself.

            
The Aliens too were a political family. 
Sir James Allen, another very able lawyer, had sat for the Otago constituency of Bruce and was Minister of Defence under Massey during the first world war; as such, he was responsible for the regulations under which 
Archibald Baxter suffered so cruelly as a conscientious objector. Unhappily, his wife was unstable in mind and 

only one of his five children married, Ina, Mrs Montgomery of Little River. The eldest son had been killed in the first war; Dolly was blind and lived in Christchurch; Rona was unstable and looked after (and was looked after by) her parents and her blind brother Charles in Dunedin.

            

Charles Allen had been ordained an Anglican clergyman, but early failing sight forced him to give up. He had literary ambitions, wrote and published verse, novels and plays, and later edited a very poor would-be literary magazine. His mind and emotions seemed not to have developed, remaining fixed in the pre-war time of his growth; his work was pallid and trivial. Always cheerful when I visited him, he liked being read to for a little but then preferred to talk; he needed an audience, he did not want to listen much, he scarcely asked questions. He was remarkably self-sufficient, shut up in the cosy bookish world of thirty years before; commonplace literary chat and gossip were what interested him most. He was a tall handsome man, very erect, head held high and white hair swept back, with unseeing whitish eyes and some indicative narrowness in the structure of his head; usually he wore light grey herringbone tweeds. He felt his way about his parents' big old house, Arana, with great speed and even precipitancy, and later about the smaller house which he and Rona built for themselves in one corner of its large garden, on St David's Street. Outside he walked with a white stick, quite fast. He often took long walks after dark; one met him all over the hilly parts of the town, striding out confidently, led by a big dog that strained at the leash.

            
I felt nothing in common with either him or Downie Stewart. They had worlds that sufficed them; I was the prey of a world they seemed unaware of. Among the most responsive and vigorous people in Dunedin were two young librarians, 
John Harris, the University Librarian, and 
A. G. W. Dunningham, City Librarian. The first I had known at Oxford, not well; his long lean face and strong nose had grown more sharply defined since then. He had suffered criticism, suspicion and hardship too for his radical views — suspicion which even his great unquestioned ability as a librarian did not silence. His wife Rita, equally radical, very fair and trim and most articulate, who dressed well and made an excellent hostess, was to show organizing ability 

that matched John's. Both were involved in left-wing affairs. Ida Lawson took me one evening to a Left Book Club meeting at which John presided easily over some thirty people; he and Rita had a large part in running one of the small co-operative bookshops which sprang up about then in the four chief towns. Rita had been brought up a Roman Catholic, and had made the not uncommon plunge from one extreme to the other; at that time she was perhaps a little more conventionally progressive than John. They made a gay, serious, formidably determined pair. John was virtually refounding the university library as a modern professional institution, just in time to meet the great expansion of the university. Only ten years later, when the foundations were well laid, he went to Ibadan as first librarian of the new University College of Nigeria, with the declared intention of creating the finest library in Africa.

            
While John suggested drive and purpose and great reserves of power, Archie Dunningham looked all finesse and discretion. Black-haired, smoothly rounded and sleek as an otter, with flawless pale olive complexion, talking rapidly in a low voice which he raised whenever necessary to silence objection, and slowing down at times to linger on and repeat a word or phrase, with quick soothing gestures of his hands and slightly frowning concentrated face, he span a cocoon of propositions and schemes which admitted no possibility of your disagreeing. He was in fact as purposeful and determined as John, a strong restless intelligence concerned both to make a first-rate library in Dunedin, so far as that was possible, and to define the principles and reorganize the practice of librarianship in New Zealand. He was thorough, and thoroughly diplomatic. Politically, he was as alert as John, but his enemies were nonsense and inefficiency rather than this or that system. American librarianship had his approval; he mocked at old-fashioned English methods, at England generally; in effect, he was more of a root-and-branch man than John.

            
Some people are independent and self-sufficient always, partly because the stimulus they need does not mean that they must keep in touch with intellectual and artistic life abroad. The 

Colliers, who were of that kind, had now left Dunedin and gone to live near Blenheim, where Hilary had started a seed farm. Mr Collier was retired and in poor health, Hilary seemed to be less strong than he looked, so that Mrs Collier worried about both and about Pruie, who was expecting her first child. She had married A. W. Anderson, an able witty Scottish botanist, who had worked with 
David Tannock in the Public Gardens in Dunedin and was to become curator of the Botanical Gardens in Timaru and to write several good popular books on plants. In frosty sunny midwinter I drove with the Colliers and their friends about the Marlborough countryside. One still clear day we picnicked at Rarangi, at the north end of Cloudy Bay, then climbed up to an old pa site on a bluff above White's Bay. Across Cook Strait, blue air softened the bare North Island hills. Through glasses we made out Pencarrow Light at the entrance to Port Nicholson, and the light on Cape Campbell at the north-eastern point of the South Island.

            
The plain of the Wairau looked rough and scrubby with pines, macrocarpas, willows, and houses. South of Blenheim, the myriad folds and little ridges of the low smooth denuded hills grew intensely clear and hard, climbing up to the high white Kaikouras. In summer those hills glowed with fanatical heat in the burning air; there was something extreme in the climate and topography of the lower Wairau, which the gentle Colliers did not seem suited to. Hilary died there young and unmarried only a few years later, when his farm was just beginning to show the result of his determined hard work. It was to be Bettina's children, and Pruie's, who must carry on the rare precious Collier gift, the eccentric anomalous seed of love.

            
I forget when I first heard of 
Ursula Bethell; Fred and Eve had often spoken of her in England. I doubt if I had read any of her poems until I bought a copy of 
Time and Place in Christ-church, March 1938, two years after its publication by the Caxton Press in an edition of 250 copies. It Was Fred and Eve who insisted that I meet her; but I had begun to hear of her from other people too; one of them being that genial learned man Archdeacon Whitehead, Warden of Selwyn College in 

Dunedin and a friend of Grandfather's and of Alfred and Dora. He showed me his extensive library — a library in the true sense of a coherent organized collection, which he was to bequeath to the college; I heard him lecture in a 
w.e.a. or Adult Education course; he was a well-read, well-informed lecturer who spoke a surprisingly flat broad New Zealand speech. He and 
Ursula Bethell were fellow intellectuals and fellow Anglicans, but it was not only her fellows who spoke of her.

            
She seemed to be the centre of an astonishingly diverse circle of interesting people, many of the younger of whom were so close to her that she almost directed their lives — with them I believe she saw herself as a spiritual director of a traditional kind. She looked the part. I could imagine her hearing confessions, a tall gaunt severe woman a little bent as if with listening, with a fine aquiline nose for direction, a penetrating gaze when she turned it on you and a rare warming smile. Very English. Very Anglican. But somewhat modified by New Zealand, and by being a poet.

            
About Ursula Bethell there was nothing enclosed. She looked weary and nervous and I thought her without hope the first time Fred took me to see her. She lived in a few small rooms and a balcony 'almost with a view' (she was thinking of her view from Cashmere), part of a house in Webb Street off Papanui Road, which she had given to the church — St Faith's House. She was alone. The great friend with whom she had lived at Rise Cottage on Cashmere, Effie Pollen, had died four years earlier, a loss she never recovered from. Her rooms were crowded with books and magazines on every subject imaginable, literature and religion above all. She was very well-read, and talked well about what she had read and thought. She had worked at boys' clubs in the East End of London, and had helped run such a club in Christchurch, so that she was practical and experienced; but intellectual and religious above all.

* She gave us what she called a New Zealand morning tea, then we sat on her little balcony talking and hearing the warm norwester blow softly in the trees.

            
We became friends from that day, sharing many interests. It was no obstacle to her that I was not a Christian and was not obviously, although still youngish, seeking direction. She dismay ed me later on by telling me that she did not like my poems 



* See 'The Estate', section xviii, 'I think of one who stood, our world's apprentice', in 
The Estate



and advising me to give up writing and to be a 'patron' — she saw people as having distinct roles, which she liked to define for them. I was a little hurt, but not indignant, and not at all persuaded. One day perhaps she might change her mind. I read her poems, but not attentively enough. It was 'The Long Harbour' and 'By Burke's Pass' that struck me most then, although I felt their heavy wordiness; they were poems about the New Zealand that possessed her as it did me, and that had not yet been written about. When I wrote to her, it was those poems I mentioned. The lighter but more finished poems of 
From A Garden In The Antipodes, the quieter, purer and surer poems that did not try so hard, 'Spring Snow and Tui', 'Warning of Winter' — these had not yet reached me. But she was without doubt one of the country's very few poets.

            
Further meetings reinforced my first sense that she was outwardly rather gaunt and forbidding: the large romanish nose, large long ears rather pink and usually visible, dark noticeable eyebrows, and grey thinning untidy hair, straight and lifeless, brushed back from the centre of her forehead and cut short. Her eyes were somewhat sunk, blue and direct when they looked at you; thin mouth, strong slightly pointed chin. Only the last time we met she gave me a long searching absorbing look, in place of her usual swift piercing momentary glances; she smiled infrequently, and spoke as though out of some abyss of remoteness and sorrow, into which she sank again when silent.

            
Even in many hours together we did not exhaust all we found to talk about, and her letters were often long. Her beautiful elegant handwriting reminded me of Joy Scovell's, but was closer, tighter perhaps, more self-aware; no one I knew in New Zealand before 
James Baxter wrote more beautifully. She was not simply interested in a great many things, in Emily's way, but she had to know, to relate, to understand. Her Christianity was thorough, based on knowledge and reason as well as on intuition, feeling, faith. For my dear gay devout Ethel Englefield in Rome, her Catholic faith was instinctive and perfectly natural even when difficult, it was of the marrow of her being. 
Ursula Bethell's Anglican faith, although a long, probably lifelong habit, was reasoned as well as felt, an intellectual faith which troubled her, shook her, which she struggled with; she quoted an English 

mystic to me — 'Faith is a desolate thing.' In her poems it is now serene, now troubled, now desolate, always present, the ballast and keel of her life.

            
She spoke a great deal about her friends, most of them then young and many to become well-known. I met a number of them with or through her; 
Leicester Webb, who was then leader-writing for the Christchurch 
Press, and his wife Carol; 
John Schroder, assistant editor of the 
Press, who ran its Saturday literary page; John Summers, who became a book-seller, the philosopher Arthur Prior, 
M. H. Holcroft, leader-writer for the 
Southland Times, whose first New Zealand essays were to be published only a few years later; 
Rodney Kennedy, a painter and friend of painters, George Gabites, who worked in the General Assembly Library in Wellington and later at School Publications, and his brother Paul, who became a diplomat, R. N. Field, a painter and sculptor who taught at the School of Art in Dunedin, H. C. D. Somerset, author of 
Littledene, a study of a small country community which was something new in New Zealand and seemed of great importance. Other friends of hers I came to know at different times — Ngaio Marsh, Valmai Moffett the cellist, D'Arcy Cresswell, the writer 
B. E. Baughan.

            
The last she sent me to visit at Akaroa, the scene of her own poem 'The Long Harbour'. I was prepared to see it through her eyes, but having to drive through fog in Christchurch and mist at Lake Ellesmere washed my eyes clear of presupposition. The quiet hill slopes round the harbour lay winter-green that would be all dry grass and clay colour in summer), spotted over with wiry manukas, anchored here and there by the dead darkness of macrocarpa and pine. Dense white cloud rested softly on the ridge of hills and brimmed over in little tongues. Ngaio trees grew out of the land rather than weighting it down, and walnuts, fabrics of air with pale light trunks like those of fig-trees in Greece and yellowing leaves. The water was just unsteady, lit— leaden, gulls and swans floating on it. Among the rocks where little ripples broke people were gathering oysters and cockles. In the town, ngaios and Norfolk Island pines grew along the curving line of little old wooden shops, white and red, with veranda roofs over the pavement. Miss Baughan lived in an isolated house high up the hill, a handsome woman with 
grey-

white thick hair cut short that she pushed her hands through in impatience. She was full of vigour and humour, happy to be old although she did not seem old, and with no regret for failing senses. She did not want to travel again, nor to write, only to sink deep within; but she still did a great deal of work for prison reform and was active in Akaroa affairs. I did not know her poems and stories then, only her popular pamphlets about Milford Sound and other places, by which, I saw at once, it would be misleading to judge her.

            
There were few of the gifted young and middle-aged, it seemed, whom 
Ursula Bethell did not know; but it was the young for whom she felt especially and who were drawn by her sympathy, understanding and interest. One of those she talked of most was a painter, Toss Woollaston, who had chosen to live for painting, to live very poorly, supporting himself and his wife and young child by seasonal work in Nelson orchards. She thought him very gifted. She wanted me to visit him and see his work.

          

          

            
39

            

from blenheim I took Newman's bus to Nelson, and then the Tasman bus. The sea shone in clear serene moonlight under mild stars. Near Mapua a flashing torch held up the bus. It was the painter. He led me across fields to his house and his quiet dark-haired wife Edith. He was a little polite and nervous. We drank tea by a hot fire and went to bed in the wide still night. Then for three full days we talked, walked, looked — looking at his paintings and drawings and at the postcard reproductions of paintings I had brought with me, and bicycled about the country looking too. It was country clearly made for a painter — but other painters have found their subjects in country which might seem to offer nothing: Lowry's Lancashire, McCahon's North Otago. The house stood on bare ground sloping east and north to the broad gulf of Tasman Bay and the long line of hills stretching far north beyond it and ending in D'Urville Island. To either side lay slopes covered with orchards, bracken and manuka filled the hollows; a few houses marked the flat land ahead, and strong dark pine-trees stood out here and there against the blue 
moun-

tains behind Nelson, which was just ten miles across the bay as the crow flies. The orchards showed a warm blush colour, sometimes a faint blue, their trees changing with the light; the scene was a little Provencal, even Italian.

            
As for the house, it was all Toss's own work. He had built it of big sun-dried bricks of yellow clay made by himself and roofed it with water-proof asbestos; the floor was bare stamped clay, there was a fireplace under an iron-pipe chimney. The fire end of the single biggish room was curtained off for warmth; it held a double bed, a rough fixed desk and bookshelves. At the other end, a window-space stood open, unglassed, a door led outside and to the walled roofed-over kitchen recess, with another fireplace, and behind the kitchen was a lean-to built into the hill slope, where I slept very well. In summer and in still sunny weather the house would have given adequate protection, but in wind and rain and in winter it must have been bleakly uncomfortable, draughty, cold, probably leaky. Toss and Edith looked strong and well when I was with them, and the nine-months-old Joe glowed with well-being, his big round eyes dark and his eyebrows and long lashes black against apple-red cheeks.

            
I soon got to know the scene in the drawings and paintings pinned up on the clay walls of the house: the house itself, the bare slope falling to low ground, the groups of dark pines, the hills, Horo-i-rangi and others, D'Urville over the water. Toss was content to master this one landscape, which offered enough for a lifetime, he remarked. It was a rich landscape, different every hour, every few yards. In a small oil which I bought from Toss on a warm wave of excitement — pine-trees on ochreish hills, a glimpse of Tasman Bay, and the Nelson hills blue-grey and reddish-ochre beyond - I was reminded of some Canadian paintings, which distinguished it from any other painting of his I had seen. Only once before had I bought work direct from a painter, an abstract by John Crockett which we all liked and wanted to keep at the Abbey. The landscape dictated the warm earth colours Toss used, dull-reds, muddy-yellows, blue-greys, shitty-greens (
Rodney Kennedy's phrase), with dense-blacks for pines and macrocarpas; a subdued rich palette by which one knew his work at once. 

*

            



* Among references to Toss Woollaston in the poems, see especially 'Huinga September' in 
Home Ground




            
Yet although he had a number of paintings to show, and many drawings, he got little enough time for painting. It took him and Edith most of their days merely to live. Edith looked after the baby, cooked, made excellent unleavened bread, did the washing, fed their three hens, sewed, darned, mended. Toss had built the house, which was not yet finished; he fetched and chopped wood and kept the fires in (Nelson winters were cold, with severe frosts), carried water, which was of course not laid on, kept the kerosene lamps in order (they had no electricity), dug the ground to plant vegetables and herbs and was draining further ground to try and make a garden. For two or three months in autumn he picked apples in order to make a little money. He often had no more than one whole day a week for painting, but he drew in spare moments; his time seemed well organised. He was free to think about painting while he worked at other things. If it was a hard and circumscribed life it was of his choosing and within it he was his own master.

            
Toss was drawing some government sustenance; there was talk of his being given a Carnegie scholarship, but he did not much want to leave New Zealand — perhaps rightly, I thought. George Gabites foresaw no prospect for him in New Zealand, however, as he told me a little later. Yet George had had the chance that very evening of talking about Toss to a Labour member of Parliament whom he liked and thought honest (Dr McMillan of Dunedin), telling him that Toss was giving his life to his art, living in poverty in order to paint, and had asked whether he could not be granted some kind of help. McMillan was sufficiently interested to promise he would mention it in Cabinet; the matter would then be referred to a committee, George said — and he speculated about the composition of the committee, saying who ought to be on it and who not; he was quietly excited at the prospect. From his position in the General Assembly Library George knew or knew about most people of importance in Wellington, and picked up a good deal about the work of parliament and government.

            
Toss sold a painting or a drawing now and then, but could not count on sales nor hope to live by them. 
Leicester Webb had bought two of his oils, one of them a view of Dunedin through a window, in gay light blues and greens, airier than much of his 

work. An English Mrs Cochrane in Wellington, who had run a small gallery in London (her husband was now in command of the New Zealand air force), was doing her best to help Toss by showing his work and interesting people in it. When I visited her, at his instance, he had just sent her a few oils and more than fifty drawings; there was a good new oil of his house with beehives in front near the road and pines along the hill-top behind, fully worked out and especially rich in colour; and I was moved again by the beauty of some of the drawings. Mrs Cochrane's belief in Toss's gift, strong confirmation of my own feeling, was wonderful support to him and to his friends at a time when no one in any official position took the least interest in his work.

            
Toss drew and painted figures as well as landscapes. Edith was his constant model and the subject of some of his best work; he got anyone who would to sit for him. Other frequent models were the Wells boys — it was the Wellses in whose orchard he had worked for several years and who had allowed him to build his house on their land. He used to go to their house to telephone, he took me to meet them, showed me their apple sheds and explained how the apples were graded; when he and Edith spoke of them I was reminded of a set of characters out of a book by T. F. Powys. The Wellses clearly liked Toss, but they were simple people who had no interest in painting and no appreciation of his work. The only neighbours with whom he had anything in common were a gentle elderly Mr and Mrs Scott a few miles away at Ruby Bay; we bicycled over to see them. They lived in a crib under high yellow cliffs near a stretch of cold bush, looking directly across the quiet sea bay to Nelson. Mr Scott, a well-taught painter himself, had once given Toss lessons there; he and his wife lived very frugally, meagrely; she was still handsome although sallow and worn bone-thin. After tea with them we looked for stones on the beach; Toss, but Edith still more, shared my love for stones; those which they chose to keep they laid on the window ledge of their house.

            
Toss and Edith were as quiet as the landscape, quiet in their ways and in speech, with complete understanding for each other, although the difficulties of their rough exigent life in which everything took so long harassed Edith at times. By nature she was calm and restful, her clear skin high-coloured, her speech 

softly Scottish. Toss spoke well, having little or nothing of raw country New Zealand in his pronunciation. His short-cut fairish beard somehow camouflaged his features — the chin pointed and prominent, a very thin-lipped, slightly twisted and set-looking mouth, short nose above a very straight upper lip, and light-blue eyes. I felt I hardly knew what he was like, either in looks or in himself, greatly as I warmed to him, and to Edith too. Miss Bethell had known him for nearly ten years and thought him a Franciscan poverello, made to be a saint, yet without any great driving force, so that she wondered if he was a true-born artist: he was not very strong-willed (she said), his simplicity and spiritual urge were his charm and beauty. But who would choose to live so poorly, flouting convention, without strong conviction? and it was not poverty he had chosen, but painting.

            
I had already met a Dunedin friend of his, 
Rodney Kennedy, who always had paintings and drawings by Toss which he showed to everyone interested. He believed in Toss without reserve, generously, selflessly; his enthusiasm was catching. He gave his friendship to other artists too, having abandoned painting himself as if to serve his friends. He was very short, strongly built, with a big head and broken nose, and when happy he bubbled oyer with high spirits and humour and kept firing off verbal cracks like a repeater rifle, sparing no one.

* He and Toss had been together at the School of Art in Dunedin — Toss had gone there only briefly, not wanting formal teaching. Rodney lived, very poorly and precariously, by doing anatomical drawings for the Medical School, where he had a room and kept Toss's work. There were several paintings I had not seen at Mapua; one of a youthful Edith sewing, in palest-greyish pink and blue, seemed to me especially lovely. Rodney was equally interested in drama; he was then busy with the sets and costumes and staging of Capek's 
The Insect Play, which John Findlay, the Professor of Philosophy, was producing for the Left Book Club, and was himself doing two short pieces by Chekhov for the Drama League or some other body.

            
He and Toss had greatly admired a teacher who helped and befriended them at the School of Art, R. N. Field, one of several Englishmen who had come to New Zealand in the twenties, a 



* See 'The Estate', section xv, 'Watch him, this Puck of ours', in 
The Estate



painter, sculptor and potter still teaching there; he was a friend of 
Ursula Bethell and the Pages. Unluckily he had become a Buchmanite, and his recent painting had gone flabby. But his earlier work was strong, built up mosaic-like in flashes of clear colour to make a striking design, as in his portrait of Miss Kelsey (an excellent likeness) and his 
Christ at the Well of Samaria. Toss was not then entirely alone as a painter, although alone as an artist must be who lives to do his own work and nothing else. That even one such artist had appeared in New Zealand at once changed the nature of the country. If Toss survived, then other artists too would appear in time and perform — whatever the cost — their essential fertilizing, civilizing work; work that before it could be received must disturb and unsettle a society so timid and shallow, so loosely settled on the surface of the country in an order so easily set up and so little questioned. The country had not searched its foundations, nor had it fought for its liberties; such beliefs as it professed had scarcely been tested. To most people, New Zealand was still a poster-country — that was how painters continued to show it, that was how New Zealanders thought of it. In his work as in his way of life, Toss implicitly repudiated any such view; neither, then, would be accepted easily.

            
Field, as an Englishman, was not concerned in the same way with New Zealand. But Toss was not alone in repudiating standard views. I had been excited and moved to sympathy by D'Arcy Cresswell's 
Poet's Progress: here was a man determined to live as the poet he believed himself to be. He had utter conviction, unflagging courage and persistence. No hardships daunted him. No rebuffs shook his belief in himself. But his book describes his life in England; only at the end of it he sets off for New Zealand again. How had he fared? Was he, like Toss, determined to live in New Zealand, and by living here to change the country slowly? His repudiation of prevailing views and attitudes, if instinctive, was reasoned too; he had set it out plainly. Now I found that he was still here, and before we met he sent me a copy of his sonnets, 
Lyttelton Harbour.

            
Cresswell was staying in the house in Wellington where George Gabites lived, 18 Eccleston Hill, close to Parliament Buildings. I had expected a rather tall gaunt man and he was 

small, dark-skinned, with dark hair and eyes and a musical voice, in an inconspicuous way the slightly countrified literary man. I liked him, his fine features and his manliness, his well-chosen clothes, his quiet composed friendly manner, but was surprised to find on reflection that I had been talking to him as to someone younger than myself, not ten years older. Did he appear so active and youthful because he was detached from New Zealand, whereas Toss (who might have been far his senior) was rooted in it, part of it — yes, he 
was New Zealand, I saw now, the New Zealand that was coming to be. Cresswell by comparison appeared almost a butterfly figure; for all his theorizing, for all the hardships he had suffered, the pain and compassion he had known (who can forget his picture of the Rat House in 
Poet's Progress?), a man who seemed not quite to belong anywhere. His poetry was disappointing; its flashes were not enough to sustain his claims. Not that I wished to refute those claims, which were, essentially, claims for the autonomy of the poet rather than for himself alone.

            
Someone else, as it happened, was already doing that in part, without asserting himself. In March, 
Denis Glover had sent me his latest publication from the Caxton Press, a book of poems called 
Dominion, by 
A. R. D. Fairburn. I read them with excitement and recognition. Here for the first time, more directly and clearly than in 
Ursula Bethell, the physical New Zealand I loved had been brought to life in poetry. The poems were uneven, in part too flatly theorizing, treatise not recreated in imagination; and Fairburn had not always worked quite hard enough, too soon satisfied with what he had put down. Yet when he wrote of what he knew and loved he wrote of the country as no one else had yet written:

            

              
In the summer we rode in the clay country,


              
the road before us trembling in the heat


              
and on the warm wind the scent of tea-tree,


              
grey and wind-bitten in winter, odorous under summer noon,


              
with spurts of dust under the hoofs


              
and a crackle of gorse on the wayside farms.


              
At dusk the sun fell down in violet hills


              
and evening came and we turned our horses


              
homeward through dewy air.
            

            


            
That was unforgettable; and I kicked myself later that I had not written to tell Fairburn so on my first delighted reading. I did not know fully then what it means to a writer to be told you have enjoyed his work — especially in New Zealand where the writer's audience is so small.

            

Dominion, said a note with the book, 'is probably the most important work issued for the Caxton Club'; but 
Denis Glover printed any good work he could find, when he had the time and money. He and his partner John Drew lived by commercial printing. The Caxton Press in Victoria Street was a bare shed with a partition dividing what was politely called office in front from works behind. The little books printed there just paid for themselves and no more. To have the press and to experiment was Denis's pleasure; he wanted to go to England for two things only, to see the Clarendon Press 'and learn to print', and to meet Eric Gill. He proposed printing some of my poems, setting them in Gill's Perpetua, of which he had a font coming; he would print an edition of one hundred copies and give me twenty-five. At this I was amazed and almost overwhelmed, and grateful to Denis, and yet also quite matter-of-fact. 'How easy is it then.' The book came out about a year after I had given Denis the final revisions.

            
I spent a good part of the winter in Christchurch, staying with Kate and Tim at Amberley, with Fred and Eve at Governor's Bay, and in a gloomy room in a rather decayed house near Latimer Square. Its seediness was the other face of the brittle brightness of Christchurch, which was trying to forget that it was built on a low boggy plain, and in its combination of raffertyness and pretentiousness always gave me a sense of unreality. Its claim to be English was ludicrous; a dignified stone cathedral modelled on a French church, a narrow stream shaded with weeping willows and called the Avon, streets named after English cathedral towns, and pretty gardens, conventionally gay with flowers in season: on the strength of these it pretended not to be common New Zealand, but something a cut above. True, Christchurch men and women often wore better-cut clothes than other New Zealanders, and they spoke better, if sometimes too consciously and affectedly. The 
Press was the best newspaper in the country, priding itself on a literary tradition which went back 

to Samuel Butler in the sixties. It was the most reliable and generally fair-minded paper, even sometimes liberal, it gave more and better-presented overseas news, its reports and leading articles were better-written than those of other papers. That was one good reason for living in Christchurch. And yet the town was the shallowest of the four. My friends there gave me the impression of belonging to a different Christchurch from the one I saw and felt, but as if they alone made up that different town, which I could not quite believe in.

            
Was it in part the very pretentiousness of Christchurch which provoked the radicalism that kept breaking out there? 
Ursula Bethell, 
Denis Glover and the Caxton Press, the fortnightly 
Tomorrow, all three were signs of it — not to mention the orthodox political radicalism which has been strong in the town for so long.

            

Kennaway Henderson, who ran 
Tomorrow single-handed as a labour of love, was not at all what I had expected from his cartoons. They did the journal harm, I thought, being so wretchedly ugly in line and politically so juvenile in their naive abstract-ness — if one had judged by them one would have dismissed 
Tomorrow as worthlessly doctrinaire, whereas it was far more down-to-earth than they suggested. Much of its comment was able and pertinent, most of the good New Zealand writers of the time wrote for it. In not quite seven years it printed more than thirty of the early stories of 
Frank Sargeson, stories by 
Roderick Finlayson and many others, as well as poems and other work by R. A. K. Mason, 
A. R. D. Fairburn, 
Allen Curnow, 
Denis Glover, reports from China by 
James Bertram (the only ones appearing in the country from a New Zealander on the spot and as such of quite exceptional value), and many sound thoughtful book reviews by 
Winston Rhodes, Frank Gadd, 
Frank Sargeson, F. Sinclaire (Professor of English at Canterbury), 
W. B. Sutch and others. 
J. C. Beaglehole, 
Ormond Wilson, 
Ian Milner, 
Arthur Sewell (Professor of English at Auckland), 
J. A. W. Bennett, 
H. N. Parton, 
Walter Nash, Alexander Miller, John A. Lee, 
Robin Hyde, 
Willis Airey, all wrote for it at times — a remarkable list.

            
As a journal of opinion, 
Tomorrow was probably more influential than any New Zealand periodical before or since. Ironically, 

typically, it was to be suppressed in the following year by the country's first Labour government, which it had so strongly but critically supported; its contributor 
Walter Nash was a leading member of that government. 
Kennaway Henderson was small, oldish, mild-looking, kindly-spoken. Round his office walls, a little top room at 81 Hereford Street, were hung his wishy, fairylike water-colours, which I dared not look at openly for fear he should ask me what I thought of them. I went to a meeting with him and two of his informal advisers, Glover and Rhodes, and to another to help with proof-reading. 
Tomorrow had so many good contributors that one could no longer think of New Zealand as being socially and politically unconscious, without a mind and voice of its own. And yet how precariously that voice made itself heard, how easily it might be smothered and fall silent. It depended entirely on this one ageing man of small means, with his good will, his kind heart, and his perhaps rather limited outlook.

            
A number of both writers and readers who should have been 
Tomorrow's natural supporters were put off by what was narrow and doctrinaire — Henderson's repulsive cartoons, and some of its political comment. Fred Page, George Gabites, and articulate younger people whom I met in Christchurch such as the painter 
Leo Bensemann (who joined 
Denis Glover soon after at the Caxton Press) and the writer 
Lawrence Baigent, 
Douglas Lilburn, the composer, and no doubt others, should have been drawn into it and were not, although all had shown or were to show before long how well they could write — Gabites and Lilburn wrote for it, I think, once only each. It drew on too small and narrow a circle; but since it could not afford to pay contributors (Henderson was of course unpaid), inducements to write for it were not very strong. Probably Henderson's interests were not quite wide enough, and he did not go out of his way to bring new people in. He had his hands full, indeed, to keep 
Tomorrow going at all, and he was no longer young.

            
Both Amberley and Governor's Bay seemed worlds away from Christchurch. 
Tim Thompson had grown from a lovable child into a no less lovable young man, remarkably like his father in 

looks, very tall (he was six foot four), with big bony hands and feet and rough red skin that chapped easily, reddish hair, and a disarming smile which expressed his love of the world, his delight in life, and his interest in and sympathy for everyone he met. He found school work hard, and although eighteen had not yet passed matriculation. He too hoped to be a doctor, and believed he could help to make people happy by sharing their interests — and there was almost nothing that did not interest him. He was living at home, to keep his mother company after his father's death, but going into town three times a week for coaching (because he had been so ill-grounded at Christ's College) with an excellent tutor, Norman Bell, well-known for his independent radical views (he wrote for 
Tomorrow occasionally). Tim was so impressionable and responsive, so intoxicated with the world, that he seemed a poet by nature. He wanted to write poetry, but said he needed to be in a lackadaisical mood to do so — a relaxed but by no means passive mood, he elaborated. The poetry he liked best was that of Masefield, Newbolt, and other such poets, and his own seemed to echo theirs in an undisciplined way; unfortunately he had little gift with words. He was in short a model for poets — the romantic idea of a poet, a subject for poetry, but no poet himself. He was a lover of mountains, birds, yellow poplars, river-beds, manuka, all natural beauty, disliking the town.

            
He used to get up early and drive down to Amberley Beach to see the dawn, and in winter to find frost fish on the stones before the gulls found them. We walked there together, on the wide low flats between the dark grey shingle beach and the terrace of the plain.

            
We watched another such day some miles north, driving by the main road across the Waipara River, where the plain of Canterbury ends, and through the winding Weka Pass. Its big limestone bluffs and free-standing rock figures, shell-grey and a grey almost violet in shadow, broke unexpectedly out of the worn rounded smooth hills; yet these bluffs and figures themselves had been worn into soft contours, old now and no longer violent. The yellow poplar leaves showed grey-white underneath, the bare willows rust-pink. Beyond Waikari we stood among ploughed fields, looking and talking, watching a tractor 

ploughing, a hawk being attacked by magpies. It was quiet country, gentle with age and calm, no bright colour, no broken shapes; any object not quite close in the soft air was rain-pale and gauzy although clear. Compared with this openness and space England, or at least Buckinghamshire, seemed very constricted.

            
Tim was the best of companions, knowing and loving the country so well, feeling it so intensely that I asked if he painted, but no. The air of innocence that he still wore, his beautiful smile, his way of tossing his head unguardedly, his continual laughter, the close observation he showed when comparing Somerset's Littledene with Amberley — all made me love him, but fear for him too. Yet he was not easily vulnerable; his openness and complete want of guile gave him surprising strength. If there was nothing he feared, there was also nothing he asked for himself, unless to drink the world; he was wholly unself-seeking. To be with him was to see, momentarily, through the eyes of a poet as we commonly imagine poets; which is not, surprisingly, a common experience.

            
Eve Page was in her own way as enraptured by the world as Tim, but more purposefully or selectively, with a painter's eye. Form and colour, colour in itself and as it composed form, it was these her eye found and sought. She was not a draughtsman; making a rough pencil outline, she then worked direct on the canvas in colour. It was a joy to be with her too, she had such keen delight in the beauty of the world, and ready appreciation of people as well, their good qualities and their idiosyncrasies. She bubbled over with generous laughter, which was sometimes rueful and directed at herself. Fred had a very lively interest in painting and a good eye for it; he was also beginning to write with point and style when he reviewed shows of painting for the 
Press. Since Eve loved music only less than painting, they complemented each other unusually well. They got married in April at the small church in Governor's Bay. Oliver Duff, an old family friend who had been editor of the 
Press and was soon to be first editor of the 
New Zealand Listener, gave Eve away, the painter Margaret Anderson was her bridesmaid, I was Fred's best man; there was Otto Frankel, an Austrian refugee scientist who worked at the Wheat Research Institute and was soon to marry Margaret, and no one else except the Page and Poison families.

            


            
Fred and Eve moved at once into a neglected old house nearby, Waitahuna. We had all fallen in love with it, a small dark red wooden house of two storeys with a high pointed roof of unpainted corrugated iron, solid board floors, and French windows. A long approach from the road that ran round the bay, between bluegums and then fruit trees, brought you down to a small promontory terrace above the shallow harbour. The house stood on the upper part of the terrace, beyond it was a rounded lawn edged with laurustinus bushes, wattles, and a big wellingtonia, where the high steep bushy bank fell to the shore. Windows on the south side looked through bushes to the water and along the shore of the bay, between the trees in front there were views towards Lyttelton. On the other side, the terrace was bounded by a deep gully filled with bush, a stream at the bottom. There too was the biggest mulberry tree I had ever seen, from which the voluptuous dark berries dropped thickly; it gave cool shade in the middle of the day. Behind rose the tall bluegums, and then, towering above, the skyline of sharp-cut hills which form the rim of the crater-harbour. Almost overhead, cows and sheep were feeding on a little alp of green fields nearly among the gorse and just below the soft grey of the rock rim. Because of these hills, the bay lost the sun early and suffered hard frosts; the days might be hot, but already in early April the air after sunset had an autumn chill. The house was cradled in sound — that of ripples breaking gently below, of wind in the gum-trees, where tuis called throatily. Fred and Eve were as excited about it as children, and with reason; it was an idyllic place, which seemed designed just for them. Yet they could scarcely afford the rent of twenty-five shillings a week; Fred went into town four times a week to teach music, very rarely still Eve sold a painting for a few pounds. As so often before and after I felt ashamed — humiliated — that my friends were hard up while I was comfortably provided for and yet unable to help them; it was part of the injustice of the world. But they did not seem poor; Eve was a gardener as well as a splendid cook, so that they were able to live well if usually simply.

            
I stayed with them often and they made me feel wonderfully at home. Eve painted, Fred played, there were friends who brought fresh good talk and laughter. It was New Zealand; and what more could I have looked for in Europe? the Europe that 

threatened every day now to destroy itself and us. Walking over the hill to Christchurch and back (that is, to the tram terminus at Cashmere), or driving with friends, or going by bus, I grew to know that country by day and night, in many weathers. Above the town and the plain, the easy flanks of the Port Hills seemed to rest like the limbs of some huge animal carelessly flung down to sleep against a wall, rounded smooth limbs, their tussock always the same pale corduroy glow that was always changing as the wind shivered it and the light moved.

            
The Port Hills are forbiddingly bleak in winter, swept by every wind, often in fog or cloud; the Dyer's Pass road is a constant hazard then. It is their summer nature that lives uppermost in my mind, seen from out on the plain or from among the dusty banalities of a Christchurch suburb; at one time shadowy, at another formidably hard, their grass burnt to a thin sand-shade, they rise silt-coloured or washed mauve like hot granite above desert plains, arid and lifeless, their fanatic outline of rock teeth tearing the sky. Seeing them, I am transported to the fierce hills behind Aden, and wonder what violent threat lies over or beneath the shallow conventions of Christchurch.

            
All this time the Abbey was never far from my mind, and often uppermost in it. I looked at New Zealand, and saw at the same time a green Buckinghamshire valley. Amid talk with my family or with friends I heard the voices of the Abbey children, of Lissie, John, Robert. I Was more closely tied to them at present than to anyone else. My family were roots, home, background, starting point, but I was not going to live out my life with them although I wanted to be near them, and if I had any future it must be found by going forward and in some sense leaving them behind. My ties with the Abbey seemed to grow stronger as the world darkened with every item of bad news (and 'news' at that time meant only bad news). I dreamed about them after hearing that the Nazis had marched into Austria, early in March. The next day, driving up the Waipori Gorge and round Lake Mahinerangi in the wide free tussock country behind Maungatua, I thought of them, of Colin, the Zuntzes, and all day felt myself a deserter from Europe, one who has deserted in vain.

            


            
At Easter there was a family gathering in Queenstown, for Grandfather's eightieth birthday; 17 April happened to fall on Easter Sunday that year. Grandfather looked far less than eighty, being full of interest and energy. He still worked as he had worked always, still managed the family business, although he was induced at last to allow himself a slightly shorter working day than formerly, still took a leading part in the affairs of the Otago Museum. He was deeply anxious about the future of the world. As a strong supporter of the League of Nations, he was bewildered and saddened by its evident powerlessness. He was able to help his remaining close relatives to leave Germany and come to New Zealand, but saving individual lives did not affect the situation. That it was not a new state of affairs made it no easier to bear. It was some relief to me, though, that poets had described it before now and were able now to describe it again, even in their own despair:

            

              
The good want power, but to weep barren tears.


              
The powerful goodness want: worse need for them.
            

            
And

            

              
History to the defeated


              
May say alas, but cannot help nor pardon.
            

            
Grandfather and I were still very close to each other, but tacitly. He was not communicative, keeping his thoughts to himself. Only sometimes, if we were alone, he was able to be a little open with me.

            
Including Gertie and Kitty we were a party of fourteen, staying at different places in the town. For Easter Sunday we hired the old launch 
Thelma to take us to Bob's Cove, and persuaded Jock Edgar to skipper it, although he was now retired and the launch belonged to the Mt Cook Motor Company. It was a warm lovely day, big white clouds resting on the mountain tops. We skirted the bushy shore, thickly grown with beech, rata, broadleaf, fuchsia, manuka, lancewood (I counted them as familiar as old friends); the slopes above were deep in bracken, everywhere broken by outcrops of rock, and higher up only tussock. The water at the Cove was glassy still, overhung on one side by a high sheer cliff with beeches at its foot crowding to the lake's edge. From the pebble beach at the head of the Cove 

We faced, as we boiled the billy and picnicked, the smooth rounded hump of Nicholas and sharp-ridged Turnbull. Peter and I swam briefly, then Grandfather and some others of us walked back nearly to Closeburn Station, where the 
Thèlma picked us up again. Peter steered both ways, regaling us with his big repertoire of funny songs — which his staid parents did not altogether approve of. He and Elespie Were in irrepressible high spirits all Easter, singing, dancing about, making horse-noises, repeating syncopated tags of whatever nonsense came into their heads — you could no more stop them than stop the tides or the seasons, and this was their spring and their holiday time. It was likely to be short enough.

            
Wakatipu had lost none of its hold on my senses and imagination. I was struck now by the grand simplicity of the landscape, disposed in the vast masses which are its elements — Cecil, Walter, Bayonet, the Remarkables, huge initial letters of an alphabet of countless signs, or the thunderous opening notes of a symphony in which every leaf, grass and stone had its own distinct vibration. Detail was secondary, subdued in the splendour of those ample forms: in England by contrast detail is everything, because the landscape offers few large forms.

            
I did not look for work, because I was incapable of working, because I did not know what I wanted to do, writing apart, because no one offered me work or suggested what I should do, and because, with my thoughts and emotions centred on the Abbey, work meant to me only what I could do there. In Queenstown I came to know that I would go back. A week later, at Manono again, as I sat on the sunny side veranda early one afternoon, alone, stranded, useless and desperate, the decision to go rose up in me. I rushed out to walk the cliffs beyond Cargill's Castle, Bettina's cliffs, in a strong north-easterly, then cabled asking Lissie if she would have me back in September if there was no one else for the job that Gordon Stern was giving up. It was four days before her reply came: yes, but it was a risk, because the Abbey's finances were strained.

            
The day after that, I took the train to Christchurch and Lel was baptized and confirmed at St Hilda's. She must have been thinking for a long time of becoming an Anglican. She had been happy at St Hilda's, where she had all her schooling until we 

went to England, she had kept in touch with it since, and now had another link with it through the Girl Guides with whom she had taken up work again. I cannot explain her conversion, which she did not explain to me. She had never been religious, nor shown interest in religion. To all appearances, she lived very much from day to day, enjoying what came, nursing no unusual hope, floating along on the stream of life. She had no overmastering interests, she was not intellectual, she had no special feeling for any of the arts or for literature. A nice normal sensible girl most people thought her, only perhaps a little unenterprising, not quite enough interested in conventional social life.

            
I regretted her conversion a little, but did not try to influence her, because temperamentally we were too different and did not talk about our inward thoughts and beliefs. I felt sympathetic — I wished that I were single-minded enough to be able to accept a body of religious doctrine and become a member of a church. But I would have been happier if Lel had become an Anglican in England. I was a little sorry to see her break from the family in that way — not break with them, because it would make no difference to her relations with my father, Grandfather, Emily; sorry that it was an implicit repudiation, not of Judaism, which Lel and I knew nothing of, but of our family distinctiveness in not being orthodox in any way.

            
Lel's improvement in health continued. However uneasy her relationship with my father, she was not living with him but at Manono, with Grandfather, near to Emily and Elespie, and she had the protection — a wooden, neutral protection, it is true — of her nurse. She began driving a car again. She saw old friends. She had the Guides, the church. She was herself, living her own life. Her wound had healed, and shortly after becoming an Anglican she was able to dispense with her nurse.

            
When the time came for me to leave Dunedin I set off with Lel in her car. That afternoon I spent with the Milners at Waitaki. I was going to see Ian at Berkeley, and James too, who was heading for England through America. The Man was very proud of Ian and very fond of him, but also very worried that, being so single-minded in his radicalism, he would always be poor. He himself was to retire in two years' time, and may have felt that, once retired, he would be able to do little to help Ian.

            


            

Frank Milner had reason to be proud. After taking a first in Modern Greats at New College, as a Rhodes Scholar, Ian had been awarded a Commonwealth Fellowship, and gone to work at Berkeley. So already he had made a name for himself, bringing honour to the family and to Waitaki, and much was to be expected of him. Mrs Milner, very quiet and meek, agreed with all that The Man said; she was only longing for Ian to come back.

            
Miss Bethell had persuaded me to visit a friend of hers in a part of the country I did not know, the upper Rangitata, near Samuel Butler's Erewhon. Beyond Peel Forest, climbing over river terraces, we ran into snow and ice and had to put chains on the wheels, then crossing a pass which avoided the river gorge came down into the snow world of the broad upper Rangitata, between tall mountains white to the foot. A few miles along the south side of the valley floor we found Mt Harper Hostel, a compact comfortable small house of unpainted corrugated iron, which was run by Miss Bethell's friend, a Miss Woolley, sister of 
Leonard Woolley of Ur. We walked on, out into the middle of the wide valley; punts held by wire ropes took us across the two arms of the big river — snow to the water's edge, delicate frost-flowers hanging from the tussocks. There in the cold shade of Mt Harper, on ground bare in every direction except for one big green mountain rata, lay two fields of ice, crowded with hundreds of people in gaily coloured clothes skating, chattering, laughing, in constant movement.

            
They had flocked here like birds to a feast, bright-feathered, eager, omnivorous for pleasure, and now were circling, darting, floating and skimming, sketching complex figures on the ice, meeting and breaking up, red-cheeked, eyes sparkling, breath steaming in the ice-cold air; and soon like quick birds they would be off again, chattering as they dispersed, racing for home as the early dark began — in fact dozens 
of cars stuck on the road that night, we heard. The brilliantly coloured clothes were a novelty to me in New Zealand and a welcome change from the prevailing drabness; it seemed a continental scene, until one heard the nasal slovenly spiritless New Zealand voices.

            
We spent a night with Kate and Tim in Amberley, I delivered the typescript of my book to 
Denis Glover, said goodbye to Miss 

Bethell and the Pages. Going-away fever spoiled my last wet cold day — tiredness, nerves, a sick feeling. From Wellington Lel set off north, driving by easy stages and visiting friends, to stay with Hatty in Auckland. It was hard to tell how well she was, but her cure seemed to me precarious.
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America was a stepping-stone to England for me then, no more; I had no reason to travel that way except to meet James and Ian. James had been so captivated by China that his life now centred there. His first book, 
Crisis in China, published the year before, described the Sian affair in which Chiang Kai-shek was kidnapped and held prisoner by the so-called Young Marshal, Chang Hsüeh-liang, who wanted to persuade Chiang to lead a united China against Japanese invasion. He had now left China briefly to digest his experiences and to write a second book — to expose the evil of the Japanese invasion, and to show that the cause of the Red Armies led by Mao Tse-tung was that of a united China.

          
Edgar Snow in his 
Red Star Over China had first brought to the western world news of the great revolutionary and patriotic movement of the Red Armies. James's books were sequels to the history which Snow had recounted. It was the liberals and radicals in America who supported Mao's China, and the right that supported Chiang and the Japanese. James and Ian were following political manoeuvres and shifts of opinion in America as closely as they could, feeling deeply involved. New Zealand's future might hang on the fate of China as England's on that of Spain; and if peace was indivisible, as Litvinov had claimed, so were freedom and democracy.

          
Losing his boyish roundness of feature, Ian had grown very handsome, although he was too thin; the clear-cut fine lines of his face and head and the unassuming goodness one always felt in him gave him a look of nobility. He seemed to live from day to day, taking no care to eat regular meals and looking not too well in consequence. He was so like his father, and so unlike. The Man was well aware of other people, he liked them, and his 

judgement of them was sound; but he saw them always a little abstracted, each as rather the idea of what he was than the full reality. Institutions too he tended to see as ideas, and he was less responsive to their reality — British Empire, League of Nations. Waitaki itself to him was as much idea as reality. In consequence he himself, while real enough to us at school was also, I could see now, a little abstract. He was the idea of himself only less than he was himself.

          
Ian saw people in themselves, in their full character and in their humanity and pitifulness. He listened to them attentively and modestly, giving them not only respect but his sympathy and consideration, effacing himself without knowing it. You felt that he loved people for what they were, and that he felt humbled before their reality. He made no claims on the World, wanting justice and peace less for himself than for others. His sense of justice, of the justice due to every man, love in the guise of justice, was the quality you felt most strongly in him; it was an intellectual and spiritual passion, expressing itself as a longing to serve. Ian might have stood as Virgil's model for that Rhipeus who was the most just of all the Trojans, whom Dante so condescendingly places in the heaven of justice, for all that he lived in the 'puzzo del paganesmo', the stench of paganism.

          
But Ian was himself first of all, the tender compassionate boy I had known, now a man and still more himself; with his quiet grave manner, with the habitual scrupulous distinctions and the smiling self-deprecating hesitations of his speech, with the reddish hands that reminded me of his father's but which he used in his own way to make inelegant ineffective small gestures that expressed his good will, his relative powerlessness, and yet his determined persistence in following truth and right as he saw them.

          
James by contrast was large, outgoing, even dramatic. You could not help noticing him, although he never obtruded himself; he breathed confidence and energy, laughed, joked, struck an elegant pose, yet was entirely serious and realistic. He looked scarcely older than three years before, perhaps a trifle more set and controlled, only his hair had begun to go grey. He had been lecturing about China, he and Ian were going to political lectures and Aid China meetings, I tagged along behind, we walked and 

swam. Berkeley wore the air of a university town even in its main shopping street, its residential streets were shady with tall thick unpruned trees; the air was fresh, the nights soft, mild, quiet — a pleasure after the engine noise and vibration of a ship.

          
It was the summer vacation for Ian, who had another year to spend at Berkeley, and after a few days we took a train east, with us a White Russian girl, Tania, who was the ward of one of James's American friends in China, Ida Pruitt. The journey was like a sea voyage in that we lived on the train as on a ship — ours was a cheap rather slow train called the Southern Pacific Challenger (the fastest trains took twenty hours less from San Francisco to Chicago); we had air-conditioned pullman sleepers with double windows, so that we heard little and felt as if in a sealed chamber, comfortable enough at night but not by day. The train's great advantage was that it had a dining car with economy meals, train meals usually being very expensive.

          
The continent was as vast as an ocean, and seemed almost as empty. It took us most of a day to cross Nevada alone, desert hills and plains grown with a kind of sage-bush scrub of pale bluish-green, or dark stunted pines only a few feet high, and yellow flowers like ragwort, or green grass and low shrubs like small green willow-trees, trees, standing pools; small settlements all of wood — unpainted houses, little stores, derelict-looking yards, a saloon, sometimes shady among thick poplars. In the night the train had climbed to nearly 7,000 feet and we were high up all day; pockets of frozen snow lay among the rocky hills. Entering Utah we crossed and re-crossed plains of white sand where the scrub had dwindled to nothing; the hills there were of bare clay and rock, grey-brown, water-seamed. We crossed Great Salt Lake, pale and shallow among pale mountains, its surface streaked with drifts of salty foam. That night in Wyoming the train climbed to more than 8,000 feet, and then descended steadily across Nebraska, Iowa, Illinois, low farming country of rather poor wheat, indian corn, turnips, sunflowers, poplar-trees.

          
We played cards a lot to pass the monotony and discomfort, I read modern Chinese stories, Silone's 
Fontamara, copies of the 
Nation, 
New Republic, 
New Masses; we bought newspapers whenever we could, looking for European news — German 
mobiliza-

tion was threatening Czechoslovakia; we heard President Roosevelt speak on the air about the Social Security Acts. Chicago was very hot and damp, greyly hazy and yet glaring, with a strong but not fresh wind blowing; an untidy, sooty, ugly town, the skyscrapers along Michigan Boulevard, fronting Lake Michigan, very poor. Only the Art Institute redeemed the place.

          
Ian left us to go to a World Youth Peace Congress at Vassar College, Poughkeepsie; we took a Pennsylvania Railroad train to New York — old air-conditioned coaches, not sleepers, extremely rough riding, fast and stopping frequently. Indiana was green lovely country with many maple trees and pleasant wooden houses and fields of grass, Pittsburgh at four in the morning close, steamy hot. Dawn came fast among hills thick with light green trees, valleys of rivers, hideous industrial towns, Altoona the biggest. America was all less planned, more chancy and sprawling, than I had expected. From Philadelphia, where Tania got off, we followed the broad shallow Delaware River, ran through grass country, and after Newark over great fields of rushes with the towers of New York rising dimly beyond; then a long tunnel, and Pennsylvania Station. We had come into port.

          
Now we were thrown into the cauldron of New York itself. We put up at a barrack-like 
y.m.c.a. on Twenty-Third Street near Seventh Avenue, and walked out to see the town wearing shorts and open-necked shirts, the only clothes we could bear in that August heat — the temperature had been ninety-one degrees the day before, now a fortunate breeze was blowing. The heat lasted for nearly all our ten days there; sight-seeing was unusually tiring, and whenever I sat down the heavy air made me drowsy.

          
We saw the New York everyone knows about, and it was not what we knew. To begin with, the city was far vaster, its two wild forests of skyscrapers were still more concentrated and brilliant in effect, although only the Rockefeller Centre seemed to me to be fine architecture, but beyond those the suburbs spread interminably, characterless, monotonous, utterly depressing to the spirit. I was amazed too to find that America was not simply another white man's country. We had seen Negroes everywhere, but for long distances in northern Manhattan we saw only 

Negroes and almost no whites, a huge Negro city — but Negroes how pitifully degraded, so many of them, in trashy European clothes. America was mass-land, hardly a land of men and women, individuals, souls. Yet it was Whitman's country — Whitman, most private and singular of men, for all his public mantle, one man speaking for America, embodying America. And one man today had called America out from the slough of its despair, one man, an individual again, Roosevelt.

          
The contradiction persisted. Of the few shows we went to, the most vital were an expression of mass life, mass movements, rather than the work of an individual expressing a personal view of experience. In San Francisco we saw a revue called 
Pins and Needles, presented by excellent amateurs of the International Ladies' Garment Workers' Union, a triumphant assertion of the strength of individuals working together, which had great vitality and bite. And in New York we saw what was called a 'living newspaper' about housing, 
One Third of a Nation, a 'play' put on by the Federal Theatre of the Works Project Administration, one of the great social welfare enterprises of Roosevelt's New Deal — a dramatic presentation of the housing question in America. Nothing of the sort was conceivable in England — far less in authoritarian Russia. Here was something essentially American, and implicitly more radically revolutionary than conventional communism was ever likely to conceive.

          
One of James's objects in coming to New York was to meet his literary agent, Henriette Herz, who was also Edgar Snow's agent. She quickly adopted all of us as friends. She was far more than just an agent. She seemed one of us. Our causes were hers, our fears and hopes hers too. She was hardly older than we were; I should have taken her boyish-looking husband to be years younger. He, Philip Cohen, half Jewish and half Irish, worked in radio, producing for 
n.b.c. They at once started trying to find an apartment where we could stay, and called their friends to help: American hospitality! Meanwhile we moved to a hotel in East 39th Street, rather like South Kensington, cheap and very decent and a great improvement on the Y. Henriette and Phil made us free of their apartment, a small flat in an old building in the same street. Their rooms were small, but they had a little open terrace too, shaded by a tall sumac growing in the yard 

beyond; it swayed overhead as we sat out in the airier evening with small stars above and light coming only from the rooms inside.

          
We met some of their friends, especially Bill and Martha Dodd, children of a liberal professor of history whom Roosevelt had sent as ambassador to Germany. His record of his years there, published as 
Ambassador Dodd's Diary, was counted a strong blow for the liberal cause in America, in that it exposed Hitler's intransigence and his preparations for war, while Roosevelt was very cautiously trying to avoid seeming to sway American opinion, in case of reaction. The young Dodds were, I gathered, devoted to their father, but more radical, especially Martha. As a defiant gesture of her commitment against Hitler she had got engaged to a wealthy Jewish businessman (we visited his large, very lavish, impersonal apartment), so apparently flying in the face of respectable Protestant society, for which Jews were untouchables; but it seemed less than certain that she would marry him. Social cleavages were sharper in America than in England, where the class structure of society, so old it seemed part of the natural order of things, yet allowed for the constant movement of individuals from one class to another.

          
Henriette had worked once for Alfred Knopf when he was publishing translations of Rilke. James told her I wrote, she asked to see my poems, liked a few, and offered to place some. I accepted gratefully, passively. She was touchingly kind and friendly, talked about herself, gave you her confidence.

          
For relief from the New York heat, and to allow James to work on his book, he and Ian decided on a break by the sea, at Wood's Hole, an island off Massachusetts. Before joining them, I went to visit Hazel Jackson. She had come back from Italy to the States after her mother died and was living with an uncle at Newburgh on the Hudson; they spent the summers in northern Maine, where Hazel had invited me to stay. The over-night train journey through Boston, Portland and Bangor to Machias took, with changes, about sixteen hours. From Bangor at dawn the country was fresh and cool, rich grass, light-green woods whose trees I could not place, the golden-rod that I recognized from poems and descriptions, familiar willow-herb and ragwort, 

white wooden houses standing free without fences, small lakes, reed-beds; the train ran through woods for endless miles. A minute corner of America, but huge country itself.

          
At its very edge, surrounded by woods of small dark pines crowding to the rocky shore, the fishing settlement of Cutler lay scattered about a small inlet of the deeply indented coast. No hills were to be seen anywhere on the low sky-line. The landscape looked extremely northern, as if at the limit of the habitable world, where life clung precariously to thin soil, and the sky bent low over the earth. The great tides of the Bay of Fundy rose and fell sixteen feet, filling and emptying the inlet where small launches and yachts moored. Far out to sea, but glass-clear, looking much nearer than fourteen miles, the sheer cliffs of Grand Manan Island formed a long low line. All the houses at Cutler were of white or pale wood, cream, dull-green, wood-grey, as if none dared to raise its voice against the monotonous dominance of the huge landscape;. Hazel's uncle, Mr Staples, had a largish white house. The household included his Japanese servant Tsura, half valet, half butler or major-domo who had been with him for forty years, and the Italian maid, Elvira, whom Hazel had brought from Rome, out of kindness, and for companionship, and also to keep up her Italian (she spoke it like a native, with the same relish with which she spoke English); and Hazel's dogs, the enormous Argos, a Great Dane, and a fat black woolly mongrel full of bounce called Mr Naut (Hazel pronounced it Not or Nought, I could not be sure which).

          
We went picking blueberries in a clearing in the woods where there were traces of bears. The berries grew as thick as blackberries on their low bushes, as big as small grapes and grey-blue with the bloom of grapes. Under a pale low sky, woods of short pines covered the whole undulating country as far as we could see, enclosing the inlets; the trees grew straight, but the tall ones had all been cut down for boats. One evening we went out to a clam bake, a picnic tea with neighbours, at which we ate boiled clams (tasteless and sandy shellfish, although I felt obliged to say I liked them), corn muffins, blueberry pie, and coffee; beautiful in the still, soft, clear air beside the silent water of the inlet, the still woods. Cutler, not only then, wore an air of legend in its simplicity and lack of detail — white free-standing 

houses, the pines on the little island at the mouth of the inlet and on the shores, the launches and yachts hovering in the bay.

          
Wood's Hole seemed very southern by contrast, and looked south, facing Martha's Vineyard; the sun was hot on fine days, cicadas kept up their peeping note all night. We swam, walked, talked, James worked on his book, we saw a film about medical relief in Spain. But I was drifting away, my thoughts, already on the far side of the water.
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in the boat train from Plymouth, England unfolded before me like a Chinese scroll painting, delicate, soothing in the softness and intimacy of its richly-green fields, trees, hedges, as reassuring as the quiet smooth-running train. The Abbey trees were marvellously full, beech and copper beech, elm, cedar; their stillness seemed to enfold the world. But a hot summer had dried up the stream, whose bed beyond the lawn was only a hollow of caked mud. It seemed fitting as Lissie prepared to leave the Abbey. The rent was too heavy; she was losing money fast. Either she must find a cheaper house, or bring the school to an end.

          
She had advertised for a house, and we drove a lot about the country looking at every one that sounded at all likely. The most suitable was one at Grayshott, near Hindhead, and although neither of us liked that heather and pine country, we were forced to try for it. Meanwhile school went on as usual. I was teaching the senior girls English, French, Latin, history, geography and biology — everything except maths. The life engulfed me again as if I had hardly been away.

          
During our last three months at the Abbey several children left. To lose many children at once was a serious matter financially, unless others came to replace them — and some did come. Lissie felt too that it put all her work in question, and again and again asked if she should not give up the school.

          
Hitler made me keenly conscious, intermittently, that I was of Jewish descent and that Nazis, Mosleyites and their kind must hate me as such and want to kill me. So, I supposed, the Scottish nationalist movement must make New Zealanders of Scottish descent conscious of their origins, and troubles in Ireland affect 

New Zealanders of Irish descent. I loved the Old Testament, or parts of it. The Gospels drew me like a chant, a haunting plainsong groundbass sounding continuously behind and within daily life and history. I took a certain relish in being descended from Aaron and so able to consider Moses an uncle. It pleased me too that I might claim kinship of a sort with Montaigne, Spinoza, Heine, Pissarro, Buber, Kakfa. But I felt as close or closer to many others who were no such kin, from Piero and Bellini to Wordsworth and Shelley.

          
All through September international tension had grown intolerably. The Spanish Republic was fighting for life, Britain and France conniving at its defeat. Hitler was threatening Czechoslovakia, demanding what he called Sudetenland; he threatened to mobilize for war if Britain and France continued to support the Czechs. Every day and night, whenever we were sitting talking in Lissie's white room, the trains seemed to rush past faster, as if in a race against time, which screwed up our nerves more and more tightly. Lissie expected conscription. We feared to be caught without a house. Then came the announcement that Chamberlain was to meet Hitler next day in Munich, with Daladier and Mussolini, which gave us an immediate sense of immense relief. That evening the friendly policeman from Great Missenden brought us a sample gas mask, showed us how to wear it, and told us how to fit up a gas-proof room. Next day Chamberlain abandoned Czechoslovakia, that far-away country of whose people we know nothing. Relief was overwhelmed by shame, and shame brought back fear. England had one ally less; we were worse off than before.

          
Of my friends, only John Crockett felt no immediate relief over Munich; following communist opinion, and naturally pessimistic, he thought our hope false. Colin and I had agreed that there were no good courses of action open to us, all the alternatives being bad, but he would fight, he said hopelessly, if war came. Jack thought the situation like that of 1914 again; he would not fight in an imperialist war against German workers, with no guarantee of better conditions at the end. I was swayed by every opinion, and held none firmly for long. James alone (he had reached England some weeks after me) seemed to be untouched by the paralysis of horror that in one way or another 

affected us all — he felt the horror, but did not allow it to inhibit him; facing it, he still felt free to act. He hoped to return to north-west China by way of Russia and the Turk-Sib Railway, but first wanted to write the novel he had in mind — I think it was well worked out — a contemporary novel conceived perhaps in the light of Malraux's 
La Condition Humaine.

          
John Crockett had left before my return to the Abbey. He had found a good room in town, looking onto the trees of quiet Camden Square, among people he liked. He was painting alone in the house all day long, and in the evening dancing with a ballet group. The Abbey had somehow helped to free him. He, Colin, Jack, Leonie too, were all continuing the world. One must go on, 
trotzdem, in spite of everything.

          
The school moved at last early in December. We had thought we could never leave Lissie's white curved room. It seemed filled with the air of so many lives, its every detail meant so much to us, its charm assuaged us. It above all was the Abbey. Grayshott was a different world.

          
We could not have moved at a worse time. The weather was very cold. The servants engaged did not turn up, so that Lissie and the girls had to do all the cooking and housework; besides, Lissie feared that no servants would stay in so isolated a house. The water supply from springs down the valley was not working properly and we were short of water; as the weather grew colder, the pipes threatened to burst. The kitchen stove proved too small, and was very slow at boiling kettles; after ten days, the children were getting fed up with late meals of one course only — those most of all who had to get up early and struggle with the stove. Then it began to snow; three inches surrounded the house one day, six inches the next; it lay for ten days. Most of the children went home for Christmas, but we were still about ten in all, so that Lissie had no respite. When the children started coming back, before new year, servants arrived at last, and well after the new year a secretary. The school soon returned to normal, to the normal of its new home. But there were still not enough children. Would it be able to pay its way?

          
About six weeks after I got back to England, there was bad news of Lel. Her relations with my father had become very 

difficult again, which made her nervous and ill, so much so that a fresh abscess had formed in her old wound. She decided that she must return to London to the doctors who knew her, McCarron and Hunter; she asked Mary to consult them. It seemed that her recovery had been only apparent, and that she was now seriously ill again. I foresaw a recurrence of the same desperate round, with little hope of her getting better in the end. I was afraid for her, and apprehensive for myself: I would have to give myself up to looking after her once more, indefinitely. If there was clear hope of her recovering, well and good. But what hope could there be with the doctors who had failed before, as it was now clear they had?

          
She came to England, and had to be brought from Southampton to town by ambulance. All this time I was travelling up and down from Grayshott, teaching there, staying with John Crockett in town, seeing Mary, James, other people. Lissie went away at last for a short holiday. At Grayshott the wind blew fiercely. Snow fell again. Lel was better and worse day by day; sometimes she could not see even Mary. Now she was sunk in pain, now more alert and able to talk, but we did not talk very much — she had not the strength and I was afraid and remorseful. Mary's birthday fell a few days later, and Lel asked me to buy Mary a present from her. In my cold confused state, not daring to feel, I said distantly that I would think about it. I did not forget. Lel had several haemorrhages, she was given a blood transfusion. Since her wound had to be dressed under anaesthetic, it could not be dressed as often as necessary; the poison from it spread. In less than three weeks after reaching England, she died.

          
London was dark and cold. The Spanish Republic was dying, Barcelona fell the same week. Three days later, Yeats died, the greatest English poet since Wordsworth, as I believed. It was the worst time I had ever known.

          
When I went back to Grayshott, Lissie was to meet me in her car at Haslemere. But missing the train I missed her too, and had to walk up between snowy fields in the pale night, under a struggling moon. Because we failed to meet then, we did not meet at all, properly speaking. Lissie did not ask me one question 

in the next few days, nor make any allusion to Lel's death. I could not have talked without prompting from her, so I kept my thoughts to myself. Now Lissie seemed wholly taken up with the school, the new staff and children, Robert; she had lost interest in me, I felt. Well, I was a teacher, not a child. But still, this indifference was new. It was not the Abbey.

          
Two of the girls whom I was near to soon felt, independently, with their extraordinary intuition, that I was thinking of leaving. Later, when I put it to Lissie, she agreed that I should go at the end of the term. We were cool, but not bitter. She was able to replace me without difficulty. It is strange that I can remember Grayshott today only from photographs of the outside of the house. Of the inside I have no recollection except for a vague picture of my own room at the top of the house. Lissie's room had an open fireplace which was able to burn big logs, otherwise it has completely vanished from my memory. Of the surroundings too I remember nothing. No one ever refers to the school except as the Abbey.

          
I went to live in a cottage on the north Wiltshire downs which I rented from friends of James's. Bishop's Barn was built in the seventeenth or even sixteenth century of red brick and a steep roof of red tiles. It stood on flat upland surrounded by grass and wild flowers and tall flowering weeds; a few thin pine-trees grew nearby, elder bushes, an oak or two. The only house near was a row of labourers' cottages a few hundred yards away. Hungerford was the nearest town, Oxford about thirty miles north, London almost sixty east. There I spent an early summer of extraordinary beauty, read and wrote, walked and drove about the country with friends. The terror that hung over us made the beauty of the country and the shining weather almost unbearably poignant. Everything we knew and loved glittered and trembled as if about to vanish for ever —

          

            
All things hang like a drop of dew Upon a blade of grass.

          

          
James returned to China. He felt a bird of passage in England, which he had never really liked, and now spoke of almost with 

hatred. He saw no chance for it politically, the wrong people so strongly entrenched in power. After a miserable distracted winter of living with little money in poor boarding houses and going from place to place speaking for the Left Book Club, he was bitter and wanted never to come back. Politics was his religion, 
Iris Wilkinson remarked to me; change time and circumstances and he would be a Presbyterian minister like his father. After he had waited for months, the Russians refused to allow him to travel by the Turk-Sib railway, so he had to decide to go by sea. He took passage from Marseilles on the 
Président Doumer, hoping to see Ian's journalist brother Hugh Milner in Singapore; he might go on to Hong Kong, or through Siam over the Burma Road to Yunnan and Chungking.

          
One day while we were walking from Richmond to Hampton Court in hazy sunlight along the Thames he suggested, rather lightly, that I should go to China too, and perhaps work as librarian at Yenan, which Agnes Smedley had done for a time. I hardly considered it. He could leave England easily, gladly, but I felt too closely identified with it to be able to leave for long. Politics was not everything, although it might decide our lives. The British Government, the present ruling powers, represented only one face of England. They were dominant then, but might not be dominant always. The England I knew seemed to me more lasting, more deeply founded if less showy and noisy; the England that spoke through Chaucer and Langland, Milton, Blake, Wordsworth, Hardy, Lawrence, Forster, sceptical contentious men, visionaries, realists, idealists. If subdued now, it was still alive, it would speak again, and make its voice heard.

          
At the beginning of 1939, James had taken me to meet 
Iris Wilkinson. After being caught in the war in China and managing to escape battered and ill, she was now in the Middlesex Hospital. I knew of her as the novelist 
Robin Hyde, as a journalist, as a writer of lush romantic verse, a gifted adventurous rather reckless temperamental New Zealander. In hospital she was writing about her experiences in China. Later she was moved for emergency treatment to the Hospital for Tropical Diseases; she was threatening to walk out at any moment, which might have meant the end of her. James worked through the galleys of her book with her; it was a wearing business, because 

every detail had to be argued — Iris could not believe that she had misspelt a name or confused one person or place with another; I saw James's patience wearing very thin.

          
When Iris was getting better, I took her driving round Hampstead Heath one afternoon. We had become friends; I liked her, was interested in the new poems she was writing, and felt anxious about her, as James was. After he left England and she was discharged from hospital and needed rest and quiet and good food, she came to stay with me at Bishop's Barn. It was a time of summer warmth and deep stillness, the afternoon air hazy and sweet.

          
On fine days I took a table outside for Iris to work at. She had a weekly or fortnightly article to write for some journal or other — she wrote it straight on to her typewriter; from that came her sole regular income. I remember she wrote for the 
New Zealand Railways Magazine, which surprised me — I did not know of it and it sounded so unlikely to be hospitable to literary work. But Iris had had to live as a journalist; her early verse in its jaunty facility, thick with the cliches of a literariness she was never able to strip away completely, was a form of journalism; she was now slowly schooling herself to write more honestly and directly out of experience. I doubt whether I had read any of her novels then; but 
Passport to Hell, as I recall it, was still the work of a capable journalist, not of an imaginative writer. Iris was of course bound by her material, by the story 'Starkie' told her. And Starkie, as the book showed him, was a man to whom terrible things happened (the story was one of wartime brutality and horror) who yet seemed not to experience them, because no awakening of his heart or mind through them was apparent; they were so terrible perhaps they deadened him. Experience in itself, clearly, has no value, is neutral; what crushes one man utterly may brutalize another, refine a third; it is what men make of experience imaginatively, spiritually, that gives it value.

          
Journalism is concerned with facts and situations, not with what the heart and mind make of them. While the best journalism, trying with scrupulous honesty and objectivity to be no more than it is, may sometimes become literature, journalism that neglects its own virtues in trying to be literary usually succeeds only in being bad journalism. 
Dragon Rampant, Iris's book 

about China (she was then reading page-proofs of it), both gained and lost, I thought, from being written so close to the events; it gave a sharp picture of what she saw and what happened to her but again that was good reporting, not more; the events had not been allowed to mature in memory, as indeed the showy title indicated — but that was not hers. Her best new poems on the other hand, the Chinese as well as the New Zealand ones, showed what memory made of experience more fully lived, showed her at last becoming a poet, which was exciting and moving to see. We talked over these poems in the still evenings by the fire. Iris was revising and arranging them, she asked my opinion, and I made cautiously some detailed comment which I think she found to the point. I made no doubt of my enjoyment of the poems, the New Zealand ones especially, because here was an authentic part of New Zealand, her own Wellington childhood, caught fresh in her own way. She was going to call the poems 'Houses by the Sea'.

*

          
One needed caution with Iris. It was easy to say the wrong thing and offend or hurt her in a way that might upset her balance, precarious now after her terrible months in China. Yet when well and hopeful she loved the world and her friends and was gay and amusing and ready with bantering talk. I used to tease her about her New Zealand bleat, her 'yes' a long-drawnout 'yee-ee-ee-ee-s' as if she had lived all her life with sheep. She was surprised, rather disbelieving, and not displeased, but laughed, properly defiant. She did not look a shepherdess or pastoral or out-of-doors New Zealander. Her milky-pale freckled skin looked as if it would burn badly in strong sun; her pale gingerish hair was close to it in colour, and her pale-blue half-surprised eyes seemed to belong to a world of pale sunlight or even not to have seen the sun; her teeth protruded a little; she smiled frankly and trustfully, yet a little hesitant as she faced you.

          
After a few days she went back to town. She was turning her novel 
Wednesday's Children into a play for the actor-managers Phyllis Neilson-Terry and Heron Carvic. They had offered her the use of their flat for three weeks; there she would be closer to theatre people while working on the adaptation. She had talked a lot about this, now hopeful and now depressed. It was an 



* Not published in New Zealand until 1952



exciting project; it might make her name, might also make money for her. The summer spell broke in cold and rain while Iris was in town. When she returned to Bishop's Barn, summer came again.

          
When Jack and Edith Bennett visited us, Iris was in a nervy unpredictable state of mind. I felt very reluctant to leave her even for a couple of hours to fetch them, and drove to Oxford and back as fast as I could. We talked of a return to New Zealand. Iris too wanted to go back, but only after a second visit to China. She had fallen in love with that country, both really and romantically, and was determined to see more of it. Fearing for her health, James had tried to dissuade her, but once a notion took hold of her she was headstrong. Jack and Edith had now decided to sail for Auckland on the 
Mataroa early in June, spend two months there (Jack was to lecture at the university), and return in time for the Michaelmas term in October. It seemed a prospecting journey.

          
The exquisite beauty of the summer seemed to hold out hopes and expectations of the kind the world never fulfils. Iris was both buoyed up by hope of the success of her play and, as negotiations dragged on, deeply apprehensive that the whole thing would come to nothing and the play never be put on. Kept in suspense, she felt dreadfully insecure, and in desperate need of support. After Jack and Edith left, she suddenly turned to me for closer comfort and reassurance. But physically she repelled me; I could not respond more than in friendship. Feeling slighted and rejected, she went upstairs, lay down, and swallowed half a bottle of her sleeping draught - all that was left of it. Next day, half doped and aching, she slept most of the day, which was wet and miserable. At night, after she had bathed, I took her up a hot water bottle and suddenly she said to me 'Shall I shock you?' I shrugged, she pulled up the sleeve of her dressing gown and showed a huge open gash in her left arm, one of several gashes made with a razor-blade of mine in the bath. She had just missed a vein, and bled profusely, but tried to hide all traces of blood in the bathroom — not very successfully. She had often mentioned cutting herself like this when miserable. I had not disbelieved her, because friends had told me of her earlier attempts to injure or kill herself. Still I wondered, thinking of Sybil at the 

Abbey, if in this case at least she had cut herself to impress and frighten me. Luckily I was able to appear cool.

          
The day after, she was to go to stay with Jack and Edith. Although wretched and weak from loss of blood and the continued effect of the sleeping draught, she insisted on getting up at midday and trying to pack, but then felt so miserable she lost control and abused me and wept. Quiet at one point, she said deliberately, almost reflectively, 'I don't care what I do to anybody, or what anybody does to me.' I had to believe that was true. After a time, unexpectedly her rage passed. I persuaded her to stay another day. And then she was herself again, quiet and sensible.

          
Insecurity was affecting all of us. No, not all. Some like John were anxious and pessimistic but so fully absorbed in work they loved that to some degree they were able to exorcise anxiety through it. Colin's work too, which would go on, offered him ballast if not anchorage. Others were so deeply rooted in life that its masterful stream would bear them on through almost any imaginable upheaval, whatever they might suffer. Bettina Hamilton was of these. She now had three children, born in five years, who commanded her whole life. I was appalled that she had to spend so much of her time in kitchen and laundry, but in everything she did her love was at work, and the children were always with her or near her.

          
She and Archie had bought their house at Badger's Mount, a straggling characterless settlement on the North Downs a mile or so south of Knockholt station, above Shoreham. The mean, cheaply built, cramped little suburban house of two storeys was entirely out of place in a big garden bounded by fields and woods. From it, Badger's Mount was mercifully hidden; you saw only the fields and woods going down to the valley of the Darent, and other wooded slopes and ridges beyond, only a roof or two nearby at the edge of the settlement. North, south and east stretched miles of woodland, chalk and flint downs, flinty fields. Oak and beech, hazel, horse chestnut, big trees here and there, the woods were only a ghost of their former selves probably but fresh, beautiful, free; you might walk through them where you wished, and seldom meet anyone. Hideous as their house was, Bettina and Archie could hardly have chosen a better 

setting within reach of London; Charing Cross was only eighteen miles away and Archie, now a consulting engineer, got up and down by train easily. The children should be able to grow up almost as free as in New Zealand. 

*

          
Knowing how Lel's death must shake my father, if it did not shatter him, I soon decided that I ought to go and see him. Heavy with remorse, I felt it would be at least a gesture of atonement, and possibly some comfort to him; he was already sixty-five. He offered to come part of the way to meet me, to Honolulu, and we could then return to New Zealand together. I did not know what I would do.

          
Bettina and her kind, rare and yet universal, would live for ever, and when cut down spring up again like oak-tree and anemone; human kind and earth itself could not do without them. But no other of my friends belonged in the same way to the main stream of life, nearly all were vulnerable and might be crushed in a moment. The one I feared for most was Leonie Zuntz, impulsive, tender, her laughter always near to tears, her strength as light as her violin's and as easy to break; alone, for her mother would not be with her indefinitely, and having to suffer the extra disability of being counted a foreigner. She came several times to stay at Bishop's Barn, and one week-end we made an expedition to see 
Così Fan Tutte at Glyndebourne.

          
Why did Mozart express that time better than any other composer, better than any writer or painter? Because no one has evoked as he does that sense of civilization, of music, of life itself, poised over the abyss, of beauty, youth, refinement, passion and despair, longing and ecstasy, all present and all about to vanish. 
Così with its two well-matched couples is more artificial than his other operas, but its feeling and passion and beauty are genuine, timeless, so that one can lose oneself in them. Glyndebourne is a fitter setting for Mozart than any town opera house, even Salzburg. The garden that summer was as timeless and as vulnerable in its moment of perfection as the music itself; alleys of lawn walled by yew hedges, flower-beds here of white, there of purple or yellow, yet without the least formality or artificiality; ripe old brick walls, lime-trees and ilexes, the lake with its floating water-lilies; the great lawn bounded by an 



* See poem 'Badger's Mount' in 
Ambulando



unnoticed ha-ha and at once becoming meadow where cattle graze and full-bosomed trees lead one's eye on and on in the warm late light, nature leading into art, art leading back to nature.

          
In a sense hard to describe Joy Scovell seemed, not above the battle, because it darkened her life too, but close to it yet outside. Her purity of spirit and vision in its essential simplicity was not sullied by the evil of the time and its burden of trivialities. Possibly the sheer anguish of the time helped to isolate, clarify and sharpen her vision, to give her poems their especial poignancy.

          

            
This is heaven, the winter park they walk in,


            
Dissolution over, stars with leaves fallen,


            
The year corrupted away: it is full winter.
          

          

            
Father, child and mother walk in heaven,


            
Soberly in the mist, the tranquil heart


            
Of winter, arms linked or hands fallen coldly.
            ('A Winter Scene')
          

          
With her husband Charles Elton, outwardly so like her, Joy would perhaps survive whatever might come, but silenced I feared by suffering; enduring as rocks and trees do the pressure of all natural and man-made changes. We agreed one day that to write single short unrelated poems was unsatisfactory; we wanted to write groups of poems on a single theme, that would express the whole of our experience. Joy's poems of that time and later are indeed closely related, in tone and in outlook; her work is all of a piece. Mine were more various and occasional and seemed to me to have little relation one to another, which I found troubling.

          
It was about then at Bishop's Barn that I wrote my first real poem, one that begins 'Always, in these islands' (it needed a lot of revision before the clean lines of the idea of the poem which I was feeling for at length emerged), 

* and a few others that belonged with it; poems about New Zealand, now threatened also, with everything and everybody I knew. Most friends who read them thought these poems much better than any others I had written. It was late enough, if I was ever going to write well; 



* The final form Brasch gave this poem is to be found in Vincent O'Sullivan's 
Anthology of Twentieth Century New Zealand Poetry (first edn 1970), p. 74.



I was nearly thirty, and nothing yet to show for my life. If the coming war killed me, I might as well never have existed.

          
To show no fear of the future is perhaps only possible when you are young and strong and propelled by inward energy that not only colours but actually shapes the outer world for you. 
Tim Thompson was one who showed no fear and he had imagination enough, which went with undirected and undisciplined thinking, and common sense and capability in practical matters — an unusual combination: he was at once airily romantic and coolly down-to-earth. Almost every one was drawn to him; he was responsible and trustworthy in practical affairs, so that practical men liked working with him, even if they thought him a little touched. He had given up trying to pass matriculation, and with it his notion of becoming a doctor like his father, and following his strongest inclination had gone to sea. He arrived in London on the 
Imperial Star, full of enthusiasm for the sea and his work as a seaman and keen to be off again; he would clearly make an excellent sailor. He loved not only the beauty but the danger of the sea, confident that a good seaman can meet it; he wanted to know all its moods, even its terrors, from pole to tropic. I could only wonder at such intrepidity.

          
John Crockett's life too was as different as possible from mine, but we belonged to the same world, spoke the same language. I used to stay with him in his room at Camden Square, he came more than once to Bishop's Barn. From there we saw together much of Dorset, Wiltshire, and Somerset, the heart of southern England. Coastal Dorset is severe, austere, with long sweeping lines, bold cliffs of white chalk or dark oolite, sudden scooped-out coves in which you half expect to find giant rounded boulders rolling about with shattering noise like huge playthings of the wind or the sea. To the east are the Isle of Purbeck, Corfe (I did not know that 
Frances Hodgkins was painting there), Lulworth. Of the last not long after I was lucky enough to find an early water-colour by David Jones, painted before he took lessons with 
Frances Hodgkins when both were members of the Seven and Five; its forms have broken out of the stiffness of his Capel-y-ffin work but not yet achieved the fluid freedom towards which, it seems, 
Frances Hodgkins helped him.

          
John too was a dancer. He and James and I had gone to see 

a troupe of Javanese dancers, and he now belonged to a dance-drama group formed by Margaret Barr, a pupil of the famous Martha Graham. They worked on the South Bank near South-wark Bridge in an old house — they shared it with a left-wing theatre group called Labour Stage — made more derelict by the explosion of an 
i.r.a. bomb. To Margaret Barr dancing was not only an end in itself but a form of political activity, a means of uniting people in opposition to war, to Nazism, to imperialism. She was strongly pro-communist, pro-Russian, as John then was. A few years later she and her husband went to live in Auckland and formed a group of dancers there. John proposed that I write a scenario for a ballet; the group was always looking for new work; and had I been staying near I might have attempted one.

          
On my last day in England I went again to see 
Iris Wilkinson. She was living in an attic in Notting Hill, at I Pembridge Square, a fair-sized room airless under the roof on a hot afternoon, smelling very bad and in general disorder. She was unwell, on the verge of being hysterical, with little hope of her play reaching the stage. She did not ask for help or hope and there was none I could have offered her. I felt dry and drained, with nothing useful to say, and thought Iris probably resented my comfortable freedom while she was so desperately poor.

          
For two months I heard nothing of her. Early in September, in Honolulu, I saw in the 
New York Times a cable from London dated 23 August reporting that Iris 'is dead here from gas poisoning'. That was a shock, but hardly a surprise; I took it to be suicide. I assumed that plans for her play had finally fallen through, and that she was then too poor to go to China again as she so longed to. I felt some remorse that I had not done more for her. I hoped that she was not hurt, if she saw it, by a cool notice of 
Dragon Rampant I had written for 
Tomorrow, and that she had received a friendly letter I had written her lately. It seemed as well that she had escaped the war, in her state of mind; but no, that was too meanly prudential a thought — however neurotic, she ought to be alive, experiencing, writing; she had gifts of value to the world; her death was an appalling waste. The world could not spare those of its gifted children to whom it had proved too cruel - I was thinking of others who had 

killed themselves in despair in this hopeless time, Toller, Gertler.

*

          
The war so long feared had started a few days before. At the last moment I had had some hope that it might be averted after all. The Russian-German non-aggression pact at the end of August, so horrifying to all those in the west who idealized Russia and communism or at least hoped that Russia would be more honest and reliable politically than the capitalist states, seemed to make war unthinkable because the odds against France and England would be too great. But England was not as fearful and spiritless as I was, after all its pusillanimity for years past. I knew at once that I could not go on to New Zealand. Jack and Edith were now in Auckland, and Ian, I learned soon after, had a research job with the Education Department in Wellington; but except James all my other close friends were in England, and it was with them I wanted to be. Leaving England at the end of June I had felt as if going into exile, because it seemed to me then that I belonged to England even more than to New Zealand. I had enjoyed and loved the best of England, I must not now refuse the worst. In Honolulu, I had felt myself at once in the New Zealand orbit, and England suddenly became remote; but the war changed that, and England called me again. My father was very upset that I would not return home with him — and also that I was not at once offering my services to the state. We had a fortnight together in Hawaii, then he went on to the States while I waited for him; it was while he was there that the war began and I decided to return to England. He came back to Honolulu from the States very unwell, and when we said goodbye again we were hardly able to trust our voices to speak, he in grief and I in pity that he seemed all at once so frail, old, and helpless. We had not talked about Lel at all, although both of us mentioned her often enough — to him she was now always 'dear Lel'. His news of New Zealand, and the letters coming from there, had begun to draw me back strongly: Emily was building a house in Queenstown; the Pages looked forward to my coming; and there were Jack and Ian. My father 



* See poem 'In Memory of 
Robin Hyde 1906-39' in 
Disputed Ground



brought a copy of my book, out at last,

* and of 
Art in New Zealand, which had printed two poems of mine that Iris had sent for me to Harry Tombs, and also a reproduction of Eve's portrait of me. He agreed with me when I exclaimed with pleasure at the printing of the book, but did not mention it again.

          
On the Kona coast the nights were clouded, starless, oppressive; when they were partly clear, we saw meteors falling silently. I felt myself numb and leaden and without hope, and because of that my father and I had almost nothing to say to each other, trivialities apart. Only the unquiet sea was alive, I thought. It seemed to speak what we could not speak, and I was able to catch a few lines of verse that rose in me as if out of the sea itself, like a difficult prayer addressed to the sea. Of all I wrote and tried to write at that time these were the only words that seemed to keep any meaning. 

†

          
On the first of September the Germans invaded Poland. Two days later England and France were declared to be at war with Germany. I had to wait in Honolulu before I was able to get a ship to the mainland, and waited again in New York hesitating to return to England. I was anxious for news from Colin and John especially: what was happening? what were they doing? Colin wrote soberly, matter-of-fact; he was starting a government job soon, quite unsuitable, he thought; his brother, Brian, was remaining with the 
Telegraph, and Leonie at the Press; refugees were being well treated so far. Everyone was glad I was coming back instead of going on to New Zealand.

          
In New York, Henriette and Phil were deeply depressed about the war and the future. But they would not stop working and hoping: Phil's sturdiness, rooted in physical well-being, and his realistic native optimism; Henrietta's clear-sightedness and resilience — these would carry them on. Henriette had remarkable honesty; I could not resent anything she said, even when she spoke bluntly. She talked with such frankness that I felt she liked me, which was warming. She asked if I was content to write poetry. She did not think one could be quite honest in poetry (honest with oneself, events, objects), because it is too easy to evade, to escape into beautiful phrases; but prose i 
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merciless, there one must have material, facts, and must be honest about them. She showed me a piece by James in 
New Masses in which a Chinese peasant spoke, a kind of free verse, which she thought had greater possibilities than stricter forms with rhyme, for these prevent the poet from saying what he wants.

          
She suggested my writing a book on New Zealand. And Phil, talking about Norman Corwin's radio piece, 
They Fly Through the Air with the Greatest of Ease, proposed I might try a work of that sort. Henriette then asked, did I want a job, because one becomes rooted in life only, or best, through a job. However, she thought marriage would solve all my problems — with which my father would have agreed; very concerned and serious, he had given me a prudent little talk on the subject one night as we sat on the terrace of the Moana by the sea. If I had said that I thought of staying in America provided I could find work, Henriette and Phil would have done all they could to help me; their generosity and care for quite new friends were selfless and touching.

          
New York was not to be measured by any human scale; the size of the bare faceless buildings with the myriad dead eyes of their windows bore no relation to the size of a man. London is a human city in which man is the measure; New York by contrast is abstract, ideal, ruthlessly totalitarian, with no concern for man the individual but only for some impersonal collective. And yet since my first visit to America, to New York especially, I had felt strongly the deeply rooted sense of justice at work in the country, its fundamental free spirit of inquiry. However ruthless private corporations and public institutions might be, however corruption had spread and ramified, Americans in the end would not accept the evils of their society just for the sake of quiet and decorum. They would probe and question persistently in a radical way unthinkable in England, until evil was exposed and society purged of at least its grossest defects. They would question everything, down to principles, the very foundations of their way of life. That was part of the significance of Whitman. He spoke of the huge energies of hustling America, and of the free independent American who was its measure. He identified American man, the American spirit. While his influence was current, America would not break apart.

          


          
Ida Pruitt gave me the surprising news that James was on his way back to New Zealand. She thought it was because of difficulties in China which prevented his reaching the north-west. Yet his heart was in China, Miss Pruitt said, as hers was; she had spent her life there and was now working for Rewi Alley's industrial co-operatives. But if she could not go on working in China, she might follow James to New Zealand.
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Europe presented a quite unexpected face when I reached it again at the beginning of November. Ireland had not been drawn into the war yet, so that its peaceful air was not surprising. Southampton Water next morning was grey, with flashes of sunlight over autumn trees. There were camouflaged buildings, grey ships. The boat train ran as usual, porters and taxis as usual at Waterloo.

            
London looked empty (it was Saturday afternoon), with few cars about; windows were boarded over here and there, sandbags piled about two feet high against fronts of buildings, to protect cellars. Strips of brown paper were pasted across window-panes to prevent splintering if they were shattered; glass lights above doors were papered over completely so that no light should show at night. Notices said 'To Air Raid Shelter'. King Charles at Charing Cross was entirely covered over, but the king at Cockspur Street remained unprotected.

            
Here in London I was plunged into the black fog-bank which for years past had been looming ahead of us, that terrible fog-bank of war in which all the landmarks of life would be obliterated. Inside, however, it turned out to be not black, but grey, and little different essentially from the world that had led to it. Yet one dramatic change had taken place. Coming from America, I was struck by the quiet and calm everywhere. America, New York above all, was noisy and jumpy, feverish with uncertainty and apprehension, as England had been when I left not six months before. But the outbreak of war put an end to that haunting, overshadowing uncertainty which had caused the terrible tension of the last few years. The country was committed at last; and it was almost with relief that the civil population prepared 

itself for routines and disciplines in which everyone had some definite task, responsibility being at once narrowed and defined so that it became clear and manageable.

            
Mary de Beer was working as a telephone operator at a fire-brigade station in the City; she spent forty-eight hours there at a time, sleeping in an improvised dormitory, then twenty-four hours at home. Never having had to work, she had done nothing of this sort in her life before, excepting voluntary Red Cross work among people of her own kind. Now, at nearly fifty, she was thrown together with men and women of every kind, most of the women barely half her own age. She was fascinated — she loved the experience, and made it interesting to us as she talked about it. Both on her off days and in her well-defined work she felt freer than ever before. For her as for countless others the war shook up the pot of British society and mixed its elements as they had never been mixed yet: this was to be a civilians' as much as a soldiers' war. But Dora, who would have liked to do something, was not needed, so she ran the big house and looked after the cook and two maids; she also knitted for the services — she had knitted a pair of gloves or stockings every week since the war began. Esmond had given up night duty in the 
a.r.p. (Air Raid Precautions) service, which was too much for him, and was waiting for more suitable work.

            
Talk everywhere was almost solely of day to day incidents and politics, and optimism seemed general. The war had not yet become war. There had been only four air-raid warnings since it started, Mary told us (and no raids); food was plentiful, only bacon being unobtainable sometimes; ration cards had not yet been issued. At night one walked through dark streets, but cars showed some light, and small lights were set at cross-roads; people carried pocket torches, and their gas masks in a small case slung on the shoulder.

            
Some people attributed everything to Hitler, and felt confident that he would soon go. Brian Roberts thought this; an experienced newspaper man now, he expected the war to be over by Christmas 1940, although not without some frightfulness; he thought Russia no better than Germany, and purely out for power. Esmond talked hopefully of seeing the Sistine Madonna in Dresden in 1942. People felt the senselessness of 

the war, but there was no real questioning of it, as if it could not have been avoided. Only Hal, of my friends, said that we were fighting for our lives, which I thought ill-considered.

            
Big posters everywhere said '
Your courage, 
your cheerfulness, 
your resolution, will bring us victory', and invited people to do 
a.r.p. and other work. I entered my name at the Marylebone national registration office, putting 'writer' as my occupation; when asked what kind of writer and did I mean journalist, I put 'poet'. The affair took a couple of minutes — it was in no way an inquisition, I got an identity card at once, and in time I would be called up for military service.

            
Lissie had had to sell the Abbey and take a house at Binsted. John Crockett had declared himself a conscientious objector (he had joined the Peace Pledge Union three years before) and was expecting to be called before a tribunal. He was working nearly twelve hours a day and seven days a week on the farm next door, getting only a few hours off in the middle of Sunday, for 
£2 a week; other men on the farm called him a Conshie, and chicken-hearted, his employer was rude and grumbling. Sometimes he came home exhausted, sometimes in high spirits (he was as strong as he was large, he could be tough and rough it and fall on his feet), although nearly always far too tired to read, let alone paint. His Wellingtons and heavy trousers torn at the knees, the green army greatcoat his father had had before the first world war, were usually wet and smelt of cows and dung and John was often rebellious and short-tempered. When he gave notice on the farm, expecting his tribunal, he began a double portrait of Robert Maddox and me. Robert was very cold and grudging about sitting to John for the double portrait. When he refused the final sitting which would have allowed John to finish, John said very quietly, almost politely as if making some gentlemanly remark, 'Then I think you're a shit', and Robert as he left the room said equally quietly in his low refined voice, as though he were saying goodbye, 'And I think you are too.' John had his revenge (if it was that) by making Robert look shockingly neurotic; corpse-like.

*

            
I found a flat in Lawn Road, off Haverstock Hill, in a well-designed small block called the Isokon, one small oblong room 



* See reproduction of this double portrait in 
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with kitchen and bathroom. The grey concrete building was set back from the street so that cars could park in front; each flat on each of the four floors opened onto a balcony corridor on that side. The street was fairly quiet, the window looked behind onto a bank of tangled hawthorn, one straight poplar (
sei gegrüsst!), a few small cherry trees, and a young silver birch; pigeons, sparrows, a blackbird singing. The room soon came to feel to me as if no one had ever lived in it before, a kind of glass case, or a pigeon-hole; life could never mark it; it would be suitable for a creature produced in a test-tube. Colin took an instant dislike to it, but it was extremely convenient, and with books, a few pictures, colour, gradually it came to seem mine.

            
Of all my friends at that time I felt most anxious about John and closest to him. Different as we were, his dilemmas, his confusions, were mine too. If I was not able to help him, he by example at least would help me. While I thought I could not bring myself to fight, I no longer felt that I could advocate pacifism as a policy for the country. At first John thought that when he came before the Tribunal for Conscientious Objectors he might opt for the 
r.a.m.c. If he demanded unconditional exemption and was refused, he would most likely be sent into the army (Tribunals were commonly making this decision, judging from reports in the 
Manchester Guardian, the only daily which regularly reported their sittings). John and I had gone together in January to a sitting of the Tribunal for Conscientious Objectors at the West London County Court in North End Road. The board made a true Daumier quintet. The chairman, presumably a judge, upper class and slightly superior, tightly thin-lipped with triangles of heavy lines under the eyes, an almost bald dome and thick tufts of hair above his ears. One apparently trade union member, unimaginative, like a well-to-do small tradesman, round and red and rather bunched, but the most straightforward, the only uncomplacent one of them all. A thin-faced man who smiled and smiled pleasantly but played devil's advocate. A smug butterfly-collared lawyer (I supposed), too superior to live. And a more comfortable tolerant-seeming man, possibly a civil servant.

            
All spoke quietly enough and did not intimidate the objectors by pouncing or brow-beating; accepted direct replies to direct 

questions, but were inclined to lift their noses at any more discursive reasons. We heard about six cases, all working class or lower middle class youths who made the worst possible showing, having had neither the education nor the leisure to think out the questions involved even had they been old enough to make decisions of such a nature. It was pitiable and humiliating. The one objector who without doubt ought to have been granted unconditional exemption, a Welsh boy speaking with difficulty in English (but a witness, pastor of his sect, spoke for him), was given exemption on condition of doing farm or forestry work. The others were either registered for non-combatant service 
(r.a.m.c. or 
r.a.s.c.) or told to remain in their present jobs; probably as good decisions as could be hoped for them in the circumstances.

            
John's own summons came early in April. Peter Burden had fortified him with coffee and rum before we met at Fulham Town Hall; I went as though to my own execution. Three or four cases preceded John's, and the difficulties of making decisions grew plain. One was a foolish unjust decision, the others right enough; but the number of lies about what Christ said or did not say that came from members of the Tribunal was astounding.

            
John's original statement consisted only of two or three short sentences (a mistake, I thought, but it may not have mattered in the end). He read a supplementary one, and was then given a longish questioning, for about a quarter of an hour. He spoke, for him, surprisingly clearly and well (he was not nervous when it came to the point, he told us), and defended himself against a host of irrelevant questions fairly and adequately. The argument kept chiefly to the subject of John as an artist and how he proposed to defend civilization, and fortunately did not stray to general political questions. When questioning finished, John heard the trade union man recommend that he be given complete exemption. On the strength of his case, which was a good one, so much better than I expected, I felt he deserved that, but the other members were against, and he was given the alternative of full-time 
a.r.p. work (but the 
a.r.p. people rarely agreed to take conscientious objectors), or agriculture or forestry. John thought he would try to find an agricultural community to work 

at, but that was bound to be far from London. He had his orders. His freedom now was limited, he had no longer to make ultimate decisions, his life being prescribed for him. It would be my turn next.

            
Nominally I might consider myself at liberty to live as usual until called up. But to live as usual was, since I had given up teaching, to live as a writer; and in almost everyone's eyes that of course meant to do nothing. How can a young fit man do nothing when his country needs him in wartime? And men were wanted, it was announced from time to time, for the 
a.r.p. service, for the Auxiliary Fire Service. Or should I work with the Peace Pledge Union, or with refugees, or join a pacifist agricultural colony, which Peter Burden contemplated? But I did not think I could live in communities of the like-minded; difference seemed to me the breath of life, and I wanted to stay in the world. As always I wanted to conform, to be well thought of, and so to find some kind of security.

            
James Courage, who was older, and always in rather precarious health after 
t.b., continued to live and write normally; he was still in Belsize Avenue and we began to meet again and to talk about our work. He was a receptive and judicious critic, who wrote poems himself now and then in between stories, novels and plays. Even when I could not penetrate the gay conversational surface he offered, his near presence and steady friendship were reassuring and precious; although much anglicized, he was a New Zealander too, and we understood each other. Always excepting Robert, I knew no one else near my own age who was not caught up in his regular job or in a wartime one.

          

          

            
43

            

the war came near. After the Norway expedition in April the Germans invaded Holland and Belgium and drove the British forces back to the Channel. An extraordinary fleet of ships and small craft of every kind from a score of ports and fishing villages round the English coast managed to bring back to England the men of the retreating British army, so that at Dunkirk defeat was made to seem victory. Then in a few weeks the Germans overran France; Pétain capitulated; and they massed along the Channel, waiting for the right moment to invade England.

            


            
England at that point ceased to vacillate, and threw off its timid, backward-looking, compromising past. In the first half of May it repudiated Chamberlain and all he stood for, culminating in the shame of Munich. Churchill became Prime Minister. He promised to fight, he offered nothing but 'blood, toil, tears and sweat', by that phrase alone presenting himself and the country in a dramatic role to which it seemed that everyone responded. For the moment, he embodied the country, and gave immediate courage to the most timid, by which I mean myself. His aim was one word, victory; he was bracing, inspiriting; I almost felt my muscles stiffen.

            
The one excited person I knew was Alfredo Cianchi, excitable by nature, living on drama. I lunched with him one day in the second half of April. London had seemed particularly quiet, as though listening to the naval battle then taking place off Norway; the nights quite still, and very dark, crossed now and again by a crowd of waving searchlight beams looking for a plane among the clear stars. Almost by chance, just as we were to part, Alfredo told me he had long been gathering ideas for the book he wanted to write but never had time to write. Would I consider writing it for him if he gave me the material?

            
He told me a little more, and it seemed Alfredo's usual theme — how science can save the world. He told me that techniques existed which could transform the world as we know it, and this his book was to describe. Gradually he aroused my interest, reluctantly I agreed to try to turn his material into a book, which would take at least six weeks of steady work to write. He believed he had found the secret of a power which might control the world, if kept in the right hands. He had interested a number of people in it, chiefly scientists, and formed the nucleus of an organization, and hoped to move the powers that be.

            
Alfredo brought me his material by fits and starts, first there was a glut, then a dearth. The opening chapter, eleven pages of typescript, took me eight solid hours to make English of; Alfredo's frequently elusive nebulous ideas were hard to grasp and to state convincingly; however he seemed pleased with the result. After ten days of scraps, he arrived one morning breathless, bringing me a lot more to work on. He was in touch with so-and-so (I did not know who), was trying to enlist the support 

of Julian Huxley, and now wondered whether H. G. Wells should be brought in. It all sounded quite unreal. But his new material was interesting; after too much woolly generality, this was scientific and exact, a chapter on the modulations of space. Next day he told me he was to meet Wells the following week. Wells, I foresaw, would be subjected to a torrent of talk, and what on earth would he make of it?

            
Sometimes I went out to Felden, where we all worked on the book together; Alfredo dictating to the children's Nannie, I Englishing what he had dictated, his typist typing my English, and Enid then reading it through. Alfredo hoped I would delay joining the Friends' Ambulance Unit, my latest choice of service, because once the book was published and his organization to promote its ideas formed, he would like me to take part in it; there would be endless work.

            
A few days later I had a longish political chapter to construct from a great many scattered pages of notes; I had to give them coherence, finding or working out for myself a consecutive argument that would gather them all in. He had been meeting some of the people interested in his ideas, one of Wells's Rights of Man group, and also Tom Hopkinson, editor of 
Picture Post, an influential illustrated weekly, liberal-radical in tone and lively and adventurous in its reporting and presentation. Hopkinson was to read the book and give it a final polish. Alfredo was full of energy and confidence, and infected me. A few days more, some more hectic work, and Alfredo's book was finished in rough form; he had given it to Hopkinson or Ritchie Calder to read and then it would be passed on to Wells.

            
The book spoke 
of the power whose secret he had discovered; but if he was to convince scientists and politicians, he must show his command of that power. He was about to do so. In his laboratory on the top floor of 72 Greencroft Gardens he was constructing a model of the control machine. Friends who knew he worked at home thought he was busy with modifications or adaptations of his Sordoviso device, which was being applied in a number of ways; his factory (it was doing government work) could never quite keep pace with the heavy demand for switches; they were soon to be used in the design of tanks — an ironical development, very far from what Alfredo had in mind when he 

invented the device. Alfredo was afraid of his secret falling into the wrong hands, obsessed by the thought that the Germans might be first to tap the enormous sources of power now within the grasp of scientists. He spoke in — to my understanding — vague general terms, which I could only half follow; but his conviction and urgency were such that I could not disbelieve him. He told me a little of the history of the discoveries leading to his work. I think he foresaw how the splitting of the atom might result in appalling negatives, the destructiveness of the atom bomb, and wanted the power so released to be used for the good of mankind.

            
The weather had been rarely bounteous. Swallows flashed through the calm sky; the may had never seemed so rich, whole bushes swathed in white on parts of Hampstead Heath; oak and beech leaves showed a more tender vivid green than ever before, the lilac was fuller. Leaves lifted by day in a happy rustling sigh; under nights of immaculate moonlight trees and bushes were held marble-still in the intricacy of solid shadow and the grey pure light. Both day and night were unusually still, as if nature, while as self-poised and intensely preoccupied as ever, were yet half aware of man's concerns. But such weather worked against us. The Germans captured Amiens and Arras, and reached Abbeville. Then rain fell in the night and fell steadily all morning, weighing down the lilac heads and periwinkle leaves. I thought all the time (and felt that everyone must be thinking the same) how this might affect the fighting. The government took emergency powers.

            
The book was finished. I began to sleep at Alfredo's, and sometimes to work there by day too, helping him in small ways with his model, running small errands for him such as walking up to Finchley Road to buy a drill. Metal gave him a great sense of power; I had always feared and hated it. Yet when I had no time to read or think the days were relatively calm and forgetful. Belgium surrendered. I thought I had a month perhaps before my age-group was called on. I knew I ought to be going over poems in a final revision and putting papers in order, but I could not, because of sloth or feverishness. At least I read; Bernanos's 
Diary of a Country Priest, a book once read never forgotten, and several of Julien Green's strange novels, 
Isher-

wood's 
Mr Norris, Hemingway's 
A Farewell to Arms, and Croce's 
History of the Nineteenth Century, and of course 
New Writing, the 
Adelphi, 
New Statesman, 
Peace News, and other magazines. From time to time I was also reading D'Arcy Cresswell's 
Present Without Leave. Parts of it I found unreadable, having no patience with the ideas and their expounding; most of what I could read seemed to me rather trivial and uninformed, and profoundly depressing. Partly of course because I saw the image of a wasted life - like my own - with certain gifts and faculties useless for lack of development.

            
Letters told me that Jack Bennett had left New Zealand, and on the way back to England was working at the Huntington Library in Pasadena, then going 
to Paul and Mary Engle at Iowa University. Ian was teaching political science in Melbourne. James wrote from Auckland; his father was dying; he would return to China soon. New Zealand's Labour Government had disappointed him deeply, even 
Walter Nash and John A. Lee. One of the few men he respected was W. E. Barnard, Labour 
m.p. for Napier, who thought for himself and took an independent line if necessary, ignoring party dictates. In every letter I got from New Zealand now there were signs of war hysteria; my family had succumbed to it, in part genuinely, in part (I guessed) as protective colouring.

            
Alfredo kept rushing from Felden to Greencroft Gardens, to his factory, to meetings with Ritchie Calder and others interested in his model; yet everything seemed to be hanging fire. Then Hopkinson, his interest apparently reviving, asked Alfredo to set out the main points of his book in the form of a letter; Enid had made notes at Alfredo's dictation, which I spent an afternoon and evening Englishing.

            
Then there was silence. For most of August I heard nothing at all from Alfredo. What happened to the model? to the book? to the organization? If I knew then, I have forgotten. They simply dropped out of sight. Alfredo's hopes must have come to nothing, his model have been dismissed as impractical; he was not to save the world that way. I cannot recall any moment when he admitted failure and seemed cast down by it, or when I saw that he had been leading me on a wild goose chase and resented it. I felt only gratitude that I had been left alone by 

him and by the army. Because I had been writing poems, especially a few poems about New Zealand.

            
They were the best I had yet written. They came to me then, when everything I knew was threatened with destruction, as a spontaneous welling up of life in face of death. I did not choose to write them: they rose in me unbidden. One writes poetry neither by choice nor by chance but because one must, according to one's powers, great or small; must and can are the two faces of that necessity. These pieces were very few, and slight enough, but they had a quiet salt tang of imaginative truth and reality. They were unexpected; in them I discovered the New Zealand I knew and did not know.

            
It was New Zealand I discovered, not England, because New Zealand lived in me as no other country could live, part of myself as I was part of it, the world I breathed and wore from birth, my seeing and my language. England, deeply as I had come to love it, was not myself in that way and could not be. These were short poems, with one exception, a piece about Waitaki which I was not satisfied with, and left lying, and took up again, and went on rewriting time after time for years; still it did not satisfy me, but kept on nagging, demanding to be worked out and not abandoned. Years later, I had to write out the argument in prose to be sure where it was taking me and that it was not misleading me, and then at last (it had grown to more than twice its original length) I felt I could do no more on it. Eight years passed before it was published.

* That was exceptional, but I got into the habit gradually of putting a poem away for several months after it was written, until I had forgotten it, and then taking it out and looking at it afresh, so that I could work on it if necessary with more objectivity. Sometimes a poem seemed to be finished as soon as written, but I did not like to trust my judgement when I was still so near to it. I admired and envied poets who wrote and completed a poem at once and could publish it at once; I had to work in my own way.

            
Friends liked these poems, and boldly I submitted them to the most interesting journal of the time, 
New Writing. 
John Lehmann wrote almost at once, wanted to see more, then accepted three pieces and published them that autumn in a number which 



* See 'Waitaki Revisited' in 
Disputed Ground (1948)



also contained a story by 
Roderick Finlayson. It was the result (I told myself) of patience and persistence; I had sometimes thought that if ever I wrote anything good it would be from sheer stubborn will-power, the will to write, and not because I was born a poet.

            
Inwardly, this marked a stage in my life. That poems of mine should appear in a periodical which published Auden and Spender and other writers I admired, English, French, Czech, Indian — that in itself seemed an unmistakable accolade, singling me out by the company I was placed in. It was a declaration to the world that I was a poet, that I had not lived in vain. If that allowed me, at moments, to hold my head just a little higher, it made not an iota of difference to my outward life or to the way other people thought of me. Life was no different, no easier, because I was a poet. Was it not then the real thing to have published two or three poems in a prominent magazine — was that not yet enough to prove me what I wanted to be, wanted to show myself? Or, even supposing it 
had proved me a poet, was that the end? were there not further questions?

            
What then? sang Plato's ghost, What then?

            

John Lehmann had asked me to come and see him. He was working at the Hogarth Press in Mecklenburgh Square, which was green and airy under magnificent plane trees. A secretary took me in; he sat at a desk writing and did not look up while I walked hesitantly across the room — it was, it must have been, the old trick of editors and dictators to intimidate their clients and victims — I recognized and half despised it but was nonetheless duly intimidated. But once Lehmann looked up and spoke he was friendly and kind. He made a formidable impression, however. Not only because of his height — he was very tall, towering over me when he stood up; not only because he was very English and correct, with all the infallible, impenetrable superiority that connoted; but because of his startlingly light-blue eyes and the blank cold look they turned on you — mad, ice-blue eyes; yet his voice was low and reassuring, he had an easy quiet manner, both paternal and encouragingly friendly as though he had an understanding with you; his pale fair hair was going curiously grey at the temples. He seemed very much a man of the world, with something of the air of those knowing 

creatures in dealers' galleries who talk loudly about paintings in a proprietary, deprecatory, showman's manner — he had a touch of their superficial, businessman's attitude, although in him it was not altogether distasteful.

            
He asked whether I wrote prose, whether I had tried to publish, poems in London before (I replied that I had only begun to find myself in the last year), and wanted to know about writers in New Zealand. He knew James's books and they had corresponded, he had corresponded with 
Frank Sargeson, who had sent him 
Allen Curnow's 
Not in Narrow Seas and copies of 
Tomorrow. He said there was nothing comparable to our 'movement' (I had never thought of it as that, nor of myself as one of a group) in any of the other dominions; he hoped to write an article about it for the 
New Statesman. I promised to lend him what books I had with me, Fairburn in particular, whom he did not know; and I wanted him to see 
Time and Place, and 
Lyttelton Harbour.

            
Later he asked me to write for the 
Geographical Magazine, which he had then undertaken to edit. He liked what I wrote, and hoped that I would have some stories for him too — my article suggested that I might write stories. If he was so kind to all contributors, I thought, 
New Writing would never be short of material. Almost at the same time Jack wrote from Ohio that Paul Engle wanted to print some poems of mine in an Iowa publication. But when some months afterwards Lehmann refused poems of Joy's, I saw that his taste was limited and recognized with astonishment how hard it is for true poetry to get a hearing.

            
After going to tell the de Beers and Tim, I went home and read 
John Mulgan's novel 
Man Alone, which I had only just learned of from James's review in the last 
Tomorrow to arrive. I had to read on until I finished it in the small hours. The description of the escape, round Ruapehu, over the Rangipo desert, through the Kaimanawas, was quite enthralling. The book was by far the best of its kind (so much better than Lee's book and 
Robin Hyde's Starkie books); the style carried one on, although it would only do for that kind of novel. John like so many of us was haunted by the country, its physical nature: the heavy dark bush, the mountains, the fern country. And he 

was haunted by the sense of man's exile in the world of the Truce — man homeless, without guidance, without allegiance. He replied to my letter about the book from Northern Ireland; he was in the army.

            
In the middle of June, when we expected the capitulation of France, Colin and I felt that until the last few weeks we — Britain and France — had been giving everything away with both hands as fast as we could, not simply during the past eight months, but for years. As a trivial enough instance of this he told me how utterly inadequate was the guarding of his supposedly highly secret office in the country; a notice-board outside still announced Government Information Service.

            
The first air-raid warning since the previous September sounded in London a week after the fall of France. It was the first I had heard, a rising and falling shriek or moan of the sirens, piercing and chilling, like the howling of wolves; it seemed the death-wail of civilization. Bombing of London was expected day by day. Meanwhile John Crockett got married. Tim was in London, waiting for a ship. Refugees were being interned indiscriminately, even some who were doing work important to the country. The papers seemed to grow emptier and emptier, the 
b.b.c. news was half taken up with accounts of air battles, like recitals of a menu, and its soothing correct voices read out communiques that last night's air-raids did no 
material damage: bombs fell on open fields: few casualties, etc., until I came to doubt all such reports and felt that we were being spoon-fed, like the French.

            
Air-raid warnings became habitual, planes droned about overhead, bombs fell here and there. In my block of flats people began to sleep in the bar on the ground floor; sometimes I went down myself. Tim after four months at sea and then two in England was about to sail again, he did not know where, because his ship was under sealed orders. He was on board at the docks continuously, to man the guns; constant air-raids, little sleep. Planes came over the Thames in masses, he said, but the antiaircraft barrage had succeeded in breaking up their formations and driving them back.

            


            
In his last ship, the 
Cumberland, he had left New Zealand in mid-May after only a week at home in Amberley. A few days south of Panama they had sighted one of the four German armed raiders known to be in the Pacific, they manned their guns, but in the mist they were not spotted. At Bermuda they joined a convoy, escorted first by an auxiliary cruiser — an armed merchant vessel, and later by two destroyers. Off England the convoy divided and his ship reached Glasgow without incident, but the other half, fourteen ships, had been attacked near the Isle of Wight by sixty planes, and four ships sunk. Incidents of the voyage had bitten deeply into him: that manning of guns against the raider, seeing a submarine destroyed by depth charges south of Ireland, and the wreckage of ships. He delighted in life at sea, in the beauty and wildness of sky, cloud, waves, in calm and storm. He liked sailors for their independence of mind and did not want better companions, yet felt he was not doing enough, craving for crude 'experience'. He had a strong urge to give up all family money, he almost resented his comfortable upbringing, and disliked staying in comfort with the de Beers. Now the 
Cumberland had been sunk off Northern Ireland. But Tim was not apprehensive; he was happy, all eagerness to be off, certain he would survive. And I, at that moment, felt a strange sense almost of security, as though immortality were assured, for myself, for him too if he was killed.

            
The weather was high summer, exceptional for September. I walked on the Heath, swam in the crowded Lido at Gospel Oak. One hot Sunday after sunset people flocked over Parliament Hill, talking, laughing, hoping for something to see, many of them with field-glasses, as if air-raids were a turn at a fun-fair. But that night no siren sounded — it was commonly being called sireen, the second syllable stressed, although 
b.b.c news and talks mentioned the word correctly every day. The following Saturday I was having afternoon tea with the de Beers. The sirens sounded, and soon through the clear hot day came the soft thud of bombs and the quicker guns, both far off, but intense, long-continued. Across Regent's Park we could see black puffs in the sky and a large number of planes flying very high; then, to the east, a great column of thick smoke rising in pale puffs and standing high into the air, and spreading, while other puffs kept 

mounting continuously into the cloud made by those before. As the afternoon wore on, flocks of startled birds rose from the trees in the Park and flew round uncertainly, while people continued to row about the lake in boats. With darkness came a great red glow in the sky to south-east, like nothing I had ever seen except a New Zealand bush fire in the distance. Everywhere as I went home by Camden Town to Lawn Road people were speculating — Woolwich Arsenal? the docks? The nine o'clock news said only that the docks had been attacked. The glow was still there after midnight. Next night again the clouds reflected the glow from the fires. Another raid started; the noise was sometimes quite near. About midnight I went down to sleep in the bar, with several other people. It was noisy outside, but I slept, woke at three, slept again, then woke in a crashing of glass, which fell all round and on the rug I had ducked under. I was unscratched.

            
I spent the next two nights with the de Beers, nobody sleeping in the bedrooms, but downstairs; however they slept in their night-clothes. Mary was tired after forty-eight hours at the fire-station, but unshaken. Tim wrote that he had reached the Firth of Forth safely. Since my flat windows could not be put in again quickly I went to stay with the Cianchis at Felden. Because of the children, they had all been sleeping for weeks in a concrete shelter in the garden, living like animals in a hole, a horror I could not face, and I slept in the house, though in my clothes.

            
Heavy raids continued all through September and into October. Every time I went into town I wondered if my friends would still be alive and their houses standing; how could they escape, when house after house near them was hit? By late October there was no window intact in the whole east side of Regent's Park, and on the south side several houses had been hit or badly damaged. The de Beers were doing their cooking on open fires, because the gas had given out completely. They had thought of leaving London, but the mathematical chance of their house being hit, Esmond argued, was very small, and it would have been hard for Mary to give up her job at the fire-station. She loved it and wanted to continue, particularly because so many voluntary helpers had stopped and left town. All three wanted to stay at home and felt it was up to them to go on with 

what they were doing. Esmond was running the library at the Institute of Historical Research, to ensure the continuity of historical work. Dora worked at an information bureau at Waterloo Station, at a canteen for soldiers run by the Victoria League, at the New Zealand soldiers' club, at the Red Cross prisoners of war department. In spite of very bad nights, they remained remarkably cheerful. A time bomb fell in a garden at the end of their short street, Sussex Place, which for a fortnight was closed except to residents. During the day time bombs were sometimes exploded in Regent's Park, shaking the house and making a tremendous noise which I first thought was guns; we could see black smoke rising above the trees towards the cricket pavilion.

            
James Courage went on working with difficulty. Since his first novel 
One House came out in 1933 he had published nothing at all, so far as I knew, and only one of his plays had been staged, 
Private History, in 1938. The Gate Theatre was to have put on another play of his, set in New Zealand this time, 
The Man in the Distance, but now it was not going to open in the autumn, a sad disappointment for him. He had lent me the play to read, a well-constructed solid piece, serious under its surface lightness. He sat down regularly every morning to write his three pages or so, though now he sometimes found it very hard to start, and had to read for a little to put himself in the right frame of mind. He had spent a year working on a novel about New Zealand, and now the best part of a year on a new play. On days when he could not work, upset by bombing, he kept a diary. The bomb which broke my windows made such a terrific noise that he, sleeping in the basement of his block of flats, thought it must have fallen on his building. In a great spurt, he then finished his play, but felt dissatisfied with it. Soon he gave up the flat he had lived in for four years, and moving up the hill took a room with board in Cannon Place, near East Heath Road.

            
Bettina had had to leave home with her children. First, in June, Archie had filled the house with his anti-parachute troop, so that she could not sleep. Then in September continual air battles overhead made it too dangerous. German raiders turned back by the London anti-aircraft barrage were met above them, just twenty miles from Charing Cross, by British fighters. Many 

bombs fell quite near, they slept in their garden dug-out and ate meals beside it by day, ready to dive in. Archie was likely to be sent to India; he might take Bettina and the children to New Zealand on the way.

            
Bombing made many people homeless. The government took over empty houses, but the homeless refused to sleep in them. They insisted on sleeping in underground shelters and the deep stations of the Tube, where they felt safer. Belsize Park and Hampstead tube stations, both very deep, were crowded every night; people waited in long queues to get in. One afternoon I saw a large middle-aged woman distributing sweets wrapped in paper, one for each woman, child and man in the queue outside Belsize Park station. The sweets were received readily, without surprise, as though all these people had been reduced below human level to a kind of deserving animal.

            
I felt baffled by the war. It was so vast, amorphous, and without identity, that it prevented all approach. I was living on a periphery of incidents, ruined buildings, nights of fear, sirens, the menace of planes overhead, refugees with their miserable bundles tied up with string and loaded on old prams, telephones out of order so that for days one could not reach friends; but these, in themselves almost meaningless, all related to a central something which I could not grasp. Outwardly, it meant that nations had given up trying to settle their differences by discussion and negotiation and were trying to destroy each other by every means they dared use. We were all, individually and collectively, under sentence of death. To stay alive, living from day to day, took all one's strength.

            
When J. B. Priestley began a series of Sunday night talks on the air in January 1941 and in his sober homely independent confidence seemed to embody the good-hearted reasonable Englishman that most people took themselves to be — when he pointed out, for example, that to do away with Hitler was still to be left with the conditions that had thrown up Hitler, so that 'victory' was a quite inadequate war aim — then Alfredo wanted to write to him (as I did too, very differently) and set out a general sketch of his ideas in the hope that Priestley might take it up. Priestley on the air seemed Churchill's complement. While Churchill respected the forms of Parliament, he saw himself 

as a hero of high drama and ran the country with high-handed bravura, a daring exciting performance. Priestley spoke for quiet ordinary men and women who respected themselves and other people, who trusted the innate goodness of human nature and its patience, endurance, kindness, reasonableness, and regarded rank, privilege, and heroics with tolerance but as a mere gloss on everyday living.

            
I began to see that the only way in which I could save myself from dissolution in the bewildering formlessness of the time was to draw distinctions, establish small islands of meaning, and so gradually build up a living centre of my own. Narrow, fragile ground; but when systems of belief have crumbled the individual is necessarily alone, and with little more than his own experience to guide him. He cannot foresee the future but he possesses the past, which tells him that certain things must always be true; he has a sense of relationship with all that is, and knows that


  

    
Ohne unsern wahren Platz zu kennen,


    
Handeln wir aus wirklichem Bezug….

*
  



            At the same time I had a sense of my own unfixed fluctuating identity. I used to think I had no identity at all, but if that were so I would be unaware of having none because there would be no I to be aware. It was my need for meaning and form which drew me so strongly to Yeats, and might account — if that need were general — for the popularity of Mozart. I was reading Goethe, the 
Römische Elegien and 
West-östlicher Divan, which promised to lead me out of the morass of depression I had been lost in for many shapeless days.

            
On the last Sunday night of the year the Germans made another big raid on the City. People at Felden saw the great glow of the fires. Mary said that incendiaries rained down in thousands, it was as bright as day in the street, and she was up all night making cocoa every few minutes for firemen who came in tired and cold. Her fire-station was not far from Barts, at the western end of the fire, which raged between Moorgate, Alders-gate, and Goswell Road. Water had to be pumped from the Thames because all the mains gave out — this happened now 



* 'Without knowing our true place/We act in real relationship'; Rilke, in Brasch's version, given in 
Present Company (1966)



and then, but Mary thought the pumping arrangements inadequate; several fire-stations had to be abandoned ('evacuated' was the wartime word) and at hers the telephone was cut off. Few people were killed because few high-explosive bombs fell. A strong wind spread the fire and did not die down until three or four in the morning — the raid had begun at seven in the evening and the All Clear sounded before midnight. By daylight, the fires were well under control, most only smoking from the water poured on them. The Guildhall was destroyed, and several churches.

            
The last night of the year was quiet in London. When Mary came home early on the morning of 2 January, she told us that fires were still smouldering in the City, sometimes breaking out into flames, so that firemen had been at work constantly. It was seemingly a fog over northern France on the Sunday night that prevented German planes with high-explosive bombs following those which dropped the incendiaries and so finishing off the City. Dora called it providential. Several firemen had been killed, some by a burning wall that collapsed on them.

            
I was called up with my age-group for medical examination early in February 1941, at St Albans. In the first small room, three Ministry of Labour officials sat at tables taking down particulars, refunded bus fares, gave compensation for loss of wages, while a big fire burned and a strip of paper pasted on a wall mirror exhorted 'Work like Helen B. Merry.' In the course of the examination (conducted humanely enough, it was far from being the ordeal I had dreaded for so long) I overheard one of the doctors say to his clerk, 'Slight emphysema of one lung' — he had to spell out the word, which I too did not know. At the end I was told, to my astonishment, that the army did not consider me fit and that I would not be called up for some considerable time, and the card I was given said 'Grade 3'. It was a mild spring-like day, fields were streaked with snow, and the brown trees no longer seemed bare, but rich with life in their curving arms. Rooks were flapping off the cathedral tower, circling and cawing; as I walked back up the hill to Felden birds sang loud and joyously, the first day I had heard them so. It almost seemed 

that with these announcements of spring, and my release, the war was over for me.

            
Two possible jobs turned up almost at once. One sunny warm Saturday after rain Colin and I met in Berkhamstead and walked by way of Marlin's Chapel (Marlin is Merlin: old worn ruins beautifully grown with elms and other trees, which seemed a fitting magician's haunt) to Tring, where the wave of the Chilterns hangs above the Vale of Aylesbury. Colin was doing intelligence work attached to the Foreign Office; his unit was understaffed and he wanted to propose that I join it. Meanwhile another friend asked me to join him as a paid fire-watcher in Finchley Road. This was a teacher of John's at Goldsmith's School of Art, Fred Manner. The buildings we were paid to watch we would gladly have seen burn, a wretchedly ugly block of two or three floors in dark-red brick, shops below, flats above, just north of Finchley Road Metropolitan Railway Station. Our employer was the cool cocky young manager of a tobacconist's shop. We were on duty overnight from seven till seven.

            
Many nights passed without warning, and often Fred and I had the room to ourselves. Then it came to seem a small fortress, even a kind of home, thanks to Fred's warmth and goodness. We read or wrote, Fred drew. He made drawings of me, and finally a portrait in oils showing me in my helmet, rather unhappily glamourized. Fred was not a good painter, although his technique was sound. But he was — John said — a first-rate teacher, one of the best at Goldsmith's. He was an unusually sympathetic man of fine character. He and his wife Dorothy, who also worked, lived carefully but decently on the ground floor of an old house in Adelaide Road. In their house I felt wonderfully at ease and at home. Neither of them made any personal claims; they were entirely unselfseeking and generous. I came to think Fred one of the noblest men I knew.

            
The weeks of regular nightly air-raids on London had ceased before I joined Fred as a fire-watcher. Only three big raids were made while I was with him, not on consecutive nights; but they were heavy, and if the Germans had kept them up they would have disrupted London life. The docks, railway stations, power stations, the City, were the chief targets; elsewhere, bombs seemed to fall by chance rather than design.

            


            
Fred and I were out in each raid. The bombers were often roaring so low overhead we expected to see them, and Fred (unlike me) seemed fearless looking up from the street. We heard planes diving to release their bombs, with many bombs ripping down through the air some way off or whistling thinly, and saw the red flashes as they exploded, followed after some seconds by the report, then clouds of black smoke, and the paler thinner smoke of fires. The ack-ack guns were firing almost continuously, we saw the occasional red explosion of one of their shells, and heard shrapnel smacking on the road and roofs. Twice we saw a far-off plane rush burning earthwards from very high up. Clusters of flares floated motionless for quite a time, like the pointed flames of candles on a Christmas tree, pale gold. One dropped quickly like a vertical string of little white beads. No incendiaries fell near us. During one raid, houses and trees illumined by full calm moonlight seemed held in a vice of stillness, in terrible expectancy, tortured by the throbbing of planes above.

            
When we came off duty in the morning after these raids I went to make sure the de Beers were safe. Their tall terrace house, old and beginning to sag a little, might easily have been brought down by a heavy shock near; happily, it survived, much shaken and with broken windows. Looking along a side street from Baker Street station in clear early sunlight one such morning I saw a big flame from a broken gas main burning amid dark smoke and rubble in Dorset Square. Baker Street was littered with the remains of incendiary bombs, yellow sand and half-burned sacks. Marylebone Road shone in bright sunlight, but everything beyond it lay dark under a huge wall of smoke which had been growing all night and now shut out half the southern sky. At the north-east corner of Baker Street and Marylebone Road, a flower-seller had taken her usual stand in the still empty street with a great barrow of roses and irises and gladioli, all as dewy fresh as if just picked in a country garden — could they really have come from Covent Garden, out of that pall of smoke?
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at the beginning of July 1941 I became, thanks to Colin, a junior assistant, Foreign Office, which ended my tormenting anxieties about what I ought to do. I worked with Colin at the 

intelligence centre at Bletchley, in an ugly Victorian country mansion of red brick. There was a small permanent staff and a large one of people recruited from the universities and elsewhere. The office work had some interest; it was soothing, often boring, and when one learned the routine, mostly predictable. I improved and extended my sketchy Italian, making a number of ludicrous mistranslations in the course of it. Later, I was called on to learn Rumanian, in which half the words were of Latin origin, and the rest a bizarre mixture of Slavonic, Hungarian, Albanian, Greek, Turkish; all I remember of it now is the beautiful word for an oak wood, 
dumbrava, and 
Noroc!, which you say when someone sneezes, meaning 'good health'.

            
The head of our small Italian section, Frank Hammond, might have passed at first sight as following any one of half-a-dozen occupations, according to the way he dressed — as a bank clerk or small businessman or minor civil servant, as an assistant in a men's wear department or a grocer's shop, as a detective, a courier, even a spy, as a school-teacher, a customs official. He would be lost in a crowd at once. He looked almost anonymous. It was easy to work with so cool and considerate a man. One was subjected to no emotional strain; Colin and I and a couple of other men and several likeable girls got on well together. But Hammond while intelligent enough had no interests. The people I liked talking to worked in other sections, Bernard Lewis, a quick young Turkish scholar and Arabist, R. H. Thacker, who was a lecturer in Semitics from Durham, Patrick Wilkinson, another classicist from King's who was always warmly friendly towards me, the rather silent Chinese scholar C. P. FitzGerald, and an Australian who later in the war showed me copies of a new Brisbane quarterly called 
Meanjin Papers.

            
Colin asked me to share his living quarters at Soulbury, a village a few miles away. He occupied a barn comfortably furnished as a bed-sitting-room for two; he had been sharing it with the very congenial W. H. Bruford, professor of German at Edinburgh, who had moved. The barn — now called the studio — stood in the garden of the cottage in which his landlady lived. We dined at the cottage with Mrs Burney, and it was part of the arrangement that we should then keep her company until after the nine o'clock news, when we were set free.

            


            
There was not much company at Soulbury, a very small village with only one inn. Not that we looked for company. Working all day with other people we were glad to be by ourselves when evening came. Occasionally someone interesting put up for a while at The Boot. So we got to know a young historian, John Prestwich, who had been seconded from the army to Bletchley Park. He told us stories about the 
g.o.c of his command, a new-broom general called Montgomery who had novel ideas of training. Prestwich thought him able, ruthless, autocratic, and decidedly dangerous, possibly with political ambitions. We were all acutely suspicious of such men, with so many warnings before us, not only in Italy and Germany but nearer home, the despicable Mosley with his ruffian blackshirts, the Irish O'Duffy and his blue-shirts. To illustrate Montgomery's methods, Prestwich told us of an occasion when he was meeting his officers informally in their mess, walking among them followed by a few aides. Happening to notice a fat major, Montgomery came up, stopped a few feet off, looked him coldly up and down without a word, and moved on, the officers parting to make way for him. When he had walked some little distance Montgomery stopped again and turned round, and pausing as he fixed his eyes on the major exclaimed with all his force, loudly and savagely with measured deliberation, 'I — 
hate — fat — 
majors!'

            
We grew friendly with one colleague and his family who had taken a house in Soulbury, Donald and Mary Lucas and their two children. Donald was a classics don at King's and a younger brother of the literary critic F. L. Lucas; reserved, sceptical, detached, with a quiet dry humour. He listened, Mary talked. She was fair and ample and talked with intensity, her face flushing, recalling and analysing every detail of her life unremittingly in a strident penetrating voice. In her continuous close-up everything seemed of equal importance, there were no distances, vistas or vaguenesses. Her parents were wealthy, orthodox Jewish, narrow. She and her brother had been brought up strictly in closed obsessive life. It was a shock to her autocratic father that after her brother had brought Donald home as a friend she had broken away and married out. She spoke of her father as 'Mr C.', tolerant about him but with passionate involvement. Her brother Was going into publishing; soon after the war his firm, Cohen 

and West, began publishing Donald's prose translations of Euripides. Donald and Mary talked a good deal about a scientist friend, of theirs at Cambridge who also wrote novels, C. P. Snow. He had become so interested in her family that he had written a novel about them, and Mary told us with excitement that he had now published an extract from it. The book came out a few years later as 
The Conscience of the Rich. I had to force myself to read it. Snow wrote at very low pressure in a flat style often dull and clumsy; he offered information, not knowledge, nothing imaginative. His people were puppets; he was interested in them as social specimens, not as persons, so that nothing they did mattered. Mary had been made an unrecognizably dull girl, her father and brother lifeless bores. In the picture of her family I recognized a few touches that might have been drawn from the Hallensteins and Michaelises, but it was a tourist brochure picture, quite without life.

            
Working at Bletchley Park provided moments of interest. The Park was a large establishment depending on the services as well as the Foreign Office and probably other departments of state. The administration seemed to be modelled on that of Kafka's Castle. Shadowy obstacles opposed with intangible reasons whatever needed doing; one fenced in a fantastic atmosphere of ghosts. There was no strong authority at the head of affairs, everyone distrusted and was in rivalry with everyone else. Letters and protests passed, and no one would take decisions. For example, we could not 
get a proper stove in a new room we occupied until the unsafe aged one that had been resurrected from some outhouse set the room on fire. Rumours blew up and died away, moves were predicted, fixed, contradicted, so that we often worked quite uncertain what might happen to us next week. One wit declared that it only needed a few eunuchs about for the place to resemble the Byzantine court in the last stages of the Eastern Empire.

            
The Park was said to be the only establishment in the country that did not cheer Churchill when he visited it: he was received in watchful silence. Perhaps he had the Park in mind when he issued his edict about simplifying official language; I recall a not untypical office circular referring to 'the incidence of unavailability of personnel'.

            


            
Before the year was out, Colin and I decided we should have to move. Fortunately rumours began to go round that our part of the office would be moving back to London; there had been no more serious air-raids, the Germans had not finished with Russia in ten weeks — they would be bogged down there for a long time to come. What was far more worrying to me then was the safety of New Zealand and Australia. The Japanese knocked out the American fleet at Pearl Harbour and raided Manila, and when that horrifying news came I dreaded their suddenly sweeping round the Pacific and knocking out Sydney and Auckland. They had brought America into the war against them, but after sinking two British battleships off Singapore and so disposing of Britain in the Far East they captured Singapore and Hong Kong almost at a stroke. Archie Hamilton's brother disappeared at Singapore; later he was found to be a prisoner of war. There was no news of James: he had written to Henriette Herz from Hong Kong in November, having been ill with typhoid; but she did not know whether he had escaped capture.

            
In March 1942 the 
Times published the names of civilians missing at Hong Kong; James was one of them. For a long time I thought he was probably dead. Yet I felt I must not mourn him, but be proud that he had lived, as the earth itself must be proud. I dreamed of his returning — I woke with a start one morning dreaming that he had reached London and rung me up, but I did not know his voice at first and was so overcome I could hardly speak. In another dream of his return we met among other people and could only shake hands awkwardly (he had always a flabby handshake, which seemed unlike him); when he spoke his voice was different, and I felt I could ask no questions in front of others, could say nothing personal and intimate; I wanted to talk to him alone; at the same time I felt a little afraid of him as one is afraid of those who have been through some terrible experience that one has not shared; what may it have done to them? Then Mrs Bertram heard — I do not know how — that he was alive and well. It was another two years before I had definite news, through Henriette Herz: he was a prisoner of War in Japan. Still later, after hearing from Mrs Bertram, I got his address from the Red Cross and wrote tremblingly: 
Ins Wasser wirf deine Kuchen … At last in February 1945 Mrs Bertram 

wrote that she had had two cards from him; one written in June 1942 said he had come through the Hong Kong fighting without a scratch and asked her to send food; the second written in January 1944 said he was at Omori p.o.w. camp just outside Tokyo, and well.

            
The London office was quartered in Berkeley Street, with an overflow off Park Lane. It was pleasant to be near the parks, especially Green Park with its beautiful undulations and airy spaces between the sweeping arms of the plane trees. The Home Guard company which the office staff joined used to exercise there; we were attached to units of the Ministries of Economic Warfare and War Transport, which inhabited a huge prison-block of offices on the east side of the square. Some of our people declined to join; Bernard Lewis declared that one could not serve two masters, but as Colin pointed out the two masters were one and the same. It was indeed no joke after a day at the office to struggle into choking thick khaki and dead-weight boots and parade and exercise with rifle and bayonet, helmet, gas mask and the rest. The grass of the square garden was all but torn away; big iron tanks had been set up there to provide water for fighting fires; low plane tree boughs swayed across them softly.

            
At Bletchley we had learned the rudiments of drill and gone through the naming of parts, buoyed up in my case by Henry Reed's delicious poem of that name, just new then. We were now given instruction in house to house searching as part of street fighting. On one exercise we explored a gutted house in South Audley Street where the street front draws back on the east side to form a small half-oval bay. The house was a shell, great staircases, halls, drawing-rooms, long dark passages; behind it lay mere mountainous ruins. Two of us climbed down an iron ladder to reach the ground floor behind the kitchen, where we found a bell-board showing who had rung from upstairs: His Grace's bedroom, His Grace's bathroom, Her Grace's bathroom, Lady Ursula's bedroom, etc. 

After our return from Soulbury I lived for a time in a room looking onto Hampstead Heath, then moved back to Lawn Road Flats. There I soon took one of the larger flats; its single room had big windows on two sides and I could put up a friend. Along the street in front of the building stood a row of lombardy poplars. When losing their leaves they distilled a strange haunting scent that every time I passed took me back to New Zealand, to that thicket of old and young poplars growing in dazzling light on the wide shingle bed beside the Arrow River where it flows out of its gorge above Arrowtown: leaves there on the young saplings grew enormous as shields and their scent in autumn was rich and penetrating.

            
Two women who worked in turn as secretary at the flats became good friends of mine. Helen Kapp was an art historian of about my age, younger sister of the painter and draughtsman Edmond Kapp. She lectured and wrote about art, she arranged exhibitions, and knew a great many painters and writers and other artists. She worked at times for 
c.e.m.a., that timidly named fosterling of war the Council for the Encouragement of Music and the Arts, which was to grow into the Arts Council. Later she succeeded Eric Westbrook, when he went to Auckland, as Director of Wakefield Art Gallery, and from there became the first Director of Abbot Hall Art Gallery at Kendal. She was a strong-minded active practical woman bubbling with hearty energy — energy spoke from her black curls nodding like a plume, her large brown eyes and even her prominent teeth; laughter blew out of her in short gusts. During air-raids we sat in my flat or hers and read 
Jane Austen aloud. She was a painter too, and did a portrait of me in rather acid pinkish colours; I lost count, but that must have been about the fifteenth time I was painted.

            
The Pritchards who owned Lawn Road Flats and lived on the top floor always had interesting people around them (they were friends of Henry Moore's), and following Helen they chose as secretary an older woman, a charming cultivated Viennese, Lena Neumann. She was large and gentle, with beautiful tender eyes, firm in a dignified quiet way. She came of a musical and literary family, who had some connection with the press. As friends of the Freuds, she and her brother later translated Freud's letters. 

She helped me revive my German; we read the whole of 
Faust together.

            
At this time too I got to know a group of Indian musicians. All were in England as students, one or two studying medicine, but music brought them together and seemed their chief interest. Bhupen Mukerjee, who played the sarode, Was Bengali, most of the others came from Madras. Indian music had close affinities with the Arabic music I had heard in Egypt, but was far richer and more refined. Bhupen and others occasionally brought their instruments to play at Lawn Road, where I now had enough space to ask friends to hear them. I got to love this music, a close and subtle tapestry of sound that did not impose itself peremptorily like most western music, but stole on the senses in such a way that its rhythms called up colour and even scent; it suggested a more unified way of life than we know, sense and spirit as aspects one of the other. When a later friend read me poems of 
Tagore in Bengali, I thought the language remarkably close in character to the sound of Indian music. Mogul painting too had a similar quality, although limited as the music was not. Towards the end of the war Bhupen and his friends all went back to India and sadly I lost touch with them. Listening to Indian music one day at the National Gallery, in particular to a song played on the veena, I wondered if it would be possible to achieve in poetry an effect similar to this pure melody with its (apparently) free wandering line. It would have to be without rhyme, for rhyme introduces what is a kind of harmony and a sense of limitation by form which this music seems to lack; and it would have to be very simple and unliterary, using words in such a way as to free them from literary associations. The melody of this music is very close to the sound of water, of wind in trees; it speaks of the life of nature rather than of human life, unless in India the two are so close as not to be separable.

            
In London Colin and I continued to work together. When he was transferred to another job, much more crucial and exacting, we still met constantly. At that time if we wanted to talk about our work we took care to walk in the middle of the street, where we could not easily be overheard. To be near Colin was the chief happiness the war brought me. We shared so much and were able to talk about so much that we shared. We had read and 

worked and eaten together, walked constantly and bicycled and travelled and swum and idled together, gone to church and heard music and watched plays and looked at pictures and exercised in the Home Guard, we had shared rooms and even beds and many of the same likes and dislikes, we had scrapped together like puppies, rolling over and over on the sand at Robin Hood's Bay; through it all talking, arguing, and being content and silent and largely agreeing. After going down from St John's I did not live so close to any other friend for so long; when Colin's parents went away he stayed with me at Lawn Road. Partly in temperament, more in our thinking, and in a common love of poetry and all that is beautiful, we were as close as friends can be.

            
Now in his new work Colin found a gift for organization that had had no scope before, and I understood gradually, through the reputation that he quietly and impressively made, that he showed himself as exceptional in this as in scholarship. He spoke of it very little and I asked few questions; his work was not of a kind to be talked about outside. That did not come between us. I knew that after the war — we could now think of the future — I should have to go back to New Zealand, and that the whole world would then separate us. Our being together became more precious to me all the time. Colin was often heavily over-worked and looked haggard and drawn. When the invasion of France began in June 1944 events so engrossed us that we found it hard to speak of interior things, of significances, and I was very afraid of losing him.

            
I had always expected and looked for — somehow, somewhere — a paradise on earth; not openly acknowledging to myself that I did so, nor clearly imagining it. It was only lately that I realized what my thoughts and longings implied — a state of peace and stability both for me personally and for mankind (for there could be no peace for me in a world not at peace) — and that I knew I had been nourishing impossible illusions. How hard it is to accept as fact that there can be no peace on earth, no rest for man. My longing for New Zealand was in reality a longing for the peace and security I might hope to find there; but would I 

ever see New Zealand again? I found New Zealand becoming fused in my mind, quite unintentionally, both with the promised land of Moses, Joshua and Caleb and the unattainable land of Vaughan's 'My soul, there is a country'. I knew that any paradise or earthly paradise was lost irrecoverably, but part of me never ceased to mourn for and long for it.

            
If I had not been so closely bound to the Abbey, I might have remained in New Zealand in 1938. As the war went on, I felt more and more strongly that I must go back afterwards. The thought of living there haunted me, part vision, part nightmare, so insistently that I knew it would be impossible for me not to try, if the world allowed; yet I was afraid of becoming prey there to a more claustrophobic despair than I had ever known in England. I argued with myself continually, and often with friends, the reasons for returning. Would James be there, and Ian, and Jack? What would they be doing? What should I do? Unless I was writing all the time, which looked unlikely, I must find work to occupy me — for protection; for discipline; for stimulus; for the occasions work provides. From the time Colin and I moved back to London that future was with me constantly. I thought that I should return to a simpler existence, try to live as Toss Woollaston did in obscure quiet, no longer taking the great problems of the world to heart so that they never let me be; live among neighbours and become human again, picking fruit in season and growing my own vegetables for the rest of the year.

            
Or could I edit the 
Journal of the Polynesian Society? I had no qualifications for that, except my experience in Egypt. It would involve a lot of dull reading, but might give a focus to my interests. It would probably mean living in Wellington, and Wellington might be a trifle less parochial than Dunedin or Christchurch (or would it be, on the contrary, a distillation of the parochialism of the country as a whole?) Whenever I looked at the 
Journal I thought what a poor editor 
Johannes Andersen was; after preparing myself, I ought to be able to do at least as well as he. One of the difficulties would no doubt be lack of contributors.

            
Edwin Muir's observation about small communities, at the end of 
The Story and the Fable (a book that made me feel closer 

to him than to any other writer of our time), were a strong argument for me to return. In New Zealand one could not help being part of the community; in England one might live one's whole life in almost complete isolation, an atom scarcely related to other atoms. And to belong to a community, to be part of human society, was one of my strongest needs. But I must not suppose that by settling in New Zealand I would automatically become part of the community. I had to remember the general distrust of people who have travelled and lived abroad and developed their own standards. I had moved about too much ever to be able to belong wholly and solely to one place and community; I would be both of it and not of it — in my own view as well as in that of the community. I dreamed almost every night, often about New Zealand; and dreams warned me that I should find no security there either.

            
All my friends who had left New Zealand felt in one way or other the same urge to return. Some had to recognize that they could not go back, however, because no work offering there would give them the scope they had in England. Geoffrey Cox for example had shown himself so able a journalist that New Zealand now was too small for him; not in an absolute sense, but because no New Zealand newspaper would give him the opportunity, the freedom, that he was used to. Newspaper owners in New Zealand were timid, hidebound, uniformly conservative; they allowed no serious questioning of the way things were done in New Zealand. They were determined that the public should never be stirred up, and they themselves never be disturbed by any threat of change. Journalists of independent mind and inquiring habits were simply not to be tolerated. Geoff had gone into the army, and when a captain in North Africa had been called to the New Zealand Legation in Washington as First Secretary (in fact the only secretary) under 
Walter Nash. But he was rather fretting there (it was Jack Bennett who told me all this, having seen Geoff in New York or Washington), partly because his heart was really in journalism, partly because Nash tried to do everything himself.

            
Jack Bennett was more deeply torn because he could seriously consider going back. There was always scope for humane scholars and teachers there; he owed much himself to just such 

men. If war had not come he would by now, he said, be prepared to go back, because he would have done some of the work he wanted to do. He would have been able to complete his thesis on the history of Anglo-Saxon studies, and the edition of Richard Corbet's poems that he was doing with Hugh Trevor-Roper — both had had to be left incomplete; and the commentary on Langland that he planned (he hoped someone else would be doing an edition of the text), a big work which would take ten years, would have been well advanced. After spending a year or longer in New Zealand he felt less keen to return, for many reasons. There were the discouraging experiences of James and Ian, who found they were not wanted in public life or in government departments: they were too independent to be tolerated by the small minds that ran the country. Jack had found himself that even intelligent people concentrated on personalities and were unwilling to talk about subjects (an odd reversal of the Victorian adage that servants talk about people but ladies and gentlemen about things). He found disquieting instability in the country and a predominance of extreme views, as strong among pacifists as others.

            
Pacifists in New Zealand were being treated, not indeed with the vicious brutality practised during the first war, which 
Archibald Baxter's fine account of his experience revealed: his book 
We Will Not Cease was published by Gollancz on the eve of war in 1939, and for that reason had scarcely been noticed. No, but they were being treated with almost equal stupidity, in an utterly wasteful way, so that they were of no use to society; shut up in camps in remote parts of the country like prisoners, with staff employed to guard them, and working only to keep the camps going. Jack's brother Norman, a school-teacher, was in one such camp; so were 
Rodney Kennedy and 
Hector Monro, and many others I knew or knew of, among them some of the ablest people of their generation; and there they would remain until the war ended. The blind folly of such treatment, solely in terms of the waste of human resources; worse, the elementary lack of imagination in public places which it showed, the timid petty-mindedness, made us anxious for the country's future. Jack had written to Nash about it when Nash first came to Washington, and thought that he was not altogether happy. 

Nash as a pacifist had protested against the first war. Now he was in power, and he would do nothing to help other pacifists.

            
Jack himself was longing to get back to England, to Oxford and his work. He was at this time in charge of a department of the British Information Service in New York, formerly under the Foreign Office but now under the Ministry of Information. His department had to answer, often at the shortest notice, questions coming from every corner of the States on every conceivable subject: what size in hats does Churchill wear? do commandos wear their commando flash when they go into action? The department produced pamphlets on the working of the Army Bureau of Current Affairs, on the Air Raid Precautions service, on Citizens Advice Bureaus. It was also busy getting parts of the 
Encyclopaedia Britannica revised: this belonged to Chicago University, which had bought it from Sears Roebuck. The department had to brief Lord Halifax for speeches he was to make in the States. And so on. Jack had no one special job, but had to coordinate all work of this sort; it sounded distracting beyond endurance.

            
While on leave in England, Jack was touring the country and all the time making notes for the kind of questions he would have to answer back in New York. He had been hoping for months that he would be able to come, and I had been longing to see him; now he stayed with me at Lawn Road. He brought me lemons, oranges, a banana — beautiful, almost fabulous fruit. I kept the lemons for a few days to look at but then gave them away, not daring to eat them as well as the oranges and banana. Jack had gone quite grey; he looked worn and very tired.

            
Towards the end of the war, when Jack at last returned from America to his fellowship at Queen's (his wife had left him by that time), he thought he might be prepared to go back to New Zealand, but only to a chair, and how often did that come up? He proposed that I should consider lecturing for the 
w.e.a.; not necessarily as full-time work. That attracted me because it should allow me to educate myself and clear my mind on a number of matters. I was painfully aware of my confusion of mind; this might help to bring it to order, while forcing me to concentrate. It would also leave me free to move from time to time, and to write. The idea gave me new hope.
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denis glover came to England to join the navy in 1942. He did not choose the navy. It was rather that he had long ago been chosen by the sea, as by an imperious muse to whom he held a life-long devotion. For years he had knocked about in small boats round Banks Peninsula; he seemed almost more at home on a heaving deck than on unresponsive earth, as if the sea were his natural element. Beneath his romantic affection smouldered a metaphysical passion for the sea which made itself felt in his poems, although he might not have been able to express it overtly, or have cared to. On leave from time to time he stayed with me at Lawn Road, so that we kept meeting for more than two years.

            
Denis told me his experiences in the navy; and like most New Zealanders abroad, we talked constantly about New Zealand. As I got to know him then, he was a surprising compound of poet, craftsman, wit, and devil-may-care roisterer. He had written some lively, rather rough poems in a vein of his own (his best work was still to come). The small books he had printed at the Caxton Press had set the country a standard that challenged the work not only of printers and publishers but of writers, painters, composers too. This marked the end of the country's history as a mere province; it was the first open declaration of its independence, of its resolve henceforth to begin to live spiritually from its own resources, to find its centre in itself — not in an assertive exclusive sense, but quietly, naturally, acknowledging that 'we receive but what we give', or at least that unless we give something we can receive nothing. I do not think Denis saw the full implications of his work then; it was not until much later that I came to see them.

            
Denis generally affected to do all that he did in a throw-away manner, casually, on the side. The man of action struggled in him all the time with the poet. Since he was passionately both he suffered keenly, yet he might not have become so fine a poet if he had been more single-minded. The two sides of his nature fed each other while they fought. Two sides? probably many sides, and Denis Was still more complex than he seemed, but these two showed most. He could not bear to let his boxing and drinking and sailing friends think he was soft or soft-headed or impractical; nor did he want his literary friends to take him as solely a literary man. It was not so much that he liked to be all 

things to all men, rather he needed to live fully, in every way open to him; every side of his being clamoured for expression. His was not a balanced nature, with impulses held in equilibrium, but almost an anarchy.

            
His comfortable exterior quite misled you. You took him for a genial intelligent rather roguish extrovert. He was of middle height, strongly built and solid, inclining to plumpness, with straight brownish short-cut hair, a ruddy complexion, the cauliflower right ear that boxing had given him, and a deceptively boyish air he was never to lose. He liked to thrust out belligerently the strong pointed prow of his jaw when telling a story and fixing you with his shrewdly guileless light blue eyes — acting a part while narrowly gauging the effect on you. His talk was aggressively matter-of-fact in tone, full of no-nonsense good humour and impatience and touches of whimsicality. His longish nose seemed ready to droop towards his chin (caricaturists seized on this) so that one overlooked his good broad forehead. When he broke into laughter, he worked all the muscles of his cheeks and forehead into creases and wrinkles, as if the gust of laughter suddenly filling his sails animated every inch of him; he shook, and the ground seemed to shake with him. He habitually breathed easy self-confidence and enjoyment of life; one noticed him; he was distinctly there, a presence.

            
The large navy-blue jersey with high roll collar that he wore at first with bell-bottom trousers as an ordinary seaman made him almost mountainous, rounding out his four-square figure. Later, after passing through the King Alfred training school at Hove, he turned up in his new uniform as a sub-lieutenant, looking resplendent and more imposing than ever. But when he came on leave from sea or from training he was always the same. Like a whale surfacing he blew, rolled about uncouthly, churned up the sea; it took him a day or two to settle down. That was no wonder, after what he had been through. The do-or-die training at King Alfred fitted men for desperate situations, decisions that meant life or death to men and ships; the strain on nerve and muscle and brain too was deliberately extreme, designed to make or break. Denis was quick, adaptable, willing and strong, but he was thirty already, not in his first youth, and underneath his impregnable front thought, imagination and feeling worked 

in him unceasingly. Life on a destroyer in wartime in cramped quarters and under extreme strain tested everyone to the limit. While still an ordinary seaman, Denis spent five months on the destroyer 
Onslaught, based, on Scapa Flow; he had been with convoys going to Russia, at Murmansk, in Iceland, and within 600 miles of the North Pole. All the time his ship was in danger from German submarines and from attack by air, often under bombing for hours on end, all round him planes blowing up, ships foundering, men wounded and drowning; this in midwinter cold and stormy seas in those icy latitudes.

            
He told me about it in longer and shorter sessions. The experience had eaten into him. He could not, must not forget it, except momentarily; but he had to control and live with it. Some men would have been driven out of their minds, or numbed for life, or hardened to insensibility. He was fortunately able to talk about it, and I was only too ready to listen; the stories were gripping; and Denis told them exceptionally well. He had the advantage of a good education; he had read well in English and the classics, reading without haste, thinking over what he read and remembering it. You did not talk with him for long before being made aware (quite unintentionally on his part) of that good grounding; his mind was trained to read, think and express itself clearly, consciously; English was his mother tongue and he loved it, delighted in it.

            
Inside or outside the universities it is rare (and rarer now than then) to find a New Zealander who impresses you as well-educated and well-read. (Some of course do their best to give the opposite impression of being barely literate and like everybody else, which is a sign of the half-educated who are wanting in self-respect). In this Denis was an exception — and so was his partner at the Caxton Press, 
Leo Bensemann; they were well prepared to choose the best work of the time to publish. Denis himself set more store by kindness or common humanity than by the quality of a person's beliefs and intellect, while the opposite was true in general of English intellectuals. Since he found it hard to talk about what he felt most deeply, hard even to admit it to himself, he drank to shake off his inhibitions and free his tongue. He drank too because of a Chestertonian affectation about the bluff English virtues of beer, and also, though to a 

lesser extent, because New Zealanders still think it manly to drink a lot. Why this adolescent attitude persists I do not know, but relatively few New Zealanders drink naturally and moderately, out of simple thirst and for pleasure and relaxation. With Denis, the mere whiff of a pint of beer seemed enough to glaze his eye and loosen his tongue; he got tight — a little tight — far sooner than most people. But when he came on leave battered after terrible experiences at sea he needed more than that; he had to go on a real blind, to forget completely for a while. He did not do so with me; I drank little and mostly wine, having no taste for beer and spirits; he had friends enough to keep him company. Occasionally he came back to Lawn Road to sleep off a blind, although always very considerate of me. What astonished me was his ability, when absolutely stoned, so that he could hardly stand upright, or walk straight, or get out an intelligible word, to rouse himself from stupor, find his way through the black-out in the small hours to Liverpool Street or Waterloo, and so get back to his ship on time.

            
From his first day with me, when we had looked at London and talked about New Zealand, we returned again and again to New Zealand writers and the Caxton Press. He mentioned the project of a university press in Dunedin (Dr Skinner had written about it to me a year ago), and told me it had been suggested that I might run it, a scheme he thought feasible, though it was news to me. He agreed that I ought to return to New Zealand. What was I to do? I had rejected the possibility of museum work; I did not want to be professionally occupied with rare beautiful things in the necessarily artificial seclusion of a museum. Prompted by Eric Gill, whose autobiography and ideas preoccupied me for a long time (I read the autobiography, in spite of its jarringly insensitive style, as though I expected to find Truth itself on the next page), I thought of becoming a printer, and wondered if Denis might employ me, and if I should be able to work with him. Running a university press seemed more suitable for Jack: I was no scholar.

            
We went on to talk over the possibility of a literary review. The Caxton Press could manage a quarterly, and we could not count on getting material enough for a monthly. Denis had looked on all the small periodicals he had run or supported, 


Tomorrow, 
Book, and the rest, as keeping the pot boiling for something more substantial, a mature professional 
Phoenix. I thought such a journal should be carried on by a small group, preferably close friends, and certainly having similar interests and outlook; that it should pay for contributions, which is the only way of ensuring a high standard, since it carries the right to reject what is not good enough; that it must be distinctly of New Zealand without being parochial. I thought it should also take up a position definitely theist, at the least, and definitely radical, though of course it would not exclude good work by writers who were neither. It should attempt to explore, in Holcroft's phrase, 'the local nature of reality'. We spoke of Holcroft, Beaglehole, George Gabites, 
Leicester Webb, as possible members of a group to run it; Holcroft and Curnow especially Denis thought essential, because of their enthusiasm. We talked over the prospect again and again, at all times of day and night, even while Denis lay soaking and talking in the bath, a large pink almost hairless octopus, and I moved the few steps between kitchen and bathroom to get breakfast and keep the conversation going. We sat for hours at my small round table, an old ash table scrubbed almost white by long use, its rough surface showing prominently the rings of the tree; outside the window a tangle of hawthorn straggled up the grassy bank. In the sometimes long intervals between Denis's visits the idea of the journal grew in my mind. I saw it first as a revived 
Phoenix, and assuming that the planning of it would be mine, started to make a list of subjects for articles. Before the war ended it had displaced all other notions about what I might do, and I knew that was what I had to try.

            
Jack Bennett too was eager to see a journal started; and he and Denis and I were able to talk it over together once when they were in London on leave at the same time. While Denis and I were fully agreed about the journal, his views were in many ways very different from Jack's and mine and, I was sure, from what James and Ian would have thought. Denis lived in the present to enjoy the present; a too circumscribed present, it seemed to me. When he talked about Curnow, Fairburn and Mason I saw them through his eyes as sharing his attitude — mistakenly, it may be, but I did not know them then. It was a 

very general New Zealand attitude, and its narrowness frightened me — small aims, no ideals (or dislike of talking in such terms), no looking before and after; it reflected all too closely the barren complacencies of suburban Christchurch. Denis and his friends (again, as I saw them through his eyes) had great realism, honesty, energy; but these alone were not enough. They had no sense of truth as something to be pursued throughout life, imaginative truth above all, and truth in history, philosophy, religion. I felt reservations, on similar grounds, about 
Allen Curnow's poems; his 'Landfall in Unknown Seas', while a good state poem, seemed to me then rather constrained; it was a work of imagination, but in a limited sense, as if the poet were somehow shackled and earthbound.

            
What sort of journal, then, would be possible? A solely literary journal was out of the question: there were not enough good writers in New Zealand to support one, so that neither 
New Verse, Geoffrey Grigson's astringent review of poetry and criticism, nor 
New Writing, was a useful model. 
New Writing, now coming out several times a year as a Penguin book, was much wider in scope, but it drew on writers of many countries and at first it excluded literary criticism and reviews of books. (
New Zealand New Writing was soon to show the limits of mere imitation — would the country never stand on its own feet?) There was 
Horizon, which I read eagerly month by month. No English journal I remembered had presented more lively, often brilliant work, had been so continuously stimulating; for a literary journal it ranged widely, far more widely than 
New Writing, and was intellectual as that was not. Yet it failed to be more than the sum of its parts. No general ideas guided it. What did it stand for? Good writing? But that is not enough to ensure even a continuous stream of good writing. Cyril Connolly himself lost interest in it after ten years, implying that the sole impulse behind 
Horizon was personal and temporary.

            
What we had in mind was something that properly speaking did not start with us: we simply responded to the need for it; something that would continue after us for as long as it fulfilled the country's need. It would have to be a journal both literary and general. Its standards would be set not by definitions but by the general ideas behind its choice of material, by good 

writing (of course), and by the quality of its book reviews; poems and stories would be read in the light of its reviews and literary criticism. No single model would serve us; but there were many exemplars. I had in mind especially the 
Criterion and the 
Dublin Review. The last, while the historian Christopher Dawson edited it, became the most consistently interesting journal I knew. I had read most of Dawson's books, and respected his humanely liberal Catholic outlook, which his journal reflected. Its concerns were history, politics, philosophy, religion — culture in the widest sense; it was not primarily literary, but it treated literature no less seriously, and perhaps in a wider context, than the literary journals themselves, the 
Adelphi and 
Criterion. I continued to read the 
Adelphi because of 
Middleton Murry. No literary critic who wrote on social and political questions too equalled him in insight, acuteness and candour; he had both imagination and courage. He wore his heart too nakedly on his sleeve, which was sometimes embarrassing; he was also ready to be wrong and to change his mind. The 
Criterion I had never read consistently. It was often heavy going, it printed a good deal of dry sub-Eliotese verse, it was too self-consciously in the intellectual swim, and rather pretentiously European in scope. Eliot's position, politically, was decidedly equivocal; I had little sympathy for the fancy banner he had nailed flamboyantly to his mast in 
For Lancelot Andrewes — that cloudy triad 'classicist in literature, royalist in politics, anglo-catholic in religion'. But the 
Criterion had to be respected, if critically; it stuck to its guns, and Eliot although eccentric was a poet and no mere fly-by-night. I had dipped into the 
Nouvelle Revue Française, and had heard a good deal of discussion of the 
Neue Rundschau, two of the best French and German journals; I had read the Paris-American 
transition and just seen 
The Dial. All these helped to point an aim, but we must find our own way, chiefly by our own light. The journal would have to be a New Zealand one; to try to make it international by inviting contributions from writers in other countries would be to make it fluffy. No good writer from England or America would send his best work to an unknown journal at the end of the world, and indifferent work even by famous writers was not good enough. We needed the best work of New Zealand writers, to ensure the quality and character of 

the journal, to show that the country could stand on its own feet, and to build up a body of New Zealand work.

            
There was no such thing yet as a distinct New Zealand literature; but the small cloudy nucleus of one was already forming, and our journal would foster that, enabling it (I hoped) to define itself and so to define New Zealand. 
Allen Curnow's 
Book of New Zealand Verse 1923-45, which came out in 1945 (it reached me in August), announced that New Zealand literature had begun, and put forward a first bold idea of it. In its combination of incisiveness, economy and generosity the anthology marked an epoch. Like a hard frost, it killed off weeds, and promoted sound growth; it set a standard not for poetry alone but for all the arts; it consolidated the work of the Caxton Press. Appearing at the end of the war, it was most aptly timed. It also offered a splendid starting point for a literary journal.

            
Quite suddenly in the middle of the war Leonie Zuntz died. She had been troubled from time to time by some weakness of the heart, never diagnosed, never lasting for long, and now that heart had fluttered violently and gone out. Had she lost courage and hope in a fit of despair darker than any before? She had abundant life, extraordinary vitality and gaiety, and gifts of intellect and feeling combined such as one seldom meets. Yet her gifts found so little scope, the warmth of her loving spirit found no one person to lavish itself on. In Nazi Germany there had been no place for her; in exile in wartime England refugees were accepted grudgingly — she was tolerated, hardly wanted. I had a good idea of what she felt and suffered alone. I knew it in her ardour, her impulsiveness and tenderness, the way in which her moods blazed and sank down; in the searing intensity of the music she struck from her violin. Rilke's '
Der Nachbar' might have been written for her, whose music followed me as that strange violin had followed him:

            

              
Fremde Geige, gehst du mir nach?


              
In wieviel fernen Städten schon sprach


              
deine einsame Nacht zu meiner?


              
Spielen dich Hunderte? Spielt dich einer?
            

            


            

              
Gibt es in alien grossen Städten


              
solche, die sich ohne dich


              
schon in den Flüssen verloren hätten?


              
Und warum trifft es immer mich?
            

            

              
Strange violin, are you following me?


              
In how many distant towns already


              
Has your lonely night spoken to mine?


              
Do hundreds play you? Or one alone?
            

            

              
Can there be in every great city


              
So many, had it not been for you,


              
Who would have lost themselves in the rivers?


              
And why does it always come back to me?
            

            
She was that strange violin; she was also one of those who had given themselves to death, whom the rivers had taken. Her music was silent, but for all who knew her it continued to sound.

            
Rumours of a second front — an invasion of France — began going about. Office leave was cancelled, as we had been expecting. Ten days later it was de-cancelled. After all it would have been enough to allow local leave but forbid us to travel. An epidemic of gastric influenza went round, symptoms of jaundice appearing in some cases; it was one of several such epidemics in the past year. Wavell released Gandhi from prison because he was old and ill: did this foreshadow a more positive line of policy in India? The allied armies entered Rome after three weeks of fighting through the Liri valley, the Volscian mountains, the Pontine marshes, the Alban Hills. But the Germans were still not far north of the Via Casilina which runs south-east from Rome, and 'the red-hot rake of the battle line' had still to be drawn over the Subiaco of St Benedict, over Tivoli, Avezzano and Sulmona, and to the west over Ostia. Month after month the war dragged, devastation spread, and no victory and no defeat was decisive, as even the fall of France was not. The end of the war receded continually, the hope of a tolerable future grew fainter and fainter; ahead I could see only chaos in Europe and an overmastering physical and moral weariness.

            
And then, next day, the invasion of France began, the long-awaited D-day; a windy morning of blue sky, white cloud and 

dramatic shadows, that soon turned grey and coldish although it was midsummer. Low-flying planes made a great roar at intervals throughout the night and day. 
Denis Glover in command of a landing craft crossed the Channel with the invasion fleet, as he described not long after in his 
D Day.
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john Crockett wanted to form a travelling company of his own. He saw a great need for good entertainment; the north in particular was crying out for it, and there was little supply. Meanwhile, John had asked me to write a play, and proposed the subject of Job. I had written conversations before, notably in my Shelleyan days, but they were talk, not drama. The only play I had written was a short one for the Abbey children. James Courage had talked of our writing a play together on a New Zealand subject — I think he may have had a verse play in mind; but that was never followed up. I had simply not thought of writing plays. Poems did not come to me in terms of dramatic confrontations between characters projected on the stage. Was that only because I had never worked in the theatre? I suspected not, but I was always ready to try a new form, and John promised to help me.

            
I wrote the first scene. The players could not say much about it, except that it was not dramatic enough and needed cutting, which I expected. They proposed that I finish the play (after all they were in no hurry), spend a week with them when they would read and criticize it, and then go on tour with them to see how they worked. They believed that the playwright should work with the players and the play be almost a co-operative production. This appealed to me; I met and liked the players, and determined to go on with the play, in order to learn if nothing else. I had no belief that I could ever write a good play, but John pushed me on, with the conviction I lacked, which was certainly encouraging; I was well aware of my temerity in tackling a subject like Job.

            
I toured with the company in Lancashire and Yorkshire, in winter, when darkness fell in the middle of the afternoon and the black-out was unrelieved. It was my first experience of the 

industrial north, and until you know that country you do not know England; the south, the lakes, Wales, give many colonials a misleading impression who see no more than those. At Haslingden, a small cotton town in a valley of the moors north of Manchester, the Players performed 
Abraham and Isaac for school children one afternoon, and 
Ghosts in an excellent school hall the same evening. The moors were thinly snow-streaked in the clear air, a new world when I came up out of Manchester fog. The town climbed a steep hillside in rows of forbidding dark stone houses; it had a certain gloomy snow-lit beauty. We were given a Lancashire high tea of meat and potatoes, bread and butter, scones and tea about five o'clock at the school. A pretty full hall of some three hundred people listened more attentively and responsively than most London audiences; the play held me completely.

            
That I now knew the Adelphi Players and had seen them at work did not make it easier to write a play for them. I was shocked at my presumption in attempting a subject like Job. There was already one grand dramatization of the story, 
Vaughan Williams's ballet, in which I had seen Robert Helpmann dance magnificently. The best discussion of the book I had come across, Froude's essay (it was not until years later that Jack Bennett sent me to Mark Rutherford's), suggested ways of approaching it, and also showed me the closeness of Job's problem to my own — one of my own. I began by seeing the subject as a purely individual one, concerning Job in his relationship to God; John saw in it social implications which had escaped me. When I finished a draft of the play, John and Anne and I worked over it together, having decided to turn it into a dance drama, for which we hoped Peter Burden would write music. Richard Ward turned it down on the ground that it was not conceived in terms of the theatre. He hoped I might be able to recast it, but after a year of writing and rewriting I felt I could not work on it any more; I would rather try something new. Some months later John had a fresh proposal for me.

            
While working on Job I managed my leave periods so that I was able to stay at Taena several times — this was George Insson's Gloucestershire farm, beyond the Severn. I went there to be with John and George; the farm was set in very lovely 

country which drew me for its own sake. I had spent one short leave staying at Tin tern and walking in the neighbourhood with George before he found Taena. Tintern Abbey, disappointing at first, grew on me as I came to know it — the simplicity of its outline, its fine proportions; seeing it at every time of day, in different weathers, and from all angles, walking near it, sitting in the cloisters talking. Taena I saw in February, in May and September, a long narrow farm of fifty-five acres with a drive of half-a-mile leading from the road to the house and cottage at the head of the valley.

            
I was finished with Job, and poems that were wanting to be written came crowding on me. Then the Germans began their last attack 
on London, raids by pilotless aircraft carrying high explosive bombs that went off when the plane crashed, as it was meant to. This went on through June, July, August. One day of almost constant warnings there was a rumour that the Germans had started shelling London too. They had stopped using the pilotless planes, or V1s; instead they began using a kind of rocket, fired from farther away and describing a very high trajectory, so that they descended almost vertically out of the blue giving no warning. These came to be known as V2s. Because they fell unannounced, and carried greater explosive force than the V1s, they seemed instruments of utterly capricious doom. Warnings usually lasted all through the hours of darkness; I woke often at the sound of the planes or the shock of explosions. Finally I slept through the sirens as I had not done since 1940, and dozed off again almost at once after the crump of a bomb woke me.

            
News came that my cousin Peter Fels was missing, shot down over the Adriatic some sixty miles off the Albanian coast. Then we learned that he was a prisoner in Germany, unharmed and well. Paris was set free. Rumania joined the allies. I went to the High Commissioner's Office and put my name down for a passage to New Zealand as soon as the war was over.

            
Early in September the end of the war seemed very near. Antwerp had been taken, the allies had reached Breda and entered Luxemburg. The shadow, it seemed, had begun to lift. 

We had seen and endured the worst. As I looked at the vivid-green of the grass in the rain-washed light and the dancing boughs of the plane trees in Hyde Park, suddenly I saw in my mind's eye a painting by some lesser Florentine called 
After the Crucifixion, a scene of the end of the world, Mary and the Apostles sitting listless among the ruins of things as though all meaning had gone out of life. That was not quite our case. Yet we too in a similar way had experienced the most terrible things that can happen to men, we too stood in a landscape of desolation. We had, some of us, come through, but we too were left without divine aid in a world delivered into the hands of men.

            
In the middle of 1944 I had a long farewell letter — two airgraphs — from 
Ursula Bethell. Some months later Denis wrote that her faith was being tested to the full; she was mortally ill and in great pain. When I heard of her death at last in January 1945 it seemed like news of something that had happened long ago. No one who had been her friend would ever forget her; her memory continued to draw her friends together for years to come.

            

              
A wedding or a festival,


              
A mourning or a funeral —
            

            
It was only a few days after I knew she was dead that Tim got married. It was bitter cold. Snow had been lying for nearly a fortnight, thin but frozen in parks and gardens. Mary de Beer and I went by Great Western to Cheltenham through a white world.

            
Tim had reached England about new year after two years in New Caledonia, intending to work for his Second Mate's ticket; Elizabeth had come to England from Toronto University to meet him. They had got to know each other earlier in the war when Tim's ship called more than once at Trinidad, where her father was a judge in the Colonial Service. Tim at twenty-five had aged a little and begun to look weather-beaten; the lines of his face had grown clearer so that one saw what he would be like for years to come. Practically, he was experienced, at heart still a romantic, vague and idealistic. Elizabeth I liked at once. She was direct, unaffected, honest — a real person, which could seldom be said of girls of twenty.

            


            
The wedding took place in an ugly shabby little church that might have been in New Zealand. A female in black gown and mortar-board laboured over a heavy-breathing unmusical little organ; when the verger signed to her she had to fumble hastily for the wedding march. Tim and I, his best man, were lined up waiting much too soon and whispered and laughed — nothing nervous about him. Unable to get a suit made in time, he had borrowed one belonging to his father-in-law — it looked resurrected; and he wore two pairs of thick socks. Elizabeth had put on pyjamas under her long white satin, to try to keep warm.

            
The war in Europe was coming to an end. The Russians surrounded Berlin and met the Americans near Leipzig. In Italy after the German line was broken south of Bologna the Lombard cities began falling in a shower to the partisans and the allies. No more rockets fell on London after March. The black-out ended. A new head of the office at Berkeley Street succeeded Commander Denniston, who had relatives of his name in New Zealand — I had met one of them; he was small, direct, and humane in dealings with his staff, and I found I had grown quite attached to him. The new broom looked by contrast a schemer who enjoyed the exercise of power. I would not be needed much longer, and when I found that I could get a passage to New Zealand in December, I put in my resignation.

            
On 7 May the final surrender of the Germans was expected all day; the evening papers said it had taken place that morning. Piccadilly was crowded at noon and in the evening as never perhaps since the war began. It grew hot after a grey morning. Flags came out in the afternoon, the Union Jack, the Stars and Stripes, the Red Flag, a few French and Chinese and others. At night (it had turned grey and showery) I heard singing at the bottom of Lawn Road, and a few crackers.

            
At midnight a storm began. First thunder and lightning, at longish intervals and growing in intensity, until they reached their greatest violence about 3 a.m. After some time slow, half-reluctant rain began, and short gusts of wind, and finally, when the lightning and thunder were at their height, a great downpour of rain fell in a solid vertical wall for half-an-hour or more. The 

thunder shook the ground, the lightning broke in great sheets and sometimes in ripples that waved across the room. As the enormous rain diminished the thunder retreated, but then approached again for a while; the whole demonstration did not end until about four. I tried in vain to sleep through the first hours, and, thoroughly awake, began to read when the rain was heaviest. Then a poem came to me, and when I had taken it down (it came complete with its title, 'Word by Night') I fell asleep at last. 

* 
The Times next day mentioned that the war had begun with a storm on the night of 2-3 September 1939. So, between a storm and a storm …

            
A few days later Peter Fels arrived from prison camp in Germany, in the best of spirits, looking perfectly normal and well. His aircraft had been path-finding over Giurgiu in Rumania when it developed engine trouble, a fire started in one wing, and the crew had to bale out. They landed near Tetovo in southern Yugoslavia and tried to ask for Tito, but villagers handed them over to the Germans, they were taken to Skopje and lodged in the jail, then by way of Belgrade to Budapest and so to Stalag Luft 3 at Sagan in Silesia.

          

          

            
47

            

for my last leave, in June, I joined Mary, Dora and Esmond on the island of Raasay, between Skye and the mainland of Ross. They had gone there first, I think, through L. F. Powell, who while editing Boswell's life of Johnson had found that Raasay House, where the pair were entertained on their Scottish journey of 1773 by the MacLeod laird, was now a comfortable hotel in a beautiful situation. Dr Johnson calls it 'a neat modern fabric'; to me it seemed an astonishingly spacious house to find on so remote an island, narrow, barren, hilly, and scarcely fifteen miles long.

            
Raasay House had big high rooms, with windows down to the floor — they were double in front, for protection against the wind. We sat to read in the library, which still kept some good old books. Esmond as always had work connected directly or indirectly with his editing of Evelyn's diary (it was still a decade 



* See 'Word by Night' in 
Disputed Ground



from publication) — that 'dear Eve' we all of us were used 
to living with for so many years. Mary read Wordsworth or 
Jane Austen or Lady Mary Wortley Montagu or Johnson, or the Elinor Glyns and Ethel M. Dells and detective stories; and Dora had travel and climbing books. Every fine day we walked and picnicked, so that I saw most of the island. The glaciers that had planed smooth its bare sheets and scars of rock had left one bold tooth rising flat-topped well above the rest, Dun Caan, highest point of the island (nearly 1, 500 feet high); from the east side it formed a fine crown of rocks set on a steep green cone. All round stretched peat, heather, bogs, and streams that ran with that special brown clearness of peat water. No trees grew higher up than a couple of hundred feet above sea-level. We boiled our billies over fires of heather twigs. Flowers grew among the heather; a tiny gentian-blue heath milkwort, commonest and loveliest; a small yellow tormentil, pink lousewort, the silky bog-cotton. From Dun Caan we saw the length of Raasay, with Fladday and South Rona appearing as extensions of it, the long coast of Skye, and faintly beyond in the north-west the hills of Harris and westward those of South Uist, both in the outer isles. Through gaps in the Cuillins, hills on Rum and Eigg showed up to the south; beyond the bays and lochs of the mainland rose a wilderness of ranges without end. The scale of it all was far greater than maps indicated; Raasay alone had an astonishing extent of ground. One could hardly believe it was the Atlantic that filled these calm sounds and washed their shores so quietly that no waves or even wavelets broke under the cliffs. The huge world was silent except for a momentary shiver of wind in the heather or the tiny scrape of a bird.

            
From Fearns in the south to Brochel in the north that coast was uninhabited. Under a hill called Beinn na Leac a perilous half-supported standing rock overhung the pathway; below lay a small curving bay whose sea-bottom showed seaweed darkness and wells of bright blue. We picnicked once above the northern end of that bay near a wind-scattered little waterfall that leaped from a point of cliff into the sea, and passed by a great stone enclosure that we had seen from Dun Caan. It was warm and still; I felt lazy, more inclined to sit and gaze and read than to walk all day, and I let the others go on, following the track to 

Brochel Castle, where the hills ended, and returning by the west coast road — a twenty-mile walk for them. I climbed down to the little bay below Beinn na Leac, quickly shed my clothes, and swam off the rocks — the water was not so cold as by Raasay House — then lay luxuriously naked in the sun, the world all mine.

            
Raasay and its setting was more like New Zealand than any other part of the British Isles I knew. That was partly why the de Beers loved it so much: they continued to go there year after year. I was preparing myself day by day to go home, and here I was reminded of the great splendour I was going to; although the New Zealand mountains were far taller and grander than these. But this was not all of New Zealand; there were the towns, where one had to live — no one can live on scenery alone. The towns, the people. I depended so much on my friends, on Colin, Jack, John, Bettina. I thought if I could make even one friend who would to some degree take their place I could live in New Zealand; but does one make such friends when one is no longer young? There would be James, I hoped. But after four years as a prisoner of war would he still be himself? I trembled for him. And I would not have any such steady support as the de Beers gave me. Grandfather was very old. My aunts — I loved them, and I could talk to them, we shared interests, but they could give me no intellectual exchange and sustainment. I should have to be very self-reliant. Had I strength enough? I must find strength. It would be my third return home, and this time I was going for good.

            
At Brochel, the almost shapeless ruins of a castle of the MacLeods rose from two green mounds by the eastern shore. There began the low-lying north end of the island, where the path climbed and descended often and steeply over the strange bare gneiss rocks. Round Loch Arnish the warm sheltered slopes were green and gentle, on many levels, with rocks at the water's edge and above; briar roses grew profusely, and honeysuckle, and small northern birches, rowans and hazels; the air was sweet-scented. Scarcely any beaches bordered the loch, even the low ground broke off sheer, and a distinct white band on the rocks alone marked the level of the high tide. Esmond was reminded of the rich heroic landscape of some of Rembrandt's etchings. 

Farther on all was rock again, some of the oldest rock in Europe, heather-grown, with bogs, rushes, small wild flowers, creeping uniper.

            
We left Raasay early one fine coldish morning. The rough wind, the smells and slight motion of the steamer, roused in me the sickness and fears of parting, decision, new beginnings, and seemed to cut me off from the beauty of the day and the world. But that passed, and my breath was taken again by the magnificent sweep of Culloden Moor as the train winds up across it from Inverness, and Loch Ness, and the great firths and their hills lie clear below, a huge northern map; one evening of a later year I was to see the whole moor aglow with the purple of heather.

            
Crossing the watershed, which is higher than Dun Caan, and emerging from the Highlands at Dun-eld, we spent two days in Edinburgh, where Esmond had friends. Grey days of little and reluctant sunshine, but mild; it was the very end of June. This was the grey city we were always hearing about in Dunedin, its pretended original, but how utterly unlike — unlike if only because Edinburgh lies open on every side while Dunedin is closely shut in by its hills. Except Naples and Constantinople and Leningrad, I had seen no grander site in these islands or Europe, and none more magnificently laid out. The old town runs up a narrow spine leading from the foot of the green hill of Arthur's Seat to the bold commanding rock of the castle. North across a narrow gully, through which trains steam in to the centre of the town almost unseen except for their smoke, the new town extends along a parallel ridge, lower and rounded, that falls away for some distance down to the broad Firth of Forth. There lie the sober streets and squares and crescents of noble eighteenth-century dignity whose transplanted names I had known all my life; pavements of stone, flag-stone roadways, islands of fine trees. Measure, proportion, classical formality that still allows a certain ease of manner, such is the setting; but it is one for Hume and 
Adam Smith and the eighteenth-century savants rather than for the narrow stern Presbyterianism of Cargill or even of the more humane Thomas Burns, Dunedin's founders.

            


            
Nothing I knew of in Dunedin looked to Edinburgh's large grandeur and liberality of spirit as one of the great capitals of civilization; the Edinburgh in Dunedin's mind was a petty-market town of chaffering and jealous kirks and Burns Clubs, Canongate perhaps but not Princes Street, the sort of town that Hume and Burns and Scott and Edwin Muir and Hugh MacDiarmid would all have found intolerable. But I did not think of Dunedin, there was so much to see and remember; those sudden enlarging views of the Forth at the end of the streets at right angles to Princes Street; the extraordinarily satisfying way in which the houses end clean at King's Park; the green that everywhere gives such delightful necessary relief to the grave black stone of the buildings; that surprising deep-slashed green gorge down which the Water of Leith tumbles. The poverty and squalor of Canongate and streets near Grassmarket seemed continental rather than English; distinction and poverty lived side by side, and sombreness and dignity.

            
Some months earlier, John Crockett had proposed my writing a mime in verse for his new company, The Compass Players; and in Edinburgh I found a letter from him, containing a sketch for a mime. To write it would take all my time before I left for New Zealand; I had still two months at the office, then I must settle my affairs and say my farewells. I should have no chance to work on the book of poems that 
Denis Glover was urging me to prepare for him.

            
The mime was not to be thought of as a play, rather as the libretto for an opera, or music for a ballet. I wrote a few scenes and then felt appalled at the badness of the vamped-up verse; I was not writing in my own language. But they were on the right lines, John said, urging me forward. I went to meet the Players at Skipton in Airedale, their headquarters. After changing trains at Leeds I gathered from snatches of talk in the carriage that the Japanese had surrendered.

            
I read the mime aloud to the company, having written a draft of all except the final scene, and we talked it over. Two scenes needed rewriting completely and other parts needed revision, but in general they liked it and all wished me to go on. I ground 

away at the revision laboriously day by day with a rush of words only once or twice to carry me through, and six weeks later joined the company again while they played at Boston and Holbeach.

            
I was able to spend a few hours in Lincoln on the way. A gust of violent wind almost hurled me into the cathedral and kept howling outside, making the wooden frame in the rose window of the south-west transept (its glass had been removed for safety) creak like the timbers of a ship; the whole cathedral seemed a ship riding the gale on its high hill. It is one of the grandest and richest of all the English cathedrals; I wanted to revive my memory of it to carry home, to recall the great carved cliff of the west front, the shadowy forest of nave and aisles and transepts, and the beautiful floating island of the chapter house anchored by its flying buttresses. I would go on walking about it all my life in imagination, hearing its incomparable music.

            
We found time to talk about the mime only in snatches. Mercifully, not much remained to be done to make it playable. As verse, as a work, I could not think of it as mine; I had not attempted in so short a time to work out my own way of making a dramatic statement, but had simply adopted a convenient current manner that the Players were familiar with, through Richard Ward's plays and, of course, Eliot's. The mime was anyway a collaboration between John and me, it was his conception in the first place and he showed me how to give it dramatic credibility. It was put on some months later; Richard Ward produced it, with costumes designed by John. John wrote to me that it went well on the stage and was a decided success. The company continued to perform it as they moved about the country, but I was not there to see.

*

            
Two months before I left England I got a letter from James written on board h.m.s.
 
Speaker in Yokohama Bay. Here was the old James still, the small fine handwriting, the allusiveness; he mentioned neither the war nor his own condition, but said he was thinking about China and might return there; meanwhile he was going home. A little later I met a young Pole, Jan Solecki, 



* See 
The Quest (The Compass Players, London, 1946)



who had been with him in the fighting in Hong Kong and in prison camp afterwards, until they were taken to Japan and separated. He looked well, and told me James too looked well, because working as a stevedore he had got just enough to eat. This young man, who was born in Manchuria, foresaw a trial of strength between Russia and America through the Yenan and Chungking forces in China, a future of tension and strife.

            
Suddenly appalled and overwhelmed once again by such a prospect, for I had been indulging the hope that peace really meant peace, I asked myself whether it was possible to continue to live a private life pursuing private ends, or whether a more public and political life was not demanded, a deliberate effort to try directly to bring about a better world. The question dogged me. But there was only one answer: the world must go on in all its complexity: political action is never a complete response to earth's disorders, and as a way of life it can be for the few only. For most people an indirect way is inevitable, and probably far more effective.

*

            
James's uncertainty now must be greater than mine. Even those who knew where their lives were set suffered the same malaise. Jack Bennett had returned from New York and was back at Queen's, burying himself in the work the now overcrowded college was heaping on him; he had lost his unsettled wife to America. Colin was suffering from continuous insomnia and headaches, and sleeping only some four hours a night; he had felt uprooted with the sudden ending of the terrific pressure and responsibility of his war work. He could not concentrate, finding it exceptionally hard to work regularly when distracting calls were being made on him all the time; Oxford was busier and more restless than before the war.

            
England was dark in winter, darker because of the war. It gave greater contrasts of light and dark than New Zealand, its year had colour such as we hardly knew, and its seasons far more distinctiveness and drama. Spring was a time of leaves, above all; but then they turned into foliage, greenery, and it was only in October that one became keenly aware of them again, on thinning poplars and hawthorns, bright-yellow on well-clothed green willows, brown and richly curling on plane 



* See poem 'If every street' in 
Home Ground



trees, and in drifts underfoot. As I sat one day under the trees of Judge's Walk, a dull thick haze in which the red paper sun floated held all that was visible in a peculiar stillness both intimate and remote, as though women fetching children home from school, dogs barking, even the occasional motor cars, had come to life out of time long past and were enacting again the events of some forgotten peaceful day. The year stood still; only the leaves were alive, in their lightness and gaiety of colour — and this was their dying, so easy and carefree.

            
When I went to say goodbye to my uncle at Heathfield the woods were hung thickly and brightly with dry brittle leaves of dull brick and dark sooty gold; white shafts of silver-birch stems lit the grey copses. In Norfolk one windy morning I felt the cold air fresh and clean on my skin after London's fog and haze and saw the lines of fields bare and clean, even through rain; but the flattish country was smooth, too smooth, and I longed for the rougher fell of New Zealand.
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The long sea voyage between England and New Zealand lies like a great gulf between lives, a kind of purgatory that one must pass through from one life to the other. This is how it acts upon everyone. Yet memory of it soon fades and the voyage comes to seem unreal, a gap or suspension in time, even a suspension of life.

            
This voyage was slow, lengthened by ten days while we sat in Durban waiting for the ship's engines to be repaired. After eight weeks I woke with a start one morning from a dream that I was arriving at Manono, and going on deck found the sun just above the waters directly ahead. To south-east lay a long promontory which I soon saw was D'Urville Island. Then I made out Egmont in the haze due north by a white gleam of snow on the south-east rim of its sharp peak; in the soft shining morning a light southerly blew. Towards noon when we had altered course it changed to a strongish cold westerly, and again to north when we entered Port Nicholson.

            
Both islands looked steep, many-folded, the coasts of the sounds often sheer, and bare and scored. Fires of bush or grass smouldered on both coasts, their smoke rising straight and then spreading far in a thin horizontal cloud. Once near the land we smelt it, unbelievably sweet and soft, like incense. Haze softened the air and turned the mountains blue. The Kaikouras were distinct only in outline, streaks of snow marking Tapuaenuku. The hills that shut Wellington from the sea were as bare, yellow and dry as I remembered, so were the harbour slopes as we steamed in, arid and steep and as strange as foreign soil. Drab reddish and grey little houses spotted the dry diseased-yellow of the steep-backed ridges between the bays and round the shore; 

more houses crawled up the hills above the town proper; dead lumps of pine and macrocarpa were glued grey-black to the steep slopes.

            
The magnificence of the approach to the country set me soaring. And then everything shrank. This happened again and again. A sudden sweeping view and I saw the country in the grandeur of its proportions, set in its frame of sea and cloud and endless air. Then I was brought to earth, and saw that most people's view hardly strayed beyond their own street and that they had forgotten the sea and mountains almost at the end of the street. But all at once some note of quiet imaginative compassion from the simplest, plainest housewife or clerk, or a breath of generous interest in the voice of a prosy comfortable teacher, and I felt the prevailing winds of the world blowing steadily here too.

            
Within a few weeks I had met or met again half of the most active and fertile minds in the country, and began to have an inkling of what was stirring in this tiny community and how it thought and felt. Fred Page had been appointed head of a new music department at Victoria University College; he was in Wellington staying with George Gabites in Pipitea Street and house-hunting. George was expecting to be released soon from the Army Education Service, which had been one of the good by-products of the war and had drawn in a number of able people including 
Blackwood Paul. GeorgeK was very quiet in manner, assured and civilized and giving the impression of wide knowledge and fastidiousness. His brother Paul had recently come back from Italy bringing a Sienese wife, another cultivated young man of quiet strength and assurance; he was going into the Department of Internal Affairs but with an eye to foreign affairs. Miss Bethell's friend 
Leicester Webb, who had been a leader-writer with the Christchurch 
Press, was now at the Economic Stabilization Commission, which had been set up to control the country's economy.

            
Wellington on clear still days had extraordinary brilliance, which stimulated seeing and speculation; hills, houses, the few trees, all stood out against the sky and each other with stereoscopic sharpness. When the wind blew, as it usually did, and there was no shelter from it, it kept everyone braced and 
stimu-

lated, seeming to sharpen both thought and ambition. A flimsy small town perched on unsteady hills at the water's edge — as the most insubstantial of the four towns it made a hardly credible capital, with its few modest stone buildings set amongst a jumble of wooden shacks and tin sheds and the masts and funnels of ships. Rumour flared and died in streets and rooms like fire in tussock; the government would do this tomorrow, next day it would be doing the opposite. It seemed fitting that on Lambton Quay at the foot of Bowen Street, between the large imposing Departmental Buildings (four storeys high, a wooden palazzo with pillared portico and sloping roof of corrugated iron) and the disjointed blocks of Parliament Buildings, stood the high marble pedestal of the war memorial with a rearing bronze horse on top, known as Phar Lap's Tomb. A little news-agent's window on Plimmer Steps, which climbed steeply from the Quay to The Terrace, bore the same message in its oracular pronouncement that 
We Communicate Weekly with Hobart.

            
On the packed ferry going south I found Derek Freeman, now a sub-lieutenant; we had last met in London about a year before. He was on his way to see Dr Skinner in Dunedin, hoping to do anthropology under Raymond Firth at the London School of Economics, and then to take part in surveys of island life in the Pacific for the Colonial Office. He brought me farther up to date. The Progressive Publishing Society had collapsed (the last of its four numbers of 
New Zealand New Writing came out a year earlier) but its co-operative bookshop was to continue. A Labour daily was about to start in Wellington with a literary page or section to which it was hoped many of the country's writers would contribute. James had gone to Japan with a New Zealand commission. A pre-Maori Polynesian culture had been discovered in Marlborough. And Derek spoke of the plenty and ease and relative calm of New Zealand.

            
The plenty and ease — for some at least — were astonishing. At Kate's in Amberley they seemed to live on eggs, butter and cream — I could hardly believe my eyes and palate; and I encountered for the first time that luxurious national dish the pavlova, a kind of quiche, a pasty meringue with fruit and whipped cream. Once during the war I had met such plenty, on a farm in Norfolk only a few months earlier where there was 

unlimited farm butter, fresh eggs, milk and cream; but that was altogether exceptional; here it was a matter of course. At the Caxton Press I found Denis full of work and plans, and 
Lawrence Baigent, 
Leo Bensemann, and - this was our first meeting — 
Allen Curnow. He looked more set and mature than I expected, robust in build, very much the type of an English intellectual and man of the world, wearing glasses and tweed jacket, smoking a pipe; I was reminded of Priestley, of Day Lewis. We eyed each other closely, warily.

            
At Manono, where they lived well but rather more plainly, little was changed. But Grandfather, although less altered than I expected, at nearly eighty-eight had become an old man; he had shrunk physically; when his heart started to play up a few weeks before, he was told not to walk uphill from the office. He often sat silent letting other people talk; he and Emily were habitually rather silent together. He had lost none of his interests, if now less active in pursuing them. He continued to read the daily newspapers and the English weeklies and was as much concerned with European and world affairs as ever. But to me it was as if I had left the world behind; when I read the international news in the morning paper it seemed that a veil or distorting glass robbed it of half its significance.

            
I saw Grandfather every day, although my father had taken me to stay at his club, much against my will. Hardly a week later, equally unwillingly, I allowed him to take me off to Roxburgh. It was the first time since the war he had driven his car out of Dunedin — for him therefore an occasion, and he never wanted excuse to go to Central Otago, especially when stone fruit was ripe. In grey afternoon the hilly country beyond Milton was dark, empty, desolate. Then at Beaumont we met the Clutha, dull milky blue and small in its narrow bed. At Roxburgh however it seemed very full, creased with swirling, circling, sucking eddies and flowing at great speed almost silently except where it broke past a rocky bluff or over a half-submerged rock. We sat in a grove of Lombardy poplars growing out of a small sandy bank just above water level. The trees pushed into the water droves of tiny whitish and reddish roots, and bathed us with that 

strange sweet smell which I had caught faintly at Lawn Road every autumn — here it must be perpetual because the leaves were in their full green. This tall grove on the white sand in clear still late light beside the noiseless swirling river whose surface changed from moment to moment — this was the most beautiful sight I had seen since landing, this was the country I remembered and loved.

            
My father loved it too, I am sure, but he took it as a matter of course. I should have liked to sit quietly and gaze, but he, smoking his cigar (he had given up a pipe and allowed himself three cigars a day), talked about shares and wanted to move on. Every morning we went to orchards to eat apricots and peaches, a rather childish passion with him. The mountains above were starred near the skyline with surprising points of snow. The dark-grey rocks growing everywhere out of their flanks gave them a look of the desert, of those barren hills Colin and I had seen outlined in the west and sharply pointed with rocks from the mound of Karanis. But these were glossy with tussock, polished-ochre or dark-brass or tawny. Afternoon light turned them rich blue and brown and trenched them with deep shadow; against the sun, shades of various green showed among or beneath the tussock; it had been a rainy year and the growth of grass was lush.

            
One afternoon we drove a few miles north on the east bank of the Clutha, then walked into a small grassless wilderness of exquisite raoulias and crouching lichened rocks, a world at once delicately sterile and wild with a life of its own. The raoulias grew in irregular circles, slightly mounded, dew-green, milk-green, fresh light jade-green, silver, palest turquoise. The layers of the rock lay horizontal, but many had been split vertically, although long enough ago to have darkened or been filmed with lichens in shades similar to those of the raoulias. It was as if these stiffened patined rocks had constructed about them a world that reflected their own nature.

            
Six days, five nights. At times I felt buried alive, especially in the evening, when we sat with strangers in the not very comfortable pub. Was my father trying not quite consciously to draw me to him, draw me away from Grandfather? The expedition was a test of my ability to get on with him. Failure. I was 
con-

tinually turning cold when I should feel warm, and so hurting him. My father's attitude towards me had not changed; it still robbed me of my status as a person in my own right, keeping me dependent, his son who existed to do him credit and usually did not succeed. He did not know he conveyed this every moment: he was the helpless victim of his own long-settled attitude. I heard the old disapproval in his tone of voice when he asked about my friends or my work, to which I reacted involuntarily, instinctively, by closing all doors against him and finding nothing to say; his 'You must do exactly as you please' meant that nothing I might do could please him. It was folly to expect him to change now — he was over seventy — and I felt sad for him even as I revolted, rearing and shying away. He clung to me, trying not to show it: he had pride enough.

            
At least everyone was being very circumspect; nobody (my Uncle Alfred was now dead) questioned me about the future. Fred Page had told me there should be no difficulty in getting adult education work, or even part-time university lecturing. James wrote, back from Japan, and I was eager to see him as soon as I could. My cousin Elespie got married to Ian Prior, a forbiddingly large wedding, at which Grandfather gave her away correct and severe in morning coat and black topper. Emily too was alone now.
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As I steeped myself in the country again I felt it take possession of me. I was in time to stay with the Pages once more before they left Waitahuna for Wellington. The Port Hills and the hills round Lyttelton Harbour, uniformly dry hot tawny-yellow, had a parched, breathless look in great contrast to Otago. The harbour water at Governor's Bay was pale, milky, also with a curiously dry, unwatery look. The hot days were rich with warm full winy smells, from the grass, from the great wellingtonia in front of the house. Enormous peace enveloped us, many small sounds carved out of it — water washing on the rocks below, tuis singing clearly in the trees about the gully and the dense chatter of small birds, the occasional dropping of ripe mulberries from the tree beside the house as we lunched near it in the open air, 

the babble of Eve's two sturdy children, a dog, a motor car, gulls. The whole air felt thoroughly warm and dry, as though every particle of cold and damp in the world had been converted. I loved that dryness, hungry to bask all day and feeling that the sun itself loved me; the wartime dread of cold and winter was still strong in me. The rocks on the hill above — the rim of the ancient crater, toppling nearly above our heads — were menacingly savage and near. It took me almost by violence, that rich rough breathless world of wild unpolished beauty, so strong that to live by and for it seemed life enough.

            
And people, it seemed to me, treated each other rather like features of the landscape. They were still so few that friendship, as I observed it, seemed a low-grade familiarity which had hardly reached the distinctively human level; it had neither depth nor form, it seemed not to be discriminate at all. Men clung together for mere animal warmth in this empty country where the landscape did not speak. But friendship (I thought) is not a fact of nature, and it has nothing to do with democracy. It is an art of the spirit, it requires cultivation, it is defined by, and contains, silences which express its human finiteness and are at the same time an acknowledgment of the more than human. Miss Bethell had that art. My friends had it. But now, with England closed behind me, should I find such friends again?

            
Reading just then the early cantos of the 
Inferno, suddenly for the first time I felt I understood what inspired the 
Commedia and what it is all about. It is a vision of the terrible reality of good and evil, and of the inescapable consequences of human action, which is the exercise of free will. The vision begins significantly in that dark wood between youth and middle age, where Dante implies that he had lost all sense of purpose and of right and wrong and that the life he was living was an unworthy one — unworthy of him. All at once he saw what he was in danger of becoming, and by contrast what he could become if he willed. The vision was a warning to him: unless he mended his life he would end up as one of the damned, bound for ever in the torment of a spiritual state, the inward being of those physical states the 
Inferno shows; for right and wrong, good and evil, his own sin and the truth and beauty which he had first seen or imagined in Beatrice were real, overwhelmingly real. To make the torment 

worse, he would be self-condemned, for it was in his power to live ill or well, as he chose.

            
Dante's account of states of the soul which may be said to be true for all men in all ages is given in terms of the theology and cosmology of his own age; but what he is essentially concerned to say is plain enough, and simple enough: men are, spiritually, what they wish to be; they judge themselves by what they think and say and do, and judgement is now and all the time, for they are all the time faced by choices between right and wrong, or better and worse. Purgation there may be, if sin has not bitten too deep, but annulment never: what is done is done for all time. So, for those who are damned, 
Nulla speranza li conforta mai; for the good, there is the 
Oh sanza brama sicura richezza! of Paradise. To speak of Dante's cruelty is thus to miss the point. He does not condemn men to the punishments of the 
Inferno, on the contrary he is urgently warning them by showing the degradation and torment they condemn themselves to by evil living, by not caring, by indifference.

            
It was with eagerness and misgiving that I went to meet James in Auckland. What would the war have done to him — long imprisonment and back-breaking labour at the Tokyo docks on meagre rations? Although tall and strongly built, he had been down to eight stone at one stage in Hong Kong, he told me. But now to outward appearance he was astonishingly the old James; except that his hair was more markedly greying he seemed his unchanged self, with the same light quick springy step, vigorous speech and gesture, and hearty laugh. When he spoke about the Far East at a meeting one evening it was clear that his intellectual powers had not suffered. He spoke easily, forcibly, point following point in a 
logical sequence beautiful to observe. Towards the Japanese he was cool and objective, betraying no bitterness.

            
His capacities were such that a number of careers seemed open to him. He still thought of returning to China. There was a life of scholarship and university teaching in English, to which he was strongly drawn, or perhaps in Far Eastern studies; there was a civil service career in External Affairs and possibly the diplomatic service — if of course that was still open in timid New 

Zealand to someone of first-hand experience, independent outlook and opinions already strongly expressed. James's views about China and Japan were already unwelcome to the government, it was being made clear. It was exactly people with his experience and knowledge and his intellectual powers who would have been most valuable in public life and at the head of affairs. Yet politicians feared and distrusted such people just because of their gifts, which they felt to be a threat to their own mediocrity. In a narrow jealous society it is generally those who shout loudest and are least scrupulous about their language who get to the top. The ablest and best can usually exert influence, if at all, only indirectly.

            
The Auckland surgeon 
Douglas Robb, whose instinct was always to be open-minded and liberal, lent James his cottage at Stanmore Bay. The dark broken country north of Auckland showed poor clay soil with thin grazing, low manuka scrub, gorse, pines, macrocarpa, a little bush in the valleys, mangroves filling swampy inlets, all very unexpected in this warm climate; it reminded me a little of Maine. Stanmore Bay faced east of north, the long low Whangaparaoa peninsula to our right; in the other direction rose the headlands towards Waiwera and beyond, covered with dark scrub, then Kawau Island, and far out to sea and thin as a cloud the high rounded nearly symmetrical Little Barrier. On hot days Kawau faded with it into the haze of noon. Sometimes Rangitoto was clear to the south, its wonderfully pure sweeping outline very soft above the waters. In blue air under that wide sky the waters and islands had a classical calm and glow; it was the Aegean again. Small waves hardly more than large ripples washed the beach a few feet below us; at night they fell sharply, sounding like the report of a gun. We rowed round a nearby headland in the Robbs' dinghy to take our bearings, and settled in, James to work on a book about his war experience, I to prepare poems for a book.

            
We swam, soaked our bodies in the sun, worked, and at first did not talk much. I expanded, and began to feel and think again, and feel about among ideas and symbols. James had Auden's 
Collected Poems with him, the Random House edition of 1945, and then W. B. Honey's long introduction to his 
Broadway Book set us talking about poetry. James's feeling for it had grown deeper and stronger; his perceptiveness about literature 
gener-

ally, his critical understanding, struck me with renewed force. He read Mason, Fairburn, Curnow, with keener appreciation than anyone else. He was my best reader and critic too. I wanted to show him every poem I wrote once I had taken it as far as I could and began to go blind to it.

            
I had met Ron Mason after James's lecture in town. He came up and talked as if he had always been waiting to know me, with a friendly simplicity and directness that warmed me to him at once. 
Willis Airey the historian, so long a well-known name, had been at the same meeting with his wife. John Mulgan's sister 
Dorothea Turner came out to see us at Whangaparaoa and talked about books and music; James had known her for years and I found myself talking to her as if we too were old friends. Our generation, spread throughout New Zealand and across the world, formed a group who would always find again when they met the attitudes and interests they had in common; loosely knit yet close in sympathy. Dorothea brought me a message from her father, 
Alan Mulgan, who was Director of Talks in the Broadcasting Service, inviting me to give a talk on dramatic criticism in a series of winter talks from the Auckland station 1
ya; I guessed that 
Douglas Robb had suggested it, having heard of my play.

            
One evening 
Rex Fairburn came to stay with us, arriving after dark on his motorbicycle. A tall imposing figure with high bald forehead, prominent nose, and light-blue eyes, who should have been strikingly handsome but was just not — perhaps he had been when rather younger. Instead he had wonderful vitality and a ceaselessly active mind; he talked well and amusingly. We traversed the world — Russia, America, China, England, New Zealand. He and James were disgusted with the corruption of the New Zealand Labour Party and agreed that defeat would be the best thing that could happen to it. James toyed with the idea of standing as an independent candidate for Rotorua, where his family was well-known; but he expected to return eventually to China.
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A telegram called me back to Dunedin in haste. Grandfather had had a series of heart-attacks from which he did not seem to be rallying. By the time I arrived he was a little better. Since he 

found it a strain to hold up a book, Emily and I took turns to read to him from one of his bedside books, an old pocket edition of translations from the Greek Anthology. For the most part he hardly spoke, but when Dr Skinner came in he talked to him at length, perfectly lucidly, and with evident pleasure, showing an astonishing memory. He told Skinner to take certain objects for the Museum from the house now; and said to Emily and Kate that we too were to take things we might want, as gifts before he died.

            
Grandfather lay in bed in the large light bedroom which I first remembered when he led us there, Lel and me, to say good-bye to Granny shortly before she died. The wall-paper represented a rose arbour; on a white ground stems and green leaves climbed in widely-spaced columns, arching over to form a roof of red roses; I found it still fresh and charming. The cupboards and dressing table were of white-painted wood. On the walls hung reproductions of Italian paintings of angels, madonnas, sibyls (Melozzo, Michelangelo, Fra Angelico); Italian china trays and decorated wooden boxes stood on the dressing table. The front window looked down the lawns between the twin oak-trees, Signal Hill showing above them, and a glimpse of the harbour. Clocks struck the hour out of an astonishing depth of quiet, noises from the town sounded in the room as reminders of the surrounding peacefulness.

            
Grandfather lay ill in his room for nearly three months. I was with him all the time, sleeping either in the house or at Emily's, a few minutes' walk away. Kate too stayed in the house most of the time, returning to Amberley for one or two brief visits; Emily came up every day. The course of an illness, like a long voyage, carries one through constantly changing seas and weathers, now sailing quietly on, now becalmed, now even being blown back, passing through all the climates of the seasons, and touching at lands known and unknown.

            
At first, and intermittently, Grandfather was quite clear that he was near death; he made his dispositions accordingly, calmly and rationally, giving early printed books and first editions to the University Library, disposing of all the papers in his desk, deciding what was to be done with his clothes, opening a savings bank account for Tim's first child, a daughter ('You have to 

make the best of it', he remarked when asked if he would not have preferred a great-grandson) born just before his eighty-eighth birthday, planning presents of books for friends and of china, pictures and books to members of the family, even settling the details of his funeral, as if that too were his affair.

            
After a month, he seemed to be in the position of having said goodbye to the world yet being unable either to leave it or return to it, while continually reminded of its life, its interests and sweetness. We continued to read the morning paper to him, at least the headlines, and the 
New Statesman. On good days he would look through the 
Illustrated London News himself — what interested him in it were its reports of archaeological finds. We read a variety of books to him, always at his choice. I read passages from the 
Phaedo about the death of Socrates — but left out the part describing his final dispositions, which I could hardly have borne to read, just managing to keep a steady voice through those in which after his sentence he discusses whether death is good or evil.

* Grandfather listened closely, without comment. A little later I read him part of Theocritus's dialogue between Gorgo and Praxinoe, which he seemed to enjoy.

            
Another evening we read Kingdon Ward's book about plant-collecting in China, which Mary de Beer had sent him, and German poems and student ballads. When he asked for the 'Zueignung' to 
Faust it seemed so poignantly apposite I could scarcely keep my voice from breaking. For a novel in case he was wakeful at night I found him Conrad's 
Suspense. Emily and Kate read him German poems and the Easter scene from 
Faust, and he asked for Herwegh's romantic nostalgic 'Strophen aus der Fremde', a poem that seems now as much a period piece as Arthur O'Shaughnessy's 'We are the music makers' — Grandfather wanted it read very slowly; and poems from the Oxford Book of Greek Verse; and Frazer's 
Greek Studies — and then he was not sure whether he was in Greece or New Zealand, and had to ask, but later he sat up looking at maps of Greece, to identify the places Frazer writes of. Another day he wanted to hear some chapters of 
Norman Douglas's 
Old Calabria; once when it seemed hard to divert him he enjoyed several of Johnson's essays from 
The Rambler. 



* This passage from the 
Phaedo was read at 
Charles Brasch's funeral in Dunedin in May 1973



These readings gathered up again half the threads of his life. One evening after we had been reading to him he began telling Emily and me about his early life, school days and marriage; he remembered not only the persons but the dates, all fixed clearly in his mind. The old friends who came to see him also brought back earlier days; Dr Skinner, who came often; H. P. Kidson, headmaster of Otago Boys' High School, a Nelson man rather dry and dour in manner but as keenly interested as Grandfather in New Zealand, in literature and the classical past and in plants and gardens too; Archdeacon Whitehead of Selwyn College, rounded, comfortable, humorously sceptical, who in temperament and in his large learning seemed to belong to the eighteenth rather than the twentieth century.

            
Gertie and Kitty Geisow came from Queenstown for their Dunedin season; two aged countrywomen as I saw them now, in whose slow quiet kindly voices, patient and humorous, I heard half my own past, and knew again the rock and tussock, the gums and pines and matagouri, the shining pebbles of the lake shore and Queenstown's old limestone schist houses — all Wakatipu almost except the lake water. They loved to talk of the past and especially of our family; they recalled my great-grandparents, dead forty years earlier, as old familiar respected friends who might be living still — 'Mr and Mrs Hallenstein'. Since I had not known them, I thought of them rather as familiar historical characters, 
Bendix Hallenstein and Mary Mountain.

            
They were much in all our minds, I think; so many places and episodes, so many objects round us at Manono, brought them back to us. As I heard them spoken of and thought of their lives they came to seem almost figures out of mythology, the ancient founders of a line, Abraham and Sarah, or Pelops and Hippo-dameia.

            
And yet many people now living still remembered them. In them English and German married, and Jewish and Christian were fused; a marriage of two strong characters that seems to have been notably good and happy. In Bendix and Mary the piety of their time was strong; they were close to the hazards and chances of life in a young country subject to flood, fire, earthquake, hold-ups, bankruptcies, shortages of goods and even food, dangerously dependent on communications by sea 

with the rest of New Zealand, with Australia and England, at a time when shipwreck was common. The Mountains had been a conventionally pious family of the provincial middle class; this is clearer from her sister's letters than from Mary's, because energy and enterprise took Mary far from her origins, but she too betrays the anxiety and the piety that seemed to belong together. When she and Bendix were leaving England for Australia after their marriage she writes to Tom, 'if we are spared to make the voyage in safety'; and a few years later, telling him of their mother's death, 'Goodbye my dear Tom, may we all meet our dear Parents in heaven is the daily prayer of your loving Sister.' Bendix is more regular in expressions of piety; phrases such as 'I hope this will reach you all well which thank God I can also assure you of ourselves', occur repeatedly in his letters to relatives and friends; although seeming conventional, it is clear that they were really meant.

            
By what long tortuous path did the Brasches and the Hallen-steins come to settle in those obscure northern regions so far from their origin, centuries before, in Palestine? When did they leave Palestine? After Titus captured Jerusalem in 
a.d. 70, when so many Jews were sold as slaves throughout the Roman Empire? The very old Jewish community in Cologne is said to have been founded when a Roman legion with its camp-followers and slaves was transferred at that time from Jerusalem to the garrison of the Rhine. No record of all that past remains, but I try at times to imagine it; and when travelling I feel some unaccountable sense of having seen a place before, I wonder if it had sunk deeply into the eyes and mind of some ancestor whom I shall never know of.

            
Grandfather, I knew, was anxiously concerned about what I was going to do and what I would become. But he asked nothing; he did not question my staying with him all that time, often almost as a nurse. When someone asked Denis what I was doing, he answered that I was preparing a book of poems for him to publish, and that that was a full-time job. And I was indeed working on it whenever I found time.

            
This second book was going to be much better than my first, 

I felt certain; I hoped it was going to be very good indeed.

* I told Grandfather I was working on poems. Whether I told him I was preparing a book I cannot remember — perhaps not, because since Denis had not seen and accepted the collection I could not be sure that there would be a book. I longed to tell him, not simply that I would be publishing another book but that it would be a good one and would — as I hoped — bring me some reputation. I wanted to give him a little comfort and reassurance about myself, to show him I was not wasting my time. Yet I was never able to tell him.

            
Nor could I tell him about the quarterly we planned, which might have pleased him still more. James had been talking about it in Auckland with Fairburn and others, as I was now discussing it with John and Rita Harris. They took up our proposal for a quarterly with enthusiasm. They argued that it must have a single editor, and that this pointed to me. I should have liked to edit it, but doubted my capacity — because of insufficient knowledge, because I knew I was lazy and impatient and wanting in energy and ideas; I could however give all the time needed, I had some critical sense, if far from enough, and (I thought) conscientiousness. The ideal editor would be James, but he would not be able to afford the time without a salary. If only Jack Bennett were here to help me I would undertake it gladly. The Harrises would stand by me, that was certain; they knew a large number of possible contributors all over the country; they had heard that 
M. H. Holcroft was coming to Dunedin to edit the 
Otago Daily Times, and thought he might help. I was reading his book 
Encircling Seas; it would make me a little wary of him. I was not committed, except to the conviction that a periodical was needed. Denis would signal when the Caxton Press was ready and we would review the position then. It was all far too indefinite to tell Grandfather about.

            
Old friends and new acquaintances appeared. 
Rodney Kennedy was only now released from his camp for conscientious objectors near Shannon. Although a Quaker, he had refused to plead at his hearing. After being shut up for five years, he was now man-



* Finally published as 
Disputed Ground, The Caxton Press, 1948



powered
 for some months to do so-called essential work in a factory; his civil rights had still not been restored. What Rodney told me about the treatment of conscientious objectors was not pretty. This was the New Zealand that was still a generation behind England in its outlook; it was painful to come back to it.

            
Rodney told me about the young poet 
James Baxter, whom I soon met. The Caxton Press had published his first book of poems two years earlier, when he was only eighteen. He looked less than that now with his fresh round face and very clear eyes, and the frankness and warmth of his smile were quite unself-conscious. He stooped, or slouched rather, holding his head forward between his shoulders, but kept his heavy overcoat on even over lunch at the Savoy so that I could only make out that he was fairly thickly built. He left the university, he told me, because he was not interested; he seemed content to take casual labouring jobs which he said left his mind free, and to lead his own inner life. He wrote a lot, showing me a fat notebook from which he gave me a couple of poems to read. He seemed to have an untroubled, quite unassertive assurance that he was a poet and was accepted as one. He asked me with what I took to be unusually eager interest whether 
Dylan Thomas did not drink a lot? Rodney had told me that he drank a lot himself, and I heard him give a talk at the university at which to my dismay he declared that Thomas was a poet and genius 
because of his drunkenness. And yet outwardly he appeared to be untouched by the world, by the impossible choices, incompatibilities and guilt that are forced on us; he seemed to live and write out of the original freshness of his perceptions and emotions. How incongruous a pair we made, I thought as we walked along the quays, he with his clear-eyed directness, I in the complicated mesh of my guilts.

            
Manono still gave me a sense of the security I had known there for so long. In its shelter I was able to breathe and, I found, to work; it was my rock and my fortress. The garden secured my peace, holding the town at bay — although at Manono I felt content enough to be in Dunedin; and in the house everything was done for me. Now, I was Grandfather's grandson. Afterwards, I should have no security and no place of my own; I would be nobody, that is, myself. Meanwhile the old family friends among whom I grew up were there still, although not 

all living in their old houses, and I felt towards them as they apparently still did towards me: the Todds, Agnes Hill-Jack, Mrs Gilkison, and a few others. It was not likely that I should see as much of them as formerly; growing up, I had formed my own interests, which were not theirs. Yet I loved them still, for their own sakes and because of the past, and knew I belonged among them as of old, in the time before question; largely because of them I wanted to go on living in Dunedin.

            
That period of Grandfather's illness seemed so long that I lost the sense of time, found days melting one into the next. Winter laid a drift of snow on the Peninsula and Signal Hill, and more thickly on Mt Cargill. It was drier than usual, the cold bracing; sharp wind and straw-pale sunlight. The wind in the trees seemed to rise among them and not to come from outside. On softer days the air was sweet with wood-smoke from a bonfire on the bottom lawn.

            
Sometimes Grandfather grew drowsy before evening, had to be roused for his supper, turned to sleep again at once after, and asked to be prepared early for the night; he seemed to be asleep even before Sister had filled his hot bottle. That fierce hunger for the oblivion of sleep made me wonder if he would wake again. But for weeks yet he was up and down. Calm lucid days when he asked for the news, wanted to discuss Museum finance and talked seemingly without effort followed days when he lay tired and breathing heavily, from time to time groaning so deeply and continuously that I heard him clearly through the wall when I sat in my dark room next door.

            
When he had lucid intervals, it was as if thoughts kept rising to the surface of his mind like bubbles, trembling there for a moment and then breaking, to be at once forgotten. He would speak of something that was plainly troubling him; if we were able to relieve him he would sink back apparently content. Or he woke in the night and talked to me for hours, not knowing who I was, all he said coherent and with a logic of its own but far, far away. He kept seeing people or objects in the room and on the bed. His body by then was only a pitiful ruin; to move him at all was pain and violence, until it was over and he lay more 

easily. The pauses in his breathing grew longer, ten breaths and then a pause, sometimes eleven, the first breath often strong, the last usually only a sigh. Once, shaking his head slightly and with eyes closed or half-closed he said, not I think aware of me, 'Bin so müde; müde'. Another evening he asked me, 'Am I Charles's grandfather?' When I tried to assure him that he was in his own house and did not have to go anywhere he asked if he might then stay in bed and keep warm. I heard myself speak to him as to a child, 'What is it, little Grandfather?'; but he did not answer.

            
One day after that Grandfather recovered complete lucidity, and asking me what shock had caused him to lose his memory, was convinced he had been travelling. When I told him he had not been away since his journey to Greymouth late the previous year he gave me the date of his return home. He seemed to regain a grip on life, although he did not want to hear much news, or to have us read him anything except his letters. He smiled most delightedly at Colin Nicolson's small boy and spoke to him, talked of business with Colin, and remembered astonishingly all current affairs and people. It was the shortest day, very cold after a night of black frost, but fine and clear. Several days later he was again perfectly clear in mind, listening closely to a long report from the chairman of the Museum Committee, who came to tell him that the proposed extension to the museum was likely to be adopted as a memorial for the anniversary of Otago's first hundred years in 1948, and showed him plans for it. Fully alert, Grandfather took it all in and was clearly very pleased.

            
A few hours later he had a severe, prolonged, painful heart-attack which left him limp and exhausted, and after a restless day he slept and did not wake. He moaned as he breathed, now and then gave a great cry without waking or even stirring. Sometimes his arms reached out convulsively, but he did not hear when I spoke or notice when I rubbed gently his stone-cold hands, though it seemed to calm him a little, or I imagined so. It was a restless night, trees heaving with wind and stars blurred in a blotting-paper sky.

            
In the cold pale sunny morning, Grandfather had a few hours of choking breath, as if a dreadful phlegm were boiling in his throat, and then his eyes quietly closed and he was gone. Emily and Kate and I and his faithful nurse were with him.

            


            
Two days later a bellbird in the trees sang him out of the garden, through clear light and shadow.

            
At last it was time for something new to begin.

            
I found myself waiting for the promised signal from 
Denis Glover, that the Caxton Press was at last able to print the periodical we had talked of for so many years. It turned out that I did not have very long to wait. 

*

          

        



* The first number of 
Landfall, 
A New Zealand Quarterly, edited by 
Charles Brasch, appeared from The Caxton Press, Christchurch, in March 1947
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Zealand in 1938, he left the manuscript of his first collection of poems, 
The Land and the People, with the Caxton Press in Christ-church, but he returned to England where he spent the war years in intelligence work for the Foreign Office. In 1945, having resolved to make his home in New Zealand, he returned with his mind turning steadily toward the proposed new journal. The first issue of 
Landfall came out two years later.
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38. Charles Brasch, John Bromley, and
Tan Milner at Jack Bennett's wedding,
Somerville, Oxford, 1937
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- Otago Heads and Port Chalmers, from Signal Hil, . 1866,
‘painting by George O'Brien Hacken Library
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Queenstown, c. 1900 Teffares Callection, dlexander Turabull Library
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8. (right) Helene Fels, 1901 Hocken Library
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