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In the Tunnel







In the Tunnel


By 
P. J. Wilson.


Have you ever been in the Hataitai tram tunnel? Of course if you live in that part of Wellington you go through it every day to work. It is long and dark, and the trams rush through it as if they are going twice as fast as in the open. I remember how I was struck with this illusion of speed the very first time I entered it, and it has remained with me ever since. It feels as if the tram is always going downhill, no matter which side it passes through from, and I can't get rid of the idea that we are going too fast, and that one day we might leave the rails and crash into the wall.


Every day I notice how the sides of the tunnel reflect the light from the tram windows, so that you can see their brick formation, and even the oval shape of the tunnel itself. Every three hundred yards or so along there is a small recess in the wall for the benefit of workmen, and at the entrance a tangle of pipes that run through on both sides. They are the lines of communication between the city and its suburbs—the water and gas mains, and the telephone and electricity cables. What damage to the city could be done, I think, if an anarchist got loose in there.


At night time my feeling of anxiety in the tunnel always becomes worse. It is a cold and dank place. The wind rushes through at a furious pace, no matter how calm it is outside, and each time I rattle noisily into its depths a kind of claustrophobia seizes me. What would happen, I imagine, if the tram should break down in the middle of the tunnel? We should all be helplessly trapped there.


One night I was returning to the city late after a party. It must have been one o'clock, and I had just managed to catch the last tram. There was a crowd of young people on board, students, or the members of a basketball team, singing and arguing amongst themselves, and they filled the compartment with their vitality and freshness. But when we came to the stop before the tunnel they all piled out into the street with a lot of shouting and pummelling, and disappeared from view. It was an unpleasant surprise to me, for I was left the only person on board. I hadn't yet paid my fare, though I had my ticket ready in my hand, and I hoped the conductor would stop and talk to me while we were going through the tunnel, because the thought of doing so alone began to frighten me even more than usual. But he didn't come, and almost before I realised it the tram had entered the tunnel with a roar, and the wind began to rush in through the windows and under the door.


We were about half-way through when suddenly, with a screech of brakes and a jolt that threw me against the back of the seat in front, the tram stopped. I stood up nervously, wondering whether there was some obstruction on the line that had to be cleared. Then all the lights went out. The pole has come off, I thought. Yet at the same instant I realised that if the pole had come off the lights would have gone out before the tram stopped. Now everything was as silent as a tomb, with no sound except the whistling of the wind and the dying whirr of a dynamo beneath the floor-boards. I heard a thump behind me as if someone was getting on or off the tram. This was followed by a muffled shout, and although I knew that the pole couldn't have come off, the only explanation of these noises that came to my mind was that the conductor had jumped from the tram to put it on again. I waited for the ping of its wheel hitting the wire, for the lights to come on, and for the throbbing of the motors to start again. But nothing happened. Everything was as still as before.


After a few minutes I took out my case and lit a cigarette. In the sudden splash of light from the match I was surprised to see that a man was sitting opposite to me. And then the lights came on again. I stared at the man until the match burned my fingers. He was dressed in a navy blue tramways uniform and wearing the regulation cap, and as I stared at him, noting uneasily the chiselled coldness of his features, I caught sight of the chromium inspector's badge he was wearing. As I gazed at it winking there in the lights from the roof, he spoke. "Can I see your ticket, please?"


I began to fumble in my pockets, but I couldn't, find it. I remembered that it was in my hand just before we entered the tunnel, but now I couldn't recall what I had done with



it, whether I had put it back in my pocket or dropped it on the floor when the train stopped.


"Haven't you got one?" the inspector said, in a slightly different tone. He was still respectful, but a faint note of grimness, as if an expectation had been realised, had crept into his voice.


"Oh yes," I said. "I remember I had it in my hand just before we entered the tunnel."


"Just before you entered the tunnel? What do you mean?"


"Why," I said, "I was waiting for the conductor to clip it."


"Then the conductor hasn't issued you with a ticket?"


"No, I'm using a weekly concession card."


"A weekly card?" His voice became hard. "What's the use of that on a Sunday?"


A Sunday. Of course. I had completely forgotten it. You had to buy separate tickets on Sundays. But at any rate I felt reassured. "Well," I said, "the conductor would have told me when he came through. I was waiting for him to collect my fare."


"Waiting?" the inspector said. "But the conductor has been through. He's at the front of the tram now. He's waiting to continue as soon as you have paid."


"He hasn't been through at all," I said. "I've been sitting here and I haven't seen him. unless he came along when the others were in the tram. Anyway, tell him to come back and I'll pay him now, and then we can get on."


Unexpectedly the inspector took a new line in his questioning. Obviously he wasn't satisfied with my answers. "Why should he come back ?" he said. "You've had your opportunity to pay and you haven't used it. Why should the conductor come back just to please you? Remember, he's been on his feet for hours, and now he's tired, and wants to get home to bed. Why should he be denied his few hours of rest merely because you have refused to fulfil your civic responsibilities by paying him when he first came through?"


"But I tell you I didn't see him."


"That's not a good enough explanation for me," he replied. "First you say you've lost your ticket, then that you didn't see the conductor. If I was an idealist I might believe your tale, but things aren't as simple as that. How do I know this isn't part of some deep-laid plan to get a free ride through the tunnel into town? Supposing you didn't get a ticket for some odd reason and then thought up this story on the spur of the moment after you'd seen me? Can I believe you are so naive as to mention a weekly ticket on a Sunday? People aren't like that. You're trying to double-bluff me, that's all. After all, I've got to be realistic in my point of view."


"But that's absurd," I said. "What I've told you is the truth."


"There are far too many people who try to cheat the Council out of a few pence by pretending not to see the conductor when he comes through,' he said. "Or by deliberately holding back their money so he will think they've already paid. We lose thousands of pounds a year because of unpaid fares. It's scandalous."


"But I tell you I had no intention of cheating the Council," I shouted. "The fact that I'm offering to pay the money now should prove that."


"It proves nothing," the inspector said. "You've been guilty of a petty crime, and nothing you may say can alter the fact. I've got to make an example of you. But to give you a fair trial, I'll call in the motorman." He paused for a moment and looked at me keenly before he continued. "The conductor can't help us because he has already gone home. The delay was becoming intolerable to him."


He called out, and while we were waiting for the motorman to come up I said, "Why did you have to get on in the tunnel, like some creature of the underground?"


"I wanted to surprise you," he said, "and as you can see I succeeded nicely."


Then the motorman appeared from his platform at the front, guiltily stubbing out the cigarette he had been smoking, although the time for the end of his shift must have passed long ago. When he came up the inspector sniffed the air sharply, glanced at him with a frown as if he was going to say something, and then changed his mind. "This gentleman," he began, and he dwelt on the word with drawn-out sarcastic scorn, "has been trying to tell me he's innocent, and I want you to confirm what I've just said before I pass the sentence. It's getting late."


An expression of bewilderment spread over the motorman's face. It was obvious that he knew no more about why the tram had stopped than the conductor, but apparently he was afraid of offending the inspector.





"Were you aware that this fellow was on the tram ?" the inspector said.


"Why, I—" he began, looking at me with a puzzled stare.


Then he caught the inspector's eye. "No," he said. "I thought the tram was empty."


"And did the conductor think so, too?"


"Yes, we both thought there was no one on the tram. I'm sure I don't remember this man getting on."


"That'll be all, thank you," the inspector said then, but strangely enough the motorman didn't want to go. Perhaps he was a little anxious on my behalf.


"What's going to happen to him?" he said out of the side of his mouth. "Will his punishment be very severe?"


"Let the punishment fit the crime," the inspector said in a terrible voice that was intended to frighten the motorman away.


But he sat down on the other side of the aisle instead. "Not paid your fare, is that it?" he said.


"Yes," I murmured miserably.


"That's a very grave offence, you know," he said, looking furtively at the inspector. "Uncollected fares cost the Council thousands of pounds a year, and then the whole community has to suffer because of the higher prices we charge."


"But I keep saying I had no intention of not paying my fare," I said angrily, "only you won't believe me."


The motorman glanced hesitantly across the aisle again at the inspector, who was smiling to himself with his eyes closed as if he had just thought up a particularly odious punishment. "Perhaps we could all come to some sort of amicable agreement," the motorman said.


The inspector's eyes flashed open. "No!" he cried. "He's guilty! There's not a shadow of doubt!" He glared at the motorman, who shrugged hopelessly and looked down at his feet.


"Of course," the motorman went on, "it happens everywhere. At first we tried putting honesty boxes by the door, but that didn't do any good. The first ones weren't fastened on strongly enough, and some vandals twisted them off. When we put stronger ones on—at great expense, mind you—all we got out of them in the first month was four and eight-pence. It didn't pay for the boxes. So now the council has to try more drastic methods."


All this time the inspector had been listening with his eyes tightly shut, and his face as hard as granite. His features looked as stubborn and relentless as those of an old seventeenth century covenanter, and now as he began to speak he fixed us both with a cold puritanical stare.


"Why should people want to try and cheat us?" he said in a tired voice. "It's something I've never been able to understand. Is there such a thrill in it that for the sake of a few pence they will lie and perjure themselves before God? Have they no consciences? Do they so worship wealth that any petty, pilfering way of making a little extra money justifies the end where worldly wealth is concerned?"


"It isn't just tram fares," he went on, looking past our heads at a gleam of water on the tunnel wall, "it's everything. For the sake of money they will do anything, inside or outside the law, so long as they think they can get away with it. And we are just as bad," he continued, looking straight at the motorman. "Because of the money involved you will kow-tow to me and throw away your self-respect, for you know that if I put in a bad report your promotion might be stormed, that you might even lose your job if I recommended it."


"And I'm the same. I go around catching people out, forcing them into an admission of guilt although I sometimes feel that no offence has been committed, because unless I pin down a certain number of cases of evasion each week the Council will think I'm shirking my job and replace me with someone else."


By now both the motorman and I were gazing in amazement at this astonishing volte-face on the inspector's part. He seemed almost to have forgotten our presence, to be talking to some invisible judge who was trying him for misconduct of his past life.


"It's a vicious circle," he went on. "People never change, that's the tragedy of it all. And if it wasn't money, they would still be whining and sniffling and evading some other law. Deceit seems to be a part of us. It's engendered before we leave our mother's womb, so that we can't escape it. Why, even babies have got it."


Suddenly he looked at me again. "Perhaps you think we can instil some new faith into people and bring about their regeneration? I tell you it's impossible. And that's why I'm



not going to do to you what I first intended." He heaved a terrible sigh. "I've decided not to make an example of you after all." His eyes glowed redly, and he stood up and spoke in a loud, emotional voice: "It is I who deserve to be punished."


He stared angrily at me for a moment longer, and then uttered his last words. "You may go free."


He signalled to the motorman to drive on, and then, as the tram began to move slowly down the grade he quickly stepped off the platform into the darkness of the tunnel.


And as the lights of the moving train faded from his figure I saw him take an object from his pocket. "Stop!" I cried, but the motorman did not hear me as the tram, leaving the tunnel mouth, went rocketing away down the hill to town. I rushed towards the motorman's platform, but I realised that it was already too late to do anything now that would save him. What was happening back there? What was he going to do? Had the calamity that I always feared would take place in the tunnel at last indeed occurred?
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Twentieth Century


E. du Perron




Our youth is not so green as we pretend.



My age is—never mind. You're almost twenty.



Under this low forehead and fuzzy hair



That breaks your combs, what calculation wins ?





"Promise but do not always give."—You know:



For giving's toll is loss; all loss is heavy.



How long is it awake, the little head?



Sad fool, who thinks he steals your heart away.





The autumn flies are not attracted by



The gluey strap suspended from the lamp,



And life's suspensions are not very many.





A child like you and I are free to play



At any place—sure never to be caught;



At any place—and fear boredom elsewhere.



—Translated by E. Schwimmer.


[E. du Perron was a Dutch poet contemporary with Auden, who committed suicide after the German invasion of Holland. He spent his early years, and some later years, in Indonesia.]
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Girls have to Suffer


By 
David Ballantyne.


Ho hum, thought Joy Cunningham as she looked out the classroom window at the tall, bare planes that stood bleakly in the gray of the early winter afternoon. Music period was all right, she supposed; well, it was better than some periods; but what was the use concentrating on her schoolwork when she might not be coming to school much longer? It would be dippy, to say the least, even if it were possible.


She rested her elbows on the desk, raised her eyebrows and pretended to listen to what Bandy Loftus was saying ... "The overture is either an orchestral piece which opens up a play which may or may not have a direct reference to what follows in the vocal work, or an orchestral composition in pre-movement which is to be performed as an independent piece on the concert platform..."


Soon, frightfully soon, she would be a working-girl, no longer wearing the Gladston High School Uniform. Occasionally she had told her friends she was utterly sick of school and wanted to be out working, and the others agreed that they felt the same, but now she really was leaving she knew she'd miss the place, and already she envied the kids sitting in class, playing basketball, having fun in the way that was only possible when you went to school, while she toiled in an office. She wanted to leave and she didn't, but mostly didn't. Mum was always saying you had a big responsibility as the eldest in the family but she was wrong if she thought you were stopping home to do housework. And she would simply have to cut out the nagging.


"A sonata is a string of pieces, three or four in number, called movements but differing from the suite as the dance style is abandoned. The sonata is a composition for one instrument, sometimes two. The four movements of the sonata are usually...."


She looked disdainfully at the boys sitting on the left of the room; they gave her the pip lately, she couldn't get worked up over them like Cynthia Green for instance. Even Joe Rickard, who often smiled at her, didn't mean anything, and she guessed the explanation was probably the great emotional experience she'd recently gone through. She felt certain her father's death was a crisis in her life, though it was too much to expect that she could understand its full signficance yet awhile. But it should mean something that you were ashamed now of your selfish thoughts after Dad's death, ashamed for thinking how you would go to school and the kids would gather sympathetically about you, and you would sit in class as usual and the teacher would go crook at you for not reading properly and you would stand and say in an anguished voice, "I can't help it if I make mistakes today. My father has died and I loved him and I'm not feeling happy, and you can't expect me to be perfect in my work at a time like this. Don't you read the papers?" and you would burst into tears and rush from the room and run home. It didn't happen like that, of course. When the teacher was calling the roll he commented that it was all right about your being absent from school, and that was that.




"Fair Hebe I left with a cautious design



To escape from her charms and to drown love in wine



I tried it but found when I came to depart



The wine in my head but still love in my heart ..."



She joined in the singing, trying to put expression into the words as, according to Bandy, all great singers did. She could tell by the way the boys nudged one another that they enjoyed this song, but how about some modern songs instead of these ancient things that school kids back through the years had learned. Well, she couldn't complain, she'd not have to put up with them much longer.


Drowning love in wine. That was to come—love. Love in your heart. Adults were always talking about puppy love, but your love, when it did come, would be love, really love.


The bell rang for the end of the period. The kids shuffled their notebooks, scuffled from the room. Walking across the playground to the main building, she told herself she didn't want to go home, there was nothing there. She'd have to help get the tea ready and her mother would be tired and quarrelsome. Gosh, she wished something would happen in her life, something good and beautiful.


"Penny for your thoughts."





Joe Rickard stood beside her.


"Worth more than that," she said.


He smiled and when he smiled his blue eyes twinkled. "Threepence then."


"I was thinking about the sort of job I'll get when I leave school," she said.


"That's a long time off, isn't it?"


"End of this term. I'm sick of school. I feel I should start work now After all, I'm fifteen."


"You want a job where you sit on the boss's knee."


"Yes, I'll try for one like that."


"When you coming to the flicks with us again?" he asked.


"I'll think it over," she said.


"How about meeting me down the corner tomorrow after school, eh ? I got footie practice tonight."


"Please yourself, Joe."


"I'll wait for you."


"All right."


"You'll come?"


"I'll try. Hooray, Joe."


"Be seeing you."


She collected her case and walked along the corridor. The late afternoon gloom pervaded the building. Soon she would no longer walk in this corridor, would no longer feel pride in being a pupil of the school. She suddenly felt much older than the other kids shouting happily to one another as they trooped from the classrooms. And she felt much older than Joe Rickard and told herself that she wouldn't bother meeting him tomorrow because he was —well, he was a boy and would probably talk about her to other boys, and she was not going to be talked about. She was too old to be bothered with puppy love. Why, she was darned near an adult already, you might say.


She stared at her reflection. She fancied she could detect lines on her forehead and was disappointed to discover, when she rubbed the dust off the mirror, that it was merely imagination at work again. Pulling the counterpane from the double bed where her mother and grandmother and little sister slept, she lay down and gazed reflectively at the ceiling.


She was narked because she'd seen Joe Rickard, looking smug as they came, walking down Massey Avenue with a girl. She didn't know the girl but, judging by the smart outfit she wore, she probably came from the city. But that wasn't the only reason she was narked, she thought. She didn't care about Mr. Joseph Rickard and it was a good job he 
had caught on that she preferred to be alone. Still, she felt strangely jealous to see him with another girl; must be because her life was becoming so complicated. 
They had kept harping at her about work, and though they said she could keep on at school until the end of the year she knew they'd prefer her to leave right away; she didn't trust her mother's attitude that now the school fees were paid and she had her books she might as well wait till next year before leaving; but, just to disappoint them, she would keep on.


She rolled across the bed and sprang on to her own bed against the wall. She reached under the pillow for a "Miracle" and turned to a story called "Forgive Them Their Trespasses."


"You young hussy! Lying there like a lady of leisure when you should be out in the kitchen helping to get the tea on!" Her mother glared at her from the doorway. "So help me, Joy, I don't know what's come over you lately. I thought you'd recovered from your tantrums, but you're as bad as ever."


Joy replaced the "Miracle" under the pillow. "Oh, all right."


"Its not all right. Stir yourself up for God's sake."


"What is it now?"


"You'll find plenty to do in the kitchen. And I wish you'd keep off my bed. Look at the mess you've made of it."


Perhaps you should have started work immediately after all. Then you wouldn't be home during the day, you wouldn't get bawled at so unendingly. Not having you around would make them see how much they depended on you.


"You're lucky to be in the upstairs office," she told the girl who had come down with some country orders for Mr. Clarke to attend to.


"You haven't been upstairs," the girl said. She wore a tailored, light-blue costume, her auburn hair was neatly penned, she used nail polish and you could tell she knew she looked good.


"It's better than down here. I bet," Joy said. "The old boy's decent to you, isn't he, darling?"


"He's all right, I suppose. But the only time I feel necessary is when he goes for lunch like now and leaves me in charge."


"Clarkie wouldn't mind if you read a book to pass the time away."


"I suppose I'll get used to it."





"Nothing surer. God, I'm dying for a smoke. Think I'll trot into the lay. Be back in a few minutes."


She nodded understandingly. Heck, would she ever reach the stage where she was so sure of herself? In two or three years perhaps. She hoped the smoke didn't drift into the store. But that girl wasn't likely to be worried.


She thought dreamily of herself in the sort of clothes the other wore. Beautiful Joyce Cunningham, smartest-dressed young woman in Gladston. Smart enough to go to parties and dances given by people whose names appeared in the "Age" social notes. Wealthy, too. Rich and beautiful. Above all, superbly dressed.


Startled by wolfish whistles from the store-room, she looked up. She needn't have worried, though. It was only the other girl returning. She entered the office patting her hair, looking self-satisfied.


"What show's on in town tonight, darling?"


Clark Gable and Myrna Loy were at the Majestic in "Too Hot to Handle", said Joy. They discussed Clark Gable, Joy thrilled to be talking with this woman who was so certain of her place in the world.


"Joy, dear, what's the matter? You should tell me if there's anything bothering you. After all, I 
am your mother."


She cringed as her mother sat beside her on the bed, tried to show disinterest and scorn.


"Is it your job, love?"


—How could it be my job? Isn't it a lovely job? Isn't it the work I've always wanted to do? A whole pound a week! What a fortune!


A life spent in a stuffy office writing dockets, adding figures, answering the telephone, day after day after day.


She didn't reply, only gave a sneer.


"Answer me, love; is it your job ?"


"Oh, what do you want?"


"Look at me, Joy. Tell me what's wrong?"


—And what do I see when I look ? A fat, worn looking woman with grey strands in her brown hair. I get a whiff of a sour bodysmell that's disgusting.


Bitter thoughts crowded her head. She shut the book and sat rigid while her mother touched her on the hair.


Suddenly the touch of her mother's hands was unbearable. "Don't touch my head!" she said.


"You're mine till you're twenty-one; if I want to touch your head I will."


"Keep your hands off my head; I don't want to talk to you. Go away!"


She felt her mother's fingers clawing at her dress, then there was a sudden numbing of her cheek; she saw the hand coming toward her again but she didn't duck. The pain made her laugh. She laughed loudly and lay on her back while her mother raged above her. "I hate you, I hate you," she laughed at the ugly, red face, from which the eyes glared through flopping hair.


"I hate you, I hate you!"


I won, I won, she thought as her mother stood off, panting and looking horrible as a witch, tears streaming down her face, mumbling, "Let that be a lesson, a lesson to you, show you who's boss, see how, see how you like that you wicked girl, oh, you wicked girl."
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The Widening Gulf


A Note on Holcroft.


By 
J. W. Winchester


It is hard to evaluate the work of Mr. Holcroft because it is difficult to discover what aim he has set himself in his writing. And ignorance of what his purpose is makes it far from easy to find out whether he has succeeded in it or not. The titles of his books—"The Deepening Stream," "The Waiting Hills" and "Encircling Seas" are not of much help in trying to make out what he has in mind. His chapter headings are even more disconcerting. "Anatomy of Freedom," "Tides in the Mind," "Before the Earthquake," and the like, give little indication of what is to follow. Of course Mr. Holcroft might very well say, as Dr. Johnson did, that he is not obliged to furnish his readers with an understanding. Nevertheless, I have an uneasy feeling that Mr. Holcroft sometimes bears in mind the aphorism of one of Wilde's characters that "Nowadays to be intelligible is to be found out."


Certainly, if you do as I have done and jot down the ideas in one of Mr. Holcroft's books you cannot but become aware of their basic emptiness. For Mr. Holcroft is an apostle of the commonplace—a believer in the elementary verities. As J. K. Stephen's parody of Wordsworth puts it, he



"... indicates that two and one are three


That grass is green, lakes deep, and mountains steep.



That is not to say that Mr. Holcroft has not some things to say that are worth saying. One can be grateful for example that he is kind to Shelley (which is something to be grateful for nowadays—though was he "wildly impractical?"). And his plea for the artist in New Zealand today comes from the heart.


All the same, is it necessary to write books to bring it home that New Zealand is composed of islands, that it is isolated, that it is a young country, that its trees have been chopped down and to label these truths "Cultural Influences in New Zealand?" Is New Zealand isolated mentally, is it young spiritally? Is New Zealand as far removed from Europe today as, say, Edinburgh was cut off from London in the time of Hume of Robertson and of Adam Smith or as London itself was distant from Rome in the time of Aquinas? It is just not true to say that, at any time within our century of development, New Zealand thinkers have been cut off from the intellectual currents of their time. Just as operations with ether were being performed in the Wellington Public Hospital less than a year after the first use of anaesthesia in surgery (and at a time when the surgeons of Paris were rejecting it altogether) so new ideas in other fields have been discussed in Auckland and Dunedin when they had hardly penetrated the English provinces.


I merely point out these things to show that Mr. Holcroft might, with profit, have gone deeper and have acquainted himself with the history of ideas in New Zealand—though I admit that that history has yet to be written.


The economic structure of New Zealand receives little attention from Mr. Holcroft. though there are few more insistent than he is on the ideological bearing of climate and landscape on the national character. He has, for example, some fantastic speculations on the mental influence of the Westland rain forest on the New Zealand mind. He adduces, however, none of the evidence that his predecessors in this dubious byway of science from Buckle to Huntington—have assembled to support similar assertions. Yet, whatever emphasis may be placed on the influence of meteorology, it cannot be denied that the social system affects far more profoundly the type of thinking of any people. Surely one of the most important things to know about New Zealand is that it was born bourgeois. Is it too much, then, to expect that an author, writing on cultural history, should give us some account of the class structure of New Zealand, of the roots of Socialist thinking (the prevalence of which is ascribed by Mr. Holcroft to the widespread ownership of motor cars!) and of the history of the Labour movement? All that Mr. Holcroft has to say is that we have no real proletariat.


Even in his remarks on New Zealand literature Mr. Holcroft has little to say. A friend of mine in Paris writes that the Sorbonne's Cinema Institute turns out lectures on the aesthetic, and various philosophically esoteric aspects of cinema, in which any reference to actual films is considered as heresy—the whole



history of philosophy being repeated. Mr. Holcroft's approach to New Zealand culture is of somewhat the same order. He can discuss the arts in New Zealand with almost no reference to any particular drama group, artist, University College or musician, though he does have something to say, it is true, on a few of our living writers.


I have said that it has been difficult for me to find a theme in Mr. Holcroft's books taken either singly or together. Nevertheless I have to say that there is one persistent trait he has and that is a contempt for the New Zealanders. We follow a "false materialism" for example, in this respect apparently differing from the cultured and highly spiritualised people of Great Britain, where every second family takes in "The News of the World." Also we have "no real depth of spiritual life." Whereas he can refer admiringly to the "disciplined and cool objectivity which Englishmen practise in their public judgments" we "reason too much from prejudice" and "are impatient with objectors." True, he gives us credit for being "sociable, gregarious, and incurably inquisitive." But one could say as much of a dog. On the whole Mr. Holcroft doesn't argue: he asserts. He has all the confidence and the untroubled mind of a Salvation Army lass. Hence it is possible for him to present us with "Morality has no force of conviction, no essential hold upon the conscience unless it comes from a spiritual source" as though it were an axiom. Generally, however, when he is not being banal he is preposterous, and can seriously put forward such propositions as that New Zealanders are afflicted with "the memory of a voyage." This, he claims, may be "an explanation of stay-at-home instincts in a youth which, apart from the small minority, seems to have lost the taste for adventure." At least I think Mr. Holcroft is serious. I do not envisage him at any time with his tongue in his cheek. When Mr. Holcroft speaks of Marxism (even his betes noires are commonplace)—a subject about which he knows even less than his own country—he is both banal and preposterous.


I understand that Mr. Holcroft is a stylist and that it is his style which has drawn attention to him. All I can say, with my hand on my heart, is that Mr. Holcroft has to be struggled with. He has succeeded in making the simplest thought difficult. Yet Mr. Holcroft makes it plain to his readers that he has some knowledge of philosophy. An English critic has the right to expect that Englishmen who write on philosophy take as their masters in exposition Locke, Berkeley, and Hume. These men handled the most difficult conceptions and could nevertheless write with clarity while not losing grace. Mr. Holcroft is not a good pupil.


And, while speaking of philosophy, I wonder what Berkeley — immaterialist though he may have been—would have made of what we can regard as Mr. Holcroft's testament to the World with which he closes his "Encircling Seas"—


"I do not know how far the creative mood can be said to have a mystical quality. It may be enough to affirm my belief that mind surrounds the body, that it is fed by the senses through the brain, and that its outer margin is in touch with other minds, or with a collective mind which may shade off into a region of pure spirit."










Victoria University of Wellington Library




Hilltop: A Literary Paper. Volume 1 Number 1

Editor's Note ..





Editor's Note ...


Our June issue will include a note on Gerard Manley Hopkins by Professor F. F. Miles, an article on T. L. Peacock by Professor I. A. Gordon, and an article by Dr. P. Muntz on "An Idea of History " which was originally given as a talk at Victoria College last year. There will also be short stories and verse, and the long poem by Pat Wilson, "World Views of History."
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A Ballad of the Sunburnt Mountain




When the vaulting witch was killed



And the fairy spirit freed



The dank and downy island where



They lived was given to itself;



No one to pray the magic prayer,



No one to live by hate or stealth.





The fens were dry where Sycorax



Would sweep her dewy raven's wing,



The depth of green and sweating ferns



Lay withered by the lofty sun;



The sky that kills, the light that burns



Took the island for its own.





A sailor in some errant ship



Would see—and could not bear the sight—



A brown and fiery mountain round



Which waves could only sleep in fear.



He'd sail away, his lips would sound



The fright of that deserted lair.





A thousand years had entertained



The shadow of the witch's curse



Until a ship came stumbling by,



A coracle so frail a man



Would scorn it were the gods not nigh



And were he not beneath their ban.





Ulysses, Drake, Columbus, he



Was all of them and yet was not



Innured to ocean time and space.



And so to him the mountain smiled



And so before him spread its grace.



So was his ship beguiled.





He trod there only one. There sprang



Unearthly laughter to his ears.



The mountain put on leaves and grass



And harvest tumbled to the earth.



He could not cat, he could not laugh



For this had all the joy of birth.





And he had always lived apart



From such fine lust as here he saw,



And grown a landsman, copying



The dullness of his tired soil.



He thought before he fled, a thing



That lived afloat could bear this toil.





So now the fens are dry again,



And there's no poisoned dew to sweep,



And all the green and sweating ferns



Lie withered on the barren strand.



The brown and fiery mountain burns



Forever lost to sea and land.








The Story of a Mermaid




Upon a beach when neither moon



Nor cloud controlled the night



But stars stared coldly down to where



The dark sea broke in light



There was born of sea and sand



A mermaid, fish and girl combined.





When her deep seawater eyes



In wonder opened, things she knew



By ocean sound and sight revealed



That half of her that lived below



In long sea-caverns where she'd plunge



And where her joy would never change.





She saw her body, luminous,



Slip through the clean green tide;



She saw herself break through the waves



Her hair like foam spread wide;



While all the elements endowed



The singing in her blood.





She, half in water, tried to dance.



Her graceful arms and fin



Could not discover endless depths



But sharp cold stones her limbs



Cut angrily and tore them till



Her death took anguish from her fall.





There, when the day was breaking



And the sea fell back, she lay



Static on sand, as fish no longer swam,



As girl no longer made the ripples stay



And run across her light green lovely form.



She came no more to happiness or harm.





If she is dead now, if her eyes



Are full of sand, her waste



Make the beach green that the sea left bare,



Oh men who pass, not pity but caress



Those dull white tones, her body, which remain



Passive amid her sea-blood's vivid stain.











Sea Legend




This delicate sea urchin's shell, and this opposite index,



A spatulate pine-cone, were found lying side by side



On a savage shore where the patient Pacific is torn



Across acres of rocks and gravel. A symbol, a legend?



Both of them empty, having spilt their living matter.



The seed and the soft flesh, where all is uncouth and brutal,



A shore littered with the shells of a hundred crayfish



Beaten to death by a high sea upon the plains



Of smooth round stoners, greedily eaten by sea gulls,



Cleaned by the scurrying sea-lice, joining that other detritus,



The sepulchers of white and sapless trees



So dried and brittle that the mere sun sets them alight:



Both of them empty, both of them shapely and fine,



Merge in the total destruction. This legend.








Advice at the Entrance to Purgatory


(See Wm. Blake's Picture)




White is for paradise, black for hell,



Red for the realm loved too well.





Cross all three, forcing your feet



To where the ancient has his seat.





Mix the colours, climb the stairs,



Grey is the answer of your years.,





Grey is the ancient, slack his wings,



Grey become heaven-bent earthly things.





Turn around, you only leave



The red-rocked sky, metallic seas.





Waves yellow with Satan's flames,



Grass with rank growth in its veins,





Fragile sky where the Saviour bled.



But the grey old man is still and dead.
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When the vaulting witch was killed



And the fairy spirit freed



The dank and downy island where



They lived was given to itself;



No one to pray the magic prayer,



No one to live by hate or stealth.





The fens were dry where Sycorax



Would sweep her dewy raven's wing,



The depth of green and sweating ferns



Lay withered by the lofty sun;



The sky that kills, the light that burns



Took the island for its own.





A sailor in some errant ship



Would see—and could not bear the sight—



A brown and fiery mountain round



Which waves could only sleep in fear.



He'd sail away, his lips would sound



The fright of that deserted lair.





A thousand years had entertained



The shadow of the witch's curse



Until a ship came stumbling by,



A coracle so frail a man



Would scorn it were the gods not nigh



And were he not beneath their ban.





Ulysses, Drake, Columbus, he



Was all of them and yet was not



Innured to ocean time and space.



And so to him the mountain smiled



And so before him spread its grace.



So was his ship beguiled.





He trod there only one. There sprang



Unearthly laughter to his ears.



The mountain put on leaves and grass



And harvest tumbled to the earth.



He could not cat, he could not laugh



For this had all the joy of birth.





And he had always lived apart



From such fine lust as here he saw,



And grown a landsman, copying



The dullness of his tired soil.



He thought before he fled, a thing



That lived afloat could bear this toil.





So now the fens are dry again,



And there's no poisoned dew to sweep,



And all the green and sweating ferns



Lie withered on the barren strand.



The brown and fiery mountain burns



Forever lost to sea and land.
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The Story of a Mermaid




Upon a beach when neither moon



Nor cloud controlled the night



But stars stared coldly down to where



The dark sea broke in light



There was born of sea and sand



A mermaid, fish and girl combined.





When her deep seawater eyes



In wonder opened, things she knew



By ocean sound and sight revealed



That half of her that lived below



In long sea-caverns where she'd plunge



And where her joy would never change.





She saw her body, luminous,



Slip through the clean green tide;



She saw herself break through the waves



Her hair like foam spread wide;



While all the elements endowed



The singing in her blood.





She, half in water, tried to dance.



Her graceful arms and fin



Could not discover endless depths



But sharp cold stones her limbs



Cut angrily and tore them till



Her death took anguish from her fall.





There, when the day was breaking



And the sea fell back, she lay



Static on sand, as fish no longer swam,



As girl no longer made the ripples stay



And run across her light green lovely form.



She came no more to happiness or harm.





If she is dead now, if her eyes



Are full of sand, her waste



Make the beach green that the sea left bare,



Oh men who pass, not pity but caress



Those dull white tones, her body, which remain



Passive amid her sea-blood's vivid stain.
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This delicate sea urchin's shell, and this opposite index,



A spatulate pine-cone, were found lying side by side



On a savage shore where the patient Pacific is torn



Across acres of rocks and gravel. A symbol, a legend?



Both of them empty, having spilt their living matter.



The seed and the soft flesh, where all is uncouth and brutal,



A shore littered with the shells of a hundred crayfish



Beaten to death by a high sea upon the plains



Of smooth round stoners, greedily eaten by sea gulls,



Cleaned by the scurrying sea-lice, joining that other detritus,



The sepulchers of white and sapless trees



So dried and brittle that the mere sun sets them alight:



Both of them empty, both of them shapely and fine,



Merge in the total destruction. This legend.
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Advice at the Entrance to Purgatory


(See Wm. Blake's Picture)




White is for paradise, black for hell,



Red for the realm loved too well.





Cross all three, forcing your feet



To where the ancient has his seat.





Mix the colours, climb the stairs,



Grey is the answer of your years.,





Grey is the ancient, slack his wings,



Grey become heaven-bent earthly things.





Turn around, you only leave



The red-rocked sky, metallic seas.





Waves yellow with Satan's flames,



Grass with rank growth in its veins,





Fragile sky where the Saviour bled.



But the grey old man is still and dead.
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Brian Sutton-Smith



Peter Pan




Where your window grows



Impatient in the cool evening



Beside the gum;



Where the house stands



Folded in the arms of two streams,



There one night



As the dark falls lightly



Upon the heavy green,



There where the lawns,



The gravel path, dart



Closely upward through the



Shrubs and trees,



All will move some night



With the light



Of the little Man.





Towards your window



Out of the night



Where your window waits



He will come,



And then the whole surround



Both streams, trees and



Darkened shrubs will in the crowded air



Rise with the road



And throw the mite-man



Upwards to the impatient window



Which, arms outstretched,



Will draw inside



This shrub-thrown Peter Pan.
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'
Isabel and the Sea'




I always wished to go sailing with Isabel?—



Isabel and the sea.



And now a sudden but false thought of summer?—



Twelve weeks to May?—



Caused my project to blossom, then die utterly.





It would have been some youthful English idyll



When England was all youth longed for:



Bridesmere, and the meadows and hedgerows,



The country pubs, and the green, green,



Green?-far from these barren hills,



Their brown hardworking contours?—



The downs rolling on above the sea



And the strange boats sailing on the Broads?—



That now has been put right away in a phrase:



'Isabel, and the sea.'








Wrapped in Times' Veil




My true love lies where wind and water



May not reach her, fish and bird



Sound their scaring cry far from her,



Utterly unheard;



Feather and scale now mark no country



She must grow up to; we, beyond,



Watch her idly through the veil



Cast by the years;



In fond shelter, veiled by time,



There my true love lies.





Lies she out of ocean's reach?



Or lies she in eternity?



Mermaids know, and the gods



That use the upper air.



my true love is a child again;



Time's veil is the never-ending



Reaches of the sky, the green



Mists that swathe the rocks and weeds



Of depthless ocean.








From an old Portrait




So, I have seen her at last, at length,



The lone girl on the sea-strand,



Brown-legged, like a stork, wading the distant



Tide, her dress tucked up, puffed out



To her thighs, in the chill, grey,



Lonesome evening-dusk?—



And I, in the reeds and bulrushes, standing.





The swans this year came to our harbor,



Like all the sea-swimming birds



Ever delighted evening-lovers.



Some man with a gun went after them!



No matter! Though they never come again,



Paddling again our own channel,



All unaware, all unaware.








A Second Tableau




Still I see him, the attentive, the calm



Impassioned listener, feeling the hidden



Scarcely-perceptible, world-enveining pulse



Of the world's myriad, plural, melody.



And I see him, so marvelously attentive, that



That melody becomes its own audience, he



The empowered vehicle of its enchantment,





No, not I, but some immortal being;



Not any mortal, but some half-god



Whose whole being is recurrently contained



In the sight I have of him, who listens



To mild rhythm, the travelling harmony,



Him that I see still, the attentive, the calm-impassioned.











Waste Labour




That efficient man Swedenborg



Was everlastingly preoccupied



With saying there was only one



God, not three. The thought



Of more than one filled him with rage.





I remember a day in Wales



When the whole atmosphere was filled



With god-like forces, stirring the flat



Of the stagnant lake, stirring the dust,



The ancient willow-bole, and a leaf



From its ancient, waving branches.





And when I left the high-placed ruins,



The high-placed home of gods, a wind



Arose in the black sky and followed



Me down; and blew for a moment high



And uncertain over the house, before



It died and vanished utterly, ?—the wind



That follows you home, the ghost wind.








To Whom it may Please You




She was not one of beauty's daughters



Yet she held the mind



Like waters still and grey and sounding,



Deep mists to blind.



She was not one of wisdom's children,



Yet held the wayward heart



As all the smiles of wise ones



Ever love has feared.





Well, and what was she? A spirit? soul?



Something of spirit, then.



She was the world's special care



Like only to herself. When



You hear the beast beyond the door,



The night-engine beating on,



Remember each care's there for her,?—



She and tomorrow, one.








Time for Bed




As the fire glows,



In thick embers on the beach



Piled but falling soft, and fierce;



As the bay dwindles,



Marked but an hour past by two



Embaying points, now lost



In the night, so that there only



Are our faces and the stars,



A warm wind moving down



The valley, the land-breeze;





We shall begin to stir,



Leave the tiny strip of beach



That is all the tide has left.



When we have gone



Those quiet, opaque waters



Will mount on though the nigh



Washing away the charred coals,



The ash, washing away



The marks of day-time ownership,



Little homes that we had built



While sun shone and laughter came



From round the bays;





mounting on



Past the beached boats, mounting



The highest point, the tide-mark,



And rolling on in



Over the grass to the tents,



To the house, the caravan,



The night-engine; and the rain



Will finger the wide roof while we



Sleep safe only



To the unformed, unloved



Waters of the sea;





Yet drown



In memories so sweet,



So architecture as to purge



Our sad, lost souls



In the resistless catharsis



Worked, by the waters



Of the mind, while each friend sleeps.
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'
Isabel and the Sea'




I always wished to go sailing with Isabel?—



Isabel and the sea.



And now a sudden but false thought of summer?—



Twelve weeks to May?—



Caused my project to blossom, then die utterly.





It would have been some youthful English idyll



When England was all youth longed for:



Bridesmere, and the meadows and hedgerows,



The country pubs, and the green, green,



Green?-far from these barren hills,



Their brown hardworking contours?—



The downs rolling on above the sea



And the strange boats sailing on the Broads?—



That now has been put right away in a phrase:



'Isabel, and the sea.'
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Wrapped in Times' Veil




My true love lies where wind and water



May not reach her, fish and bird



Sound their scaring cry far from her,



Utterly unheard;



Feather and scale now mark no country



She must grow up to; we, beyond,



Watch her idly through the veil



Cast by the years;



In fond shelter, veiled by time,



There my true love lies.





Lies she out of ocean's reach?



Or lies she in eternity?



Mermaids know, and the gods



That use the upper air.



my true love is a child again;



Time's veil is the never-ending



Reaches of the sky, the green



Mists that swathe the rocks and weeds



Of depthless ocean.
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From an old Portrait




So, I have seen her at last, at length,



The lone girl on the sea-strand,



Brown-legged, like a stork, wading the distant



Tide, her dress tucked up, puffed out



To her thighs, in the chill, grey,



Lonesome evening-dusk?—



And I, in the reeds and bulrushes, standing.





The swans this year came to our harbor,



Like all the sea-swimming birds



Ever delighted evening-lovers.



Some man with a gun went after them!



No matter! Though they never come again,



Paddling again our own channel,



All unaware, all unaware.











Victoria University of Wellington Library




Hilltop: A Literary Paper. Volume 1 Number 1

A Second Tableau





A Second Tableau




Still I see him, the attentive, the calm



Impassioned listener, feeling the hidden



Scarcely-perceptible, world-enveining pulse



Of the world's myriad, plural, melody.



And I see him, so marvelously attentive, that



That melody becomes its own audience, he



The empowered vehicle of its enchantment,





No, not I, but some immortal being;



Not any mortal, but some half-god



Whose whole being is recurrently contained



In the sight I have of him, who listens



To mild rhythm, the travelling harmony,



Him that I see still, the attentive, the calm-impassioned.
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Waste Labour




That efficient man Swedenborg



Was everlastingly preoccupied



With saying there was only one



God, not three. The thought



Of more than one filled him with rage.





I remember a day in Wales



When the whole atmosphere was filled



With god-like forces, stirring the flat



Of the stagnant lake, stirring the dust,



The ancient willow-bole, and a leaf



From its ancient, waving branches.





And when I left the high-placed ruins,



The high-placed home of gods, a wind



Arose in the black sky and followed



Me down; and blew for a moment high



And uncertain over the house, before



It died and vanished utterly, ?—the wind



That follows you home, the ghost wind.
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To Whom it may Please You




She was not one of beauty's daughters



Yet she held the mind



Like waters still and grey and sounding,



Deep mists to blind.



She was not one of wisdom's children,



Yet held the wayward heart



As all the smiles of wise ones



Ever love has feared.





Well, and what was she? A spirit? soul?



Something of spirit, then.



She was the world's special care



Like only to herself. When



You hear the beast beyond the door,



The night-engine beating on,



Remember each care's there for her,?—



She and tomorrow, one.
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Time for Bed




As the fire glows,



In thick embers on the beach



Piled but falling soft, and fierce;



As the bay dwindles,



Marked but an hour past by two



Embaying points, now lost



In the night, so that there only



Are our faces and the stars,



A warm wind moving down



The valley, the land-breeze;





We shall begin to stir,



Leave the tiny strip of beach



That is all the tide has left.



When we have gone



Those quiet, opaque waters



Will mount on though the nigh



Washing away the charred coals,



The ash, washing away



The marks of day-time ownership,



Little homes that we had built



While sun shone and laughter came



From round the bays;





mounting on



Past the beached boats, mounting



The highest point, the tide-mark,



And rolling on in



Over the grass to the tents,



To the house, the caravan,



The night-engine; and the rain



Will finger the wide roof while we



Sleep safe only



To the unformed, unloved



Waters of the sea;





Yet drown



In memories so sweet,



So architecture as to purge



Our sad, lost souls



In the resistless catharsis



Worked, by the waters



Of the mind, while each friend sleeps.











Victoria University of Wellington Library




Hilltop: A Literary Paper. Volume 1 Number 1

Alistair Campbell






Alistair Campbell




XIII




Evening through the gorge,



And my lover steps through the ladened



Orchard trees



As easily as a breeze.





Through the green rain



Of her frock, her white flesh shows



Like flowers



Discerned through running glass.





Her legs are long and lonely . .



The peaches fall in the wind spilling



Gold-white flesh,



Like the crushed hands of girls.





Her flower-pale hair falling



Across her shoulders, attracts the wind



That casts



A shadow of honey on her brow.





Her sex is a swarm of bees



In the bruised rose of her belly. There



In a golden hive



The wild Love keeps his ease.





A breeze descends from the hill,



And wakes in her throat the palaver of birds:



She herself



Is a song uttered by evening





In the jewelled ear of night.



I wait for her, here as always . .



She has seen me:



And O, she runs, she runs.







XV


The Girl at the Library




i



You are as beautiful as a tree that grows



Close to a railroad, once glimpsed by one



Whom much travel greyed to the bone;



And which he remembers all his life



In dreams, or whenever his train grinds



Steaming to a halt at some bone-bare siding



For water, where the white heat rises



Out of the brilliant plain, and a tree grows



Cool among stones and is very beautiful,



But is not and cannot be the same.





ii



Warm heart, warm mouth,



Lie still, lie beautiful.



You have no need to stir



Anymore, to-day;



You have no other function to fulfil.





Was it like this you



Lay, cool in your frock,



When your lover came



And kissed you



In the grass, and you lay still as a rock ?





Is this white hand



A dove, that the small



Wind seems to lift it from



The grass, lady



In the frock that half from the shoulder falls?





Are your eyes flowers?



Do they call you Rose,



May or Elizabeth ? And are



Your limbs always



So white they show like snowflakes upon grass?





Warm heart, warm mouth,



Lie still; lie beautiful.



You have no need to stir



Anymore, to-day;



You have no other function to fulfil.





iii



Because beauty passes,



And other men bearing



Of your beauty, would not,



Or could not believe



Even if they tried,



You are so beautiful,



I wonder what's the price



To keep green the image



Of your memory; and who



Would not think me foolish



Supposing I paid the price.








iv



I will remember this day as childhood



Its first birthday, or a man grown old



With despair, some one not perfect nor good,



But who once poured into life's dull mould



Her special sweetness; as a girl in love,



Hurt into great beauty in her lover's arms



Remembers her girlhood with tears wrung out of



Anguish and of joy.



Out of the night's alarms



You came into my life like the morning star.



Not time, nor rage, nor hate, nor bitterness,



Nor great wrongs done in passion's name, shall scar



The pure white of that remembered loveliness.







IV




Meeting my childhood love one day in magnicent



August, at the time when tree is wooed into leaf



And conjuring pond surprises the world with lilies



And wise-cracking ducks, when the green graminivorous



Sun releases snow-fettered hills





Into a myriad field-wandering trespassing streams,



Her face—the shape of my heart, her mouth——



The guileless texture of a blackbird's song,



I hardly knew her for the frock she wore



Of the colour of August, and her body





Loose as the wind-delighting poplar tree; stepping



So gaily out like a word from the cool white



Language of girls, my name so warm on her lips,



And the day so rare, that from the cave-cool



Band rotunda, sweet sexual music





Straddled the wind-ruffled lake and excited



The inhibited swan and drove him crazy;



And O, through foam of alder and cherry trees,



The sparrows tumbled bewitched with song. with song:



—That love did not come to anything.







VII




Easily you move; and easily as a tree



To the first small wind of March



Lets loose its blossoms, you sing, you sing.



Your golden rain of hair





Drifts between bare towers; and stone



Grows human where your cool hands



Nestle like birds. O love, nowhere



Have skies been frailer





Than the breathing moon of your great



Splendour; frailer than are the white breasts



Of first love, or the dove-borne limbs



Of her who rose glittering





Out of the white-fiery spray like a rainbow.



Lie still, lie still; for when you stir



Upon me, the air about you aches



As if with pearl-white birds





Come home from summer seas. Your heart



Is a pearl in my hand that weeps



When I touch you; and when I turn away



Shadows your brow like mist





On mirrors. But when we kiss, sunlight



Comes easily, breeding from foreheads



Forgetful waters, lighting cold



Hands that winter





Humbled on stone. Then somewhere



Along your limbs a well opens,



O drawing me down to waters where



My hands lie drowned.







XII


For Bill Mabbett




Dressed in green she came, and like



A tulip leaned her head against





The door and looked at me. Her hand



Lay cool as a stone against her dress;





And her sandled feet showed white



As a pair of doves on the grass.





She did not stir, but wanted me



To speak to her.





Her words were lilies



On a green stem the small wind shakes.
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Evening through the gorge,



And my lover steps through the ladened



Orchard trees



As easily as a breeze.





Through the green rain



Of her frock, her white flesh shows



Like flowers



Discerned through running glass.





Her legs are long and lonely . .



The peaches fall in the wind spilling



Gold-white flesh,



Like the crushed hands of girls.





Her flower-pale hair falling



Across her shoulders, attracts the wind



That casts



A shadow of honey on her brow.





Her sex is a swarm of bees



In the bruised rose of her belly. There



In a golden hive



The wild Love keeps his ease.





A breeze descends from the hill,



And wakes in her throat the palaver of birds:



She herself



Is a song uttered by evening





In the jewelled ear of night.



I wait for her, here as always . .



She has seen me:



And O, she runs, she runs.
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XV


The Girl at the Library




i



You are as beautiful as a tree that grows



Close to a railroad, once glimpsed by one



Whom much travel greyed to the bone;



And which he remembers all his life



In dreams, or whenever his train grinds



Steaming to a halt at some bone-bare siding



For water, where the white heat rises



Out of the brilliant plain, and a tree grows



Cool among stones and is very beautiful,



But is not and cannot be the same.





ii



Warm heart, warm mouth,



Lie still, lie beautiful.



You have no need to stir



Anymore, to-day;



You have no other function to fulfil.





Was it like this you



Lay, cool in your frock,



When your lover came



And kissed you



In the grass, and you lay still as a rock ?





Is this white hand



A dove, that the small



Wind seems to lift it from



The grass, lady



In the frock that half from the shoulder falls?





Are your eyes flowers?



Do they call you Rose,



May or Elizabeth ? And are



Your limbs always



So white they show like snowflakes upon grass?





Warm heart, warm mouth,



Lie still; lie beautiful.



You have no need to stir



Anymore, to-day;



You have no other function to fulfil.





iii



Because beauty passes,



And other men bearing



Of your beauty, would not,



Or could not believe



Even if they tried,



You are so beautiful,



I wonder what's the price



To keep green the image



Of your memory; and who



Would not think me foolish



Supposing I paid the price.








iv



I will remember this day as childhood



Its first birthday, or a man grown old



With despair, some one not perfect nor good,



But who once poured into life's dull mould



Her special sweetness; as a girl in love,



Hurt into great beauty in her lover's arms



Remembers her girlhood with tears wrung out of



Anguish and of joy.



Out of the night's alarms



You came into my life like the morning star.



Not time, nor rage, nor hate, nor bitterness,



Nor great wrongs done in passion's name, shall scar



The pure white of that remembered loveliness.
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Meeting my childhood love one day in magnicent



August, at the time when tree is wooed into leaf



And conjuring pond surprises the world with lilies



And wise-cracking ducks, when the green graminivorous



Sun releases snow-fettered hills





Into a myriad field-wandering trespassing streams,



Her face—the shape of my heart, her mouth——



The guileless texture of a blackbird's song,



I hardly knew her for the frock she wore



Of the colour of August, and her body





Loose as the wind-delighting poplar tree; stepping



So gaily out like a word from the cool white



Language of girls, my name so warm on her lips,



And the day so rare, that from the cave-cool



Band rotunda, sweet sexual music





Straddled the wind-ruffled lake and excited



The inhibited swan and drove him crazy;



And O, through foam of alder and cherry trees,



The sparrows tumbled bewitched with song. with song:



—That love did not come to anything.











Victoria University of Wellington Library




Hilltop: A Literary Paper. Volume 1 Number 1

VII




VII




Easily you move; and easily as a tree



To the first small wind of March



Lets loose its blossoms, you sing, you sing.



Your golden rain of hair





Drifts between bare towers; and stone



Grows human where your cool hands



Nestle like birds. O love, nowhere



Have skies been frailer





Than the breathing moon of your great



Splendour; frailer than are the white breasts



Of first love, or the dove-borne limbs



Of her who rose glittering





Out of the white-fiery spray like a rainbow.



Lie still, lie still; for when you stir



Upon me, the air about you aches



As if with pearl-white birds





Come home from summer seas. Your heart



Is a pearl in my hand that weeps



When I touch you; and when I turn away



Shadows your brow like mist





On mirrors. But when we kiss, sunlight



Comes easily, breeding from foreheads



Forgetful waters, lighting cold



Hands that winter





Humbled on stone. Then somewhere



Along your limbs a well opens,



O drawing me down to waters where



My hands lie drowned.
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XII


For Bill Mabbett




Dressed in green she came, and like



A tulip leaned her head against





The door and looked at me. Her hand



Lay cool as a stone against her dress;





And her sandled feet showed white



As a pair of doves on the grass.





She did not stir, but wanted me



To speak to her.





Her words were lilies



On a green stem the small wind shakes.
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Tom Boots


By 
Maurice Bagley


Tom Boots was a plumber's assistant in Auckland. His life was enframed by a bachelor's simple routine: left for work at seven, knocked off at four-thirty, then drank a couple of handles in the Wynyard Arms. After that he left his gear at home and walked into town for a grill. Later there might be snooker or calculating turf prospects at a friend's place. Tom completed the week by visiting his sister's for tea every Sunday.


His home was a little bach at the rear of one of lower Symond's Street's drab apartment houses by the university college. Tom's bach stood in the shadow of the house next to the washhouse from which he fetched his water; the privy was across the yard and the bathroom upstairs inside the main building. "Only dirty people wash" was Tom's stock joke—in any case the bath was too far away and he had little spare time.


Tom had lived alone for years, he was forty-two now, and he had become unaware of his life's appearance. Each day had left an immunising trace which increased as did the newspapers chucked into the corner by his dressing-table, piling up day after day. His habits, like the newspapers, became drab with age and from lying in the gloom. Tin washing basins stood on the floor; one was for dishes; another for waste liquids, such as shaving water, tea and any beer left in the bottle next morning; and a third contained food scraps. The last two were used as ashtrays also. All basins were emptied on a Saturday.


Inwardly stumped before adulthood, Tom could not feel that his life was one of self-neglect; it moved him no more than did the sight of the dark tannin stain in his cup.


The tenderness of Tom's life was Bertha, a neat smokey cat who strayed for food. Bertha had her routine, too: she arrived before Tom went to work and after he came from the Wynyard Arms. She had learnt that Toni stepped outside late two mornings a week, so she appeared at about ten during the week-ends. Also, Bertha was budgeted five shillings weekly for her milk, fish, and meat, and for titbits when she became pregnant. Tom cooked Bertha's meals on the greasy stove putting them in a safe outside the door. As he forgot often to clear the safe it ponged during muggy weather.


Morning and evening Tom talked to Bertha. Dame-like terms of affection revealed the pain in his heart he had forgotten, the pain of being alone in city streets:


"So y've come for y'fish, eh?" Tom spoke nasally. "Y'old smoodger. Always bludging on y'father, eh ? Y'pore old father! Where're those kitties? Eh?" Bertha would roll over for a thorough tummy-rub before leaving. Somewhere a wooer prowled and murrowrred with the urge. Bertha would be, then, no more "father's 'beaut" and her wooer would vow infanticide.


Early last winter Toni had a terrible 'flu. Some reckoned it was another form of the poliomyelitis. The landlady declared it came from the effects of atom-bomb experiments still in the atmosphere. Tom perspired and twisted upon his iron bed for two days, all the while feeling filthily ill in his stomach.


During the third night Tom watched multi coloured horses running up house ladders and stand on the apartments' gable. They wafted off, down to his bach. Then these phantastic pegasi turned into barmen. One barman loomed dreamily toward Tom and as he advanced, his face became a grotesque mask of Tom's landlady. Tom's waist tensed for he was afraid. The mask burst in his face.


Tom awoke, retching, and an acidy liquid flooded at the back of his throat. Outside he heard "He-ew, me-ew. Prr!" It was Bertha. In the dark the luminous clock reminded Toni, with soulless, mechanical ticking, of the time in which Bertha had not been fed. Tom arose and put his raincoat on over his underclothes. They served as his pyjamas, too. Despite the bitter wind and hard rain Tom went out to the safe. Bertha sat in the lee of the wash-house; she was still, and gusts ruffled her grey fur. By her size another litter was only a day or two due. She me-ewed again, yet now to Tom, appreciatively, for she knew what was coming.


Tom crunched over the gravel. Bertha watched; then she moved up the path toward the street. "Bertha, Bertha." Bertha walked on. "Pussy, puss? Come to y'Dad. Come on!" Tom was astounded for Bertha began to



appear whitish and looked to be transparent in a wavering aura of some opaque substance. Her neck elongated. The head jerked about, to and fro, like a dancing cobra's. Tom saw Bertha's paws moving as feet would—human feet. Suspended above the cat's shoulders was a woman-like waist.


This queer event absorbed Tom's interest right from the core of inside himself. His absorption was so strongly centralised there that only another inward event, such as doubt, would have upset him, even unbalanced him, into fear or flight.


The cat-woman thing, Bertha, crossed beneath the rain-dripping trees of Symonds Street, and street lamps, shining through the branches, played fingery patterns over her forming naked body. A heavy transport rattled down toward town. As soon as it had passed on, Tow saw the bare woman hesitate before the Sciences building. Her whiteness was stark against its dull stone.


Tom broke, running, sending her swiftly before him into the black shadows of the university grounds. She sped behind an army hutment, Tom pausing to see where she would reappear. There she ran—hastening over the lawn to the Princes Street outlet. Tom spurted forward. Confusedly, she deviated before a bush and as she dodged it Tom grabbed her.


His fingers burned as they touched the woman's shoulders. Her legs kicked viciously; her whole being squirmed for release. With his mind fierce and his heart punchingly pumping, Tom could not recognise the attempted ravage. His stomach contracted into a tough ball, its tension shooting shock upon shock into his solar plexus where the tension rewound itself up. The pain of it weakened his effort to fell her. He slipped forward and she fell away.


Tom felt fear. The inside tensions dissolved, flooding out to the surfaces of his body. He trembled. A woman's sobbing arose and from out of the dark he heard the woman-thing's first words: "Go! Get away!" She pleaded. "I want your coat." Toni stood up from the damp ground and threw the coat toward her voice without looking where she was. Seeing himself in his underclothes brought his rape guilt down to the mundane and he felt both numb and miserable. Sensations from her bare, cold flesh shivered lingeringly over his own. Tom turned and flew to his bach. There, he lay beneath his grubby blankets confused and scared and he wept from exhaustion.


A salty taste at his mouth's corner awakened Tom. It came from a tear that had trickled down his face. Sluggishness gripped him inside his limbs. The impact of the woman-thing experience (had it been a dream ?) sapped his will to move. From his bed Tom noticed that the raincoat was not on the nail behind the door. He raised him-self, looked into the corner, over the tin basins to the nail at the wall on which were pinned press clippings about a jockey friend. Tom sought the coat for days.


Each day Bertha did not arrive at the bach, neither morning nor evening. This was not unusual after the birth of another litter. Yet Tom began watching the strayed and impounded columns; he even inserted a couple of advertisements himself and worriedly asked people in the house. One night he went out calling Bertha in the street. He avoided people when they passed, for a grown man looked silly crying "Bertha, Bertha" in public. The worst was in expecting to find Bertha dead in the gutter or behind the house.


"Bertha dead," anguished Tom. Though this possibility allowed him a glimpse into his life. The light from the glimpse was of a brief second's duration and it excited him, but it menaced his existence, too. To change required a huge exertion, so he shut off the light.


On the tenth day of his anxiety someone knocked at the door. It was the landlady. "Mr. Boo-oots," she whined, "I think yer pussy's come home."


Tom ran out to the yard and saw Bertha lying by the wash-house door. "Awh, poor Bertha! Y've come back to y'father, eh?" Bertha had been pulled about. Skin was torn from her throat, tufts of fur were gone and the left eye was closed up from pus caking at its corners. The eye was scratched deeply and she looked done in. Probably Bertha had been defending the litter just born.


As Tom contemplated her appearance there moved within him a light, silly-ish feeling; perhaps his first free sense since childhood. Out of the terror of the woman-thing experience and the frustrated guilt he had felt afterward, and out of the fear of being crazed if Bertha were dead or lost, Tom felt now that he still loved her whether she came or not. Tom drawled at Bertha, "Y're my prin-cess, aren't y'? Some mangy old Toni beat yer up, eh? After all ylather's done for y'. Y're a beaut you are."
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Early America—Early New Zealand


Some comparison of Early American Literature with the state of writing in New Zealand.


By 
R. T. Robertson


In a recent radio discussion with Roy Parsons about New Zealand writing, James Bertram suggested that writers in this country should turn their attention to writing for the American market. I think he added that we could all of us gain by keeping in closer touch with American literature. This is not a new idea, indeed most New Zealand writers seem to have considered the influence of American thought and writing valuable to their work and they have often advocated a turning away from our English alliance.


James Cowan, in the preface of his history of the Maori Wars, was preoccupied with the historical parallels: "There certainly is a remarkable similarity, in all but landscape, between the old frontier life in British North America and the United States and the broad features of the violent contact between European and Maori in our country.... It is to the pages of Francis Parkman, Theodore Roosevelte, and Harry Cabot Lodge that the New Zealander must turn for historic parallels in the story of the nations rather than to those of Macaulay, Green or Freeman." A. R. D. Fairburn in "Art in New Zealand" 1934, suggested that "American literature may have a better influence on us than English." He goes on: "I believe that, from the point of view of the New Zealand writer, 'Huckleberry Finn' is the most important novel ever written. The easy-going, casual, gum-chewing attitude towards life of the true colonial is something that concerns us very directly... . We understand Huck, the true colonial, where we can only pretend to understand Tom Brown, the English public school-boy."


In 1820 the United States had about as great a population as we have now; they were primarily agricultural people and lived along a scattered seaboard; the six main cities had populations of between eight and ten thousand. It is not surprising that their early writing, before the establishment of a sound native tradition, bears some resemblance in temper and theme to New Zealand writing now. I have no doubt that in time a native New Zealand art will be created and I wonder how much the present self-conscious demand for this art and literature will help the resulting culture.


We have been given a National Orchestra, which, it is to be presumed, will eventually play real New Zealand music. There is also a State Literary Fund and a National Library Service; perhaps it has been decided that the time is ripe for the products of the one to fill the shelves of the other.


The demand for really New Zealand writing may spring from the current cult of self-sufficiency of this country in all things, but it is also a natural need and of long-standing. It is interesting to recall that one hundred years ago the cry for a pure American literature was gradually dying away as that literature became established. But this establishment was a very difficult business and some of its problems were very like our own. In the United States of about 1800 there was no national copyright law. Noah Webster had to obtain from each State Legislature the necessary legal protection for his books. And until 1891 there was no international copyright law. American publishers became a byword for piracy—at the expense of people like Scott, Byron, Gilbert, and Tupper.


Consequently very few American authors were published by their countrymen until the success of Irving's "The Sketch Book" in 1819-20.


Alan Mulgan in the P.E.N. book "Literature and Authorship in New Zealand," has noted a similar piratical tendency among New Zealand newspapers; "But the worst enemy of New Zealand contributors has probably been the regular conveyance of articles and stories from overseas papers and journals to New Zealand publications... . In earlier days New Zealand newspapers were compelled to draw largely on the overseas press for their reading matter, and the habit has persisted... . They all from time to time—some more than others —lift articles and stories. They would not take an item marked 'Copyright—all rights reserved,' but it is possible that it does not often occur to editors and sub-editors that by reprinting articles from other papers without permission or payment they are infringing the law of copyright... . The practice ... does press hard on local writers."





In the latest "Parson's Packet" Mr. Mulgan mentioned another problem that has to be faced in writing in this country. He was replying to John Cole about the "rewards of literture," and he said that literature was not a profession here, but a gamble. John Quincy Adams found the same state of affairs in America; on Christmas Day, 1820, he wrote in his diary: "I have been a lawyer for bread, and a statesman at the call of my country... . The summit of my ambition would have been by some great work of literature to have done honour to my age and country... . This consummation of happiness has been denied me." In 1825 Thomas Jefferson put the position more impersonally: "Literature is not yet a distinct profession with us. Now and then a strong mind arises, and at its intervals of leisure from business, emits a flash of light. But the first object of young societies is bread and covering."


These economic difficulties are being faced by New Zealand writers, and, for years past, they have been grappling also with the technical problems of finding artistic means to describe their people and country—much more energetically than the early American writers seem to have done. In spite of this effort it has sometimes been overseas observers who have pointed out our foibles, and facets of our life that we cannot see. The same thing happened to early nineteenth century America. In "The English Traveller in America, 1780-1835" Jane Mesick quotes some American characteristics which struck British travellers: "Acute sensitiveness to opinion," "self-confidence and independence in all ages and classes of people," "conservatism in American ideas, a kind of holding back from that which was new and strange," "The undeniable fondness for titles of all kinds," and also "the greatest kindliness," "patience and good humour," and "reserve towards strangers." John Bristed. an Englishman, wrote in "The Resources of The United States" (1818): "The 
national van it y of the United States surpasses that of any other country, not even excepting France. It blazes out everywhere, and on all occasions—in their conversations, newspapers, pamphlets, speeches, and books. They assume it as a self-evident fact that Americans surpass all other nations in virtue, wisdom, valour, liberty, government, and every other excellence. All Europeans they profess to despise, as ignorant paupers and dastardly slaves. Even during President Washington's administration, Congress debated three days upon the important position that 'America was the 
most enlightened nation on earth'; and finally decided the affirmative by a small majority." Jay Hubbell in his (her?) "American Life in Literature," says that "the general impression made upon foreign observers was that a large percentage of Americans could read, but few of them read anything but newspapers."


Sometimes the criticism went further than this, probably because of the mutual antipathy that led to the 1812 War. Thomas Moore seems to have taken it upon himself to castigate the rude Americans after his visit to the States in 1804: "... every step I take not only 
reconciles but endears to me, not only the excellencies but even the errors of Old England... . I defy the barbarous natives to forge one chain of attachment for my heart that has ever felt the sweets of delicacy and refinement, I believe I must except the women from this denunciation." Moore summed up the state of America in his poem, "To The Honourable W. R. Spencer":




Rank without ripeness, quicken'd without sun,



Crude at the surface, rotten at the core,



Her fruits would fall, before her spring were o'er.



To Moore who visited and detested America must be opposed the appreciative romantic writers who were more engrossed with her political sentiments. Coleridge, Wordsworth, Campbell, Byron, Shelley, and Keats all looked on America as the hope of the new world. Goethe addressed to the States his sonnet: "Amerika, du hast es besser," the sestet of which has been translated by Boyesen:




Grasp but the present that is thine,



And when thy children take to writing,



May kindly Fate preserve their tales



From robbers, knights, and ghosts affrighting.



Hazlitt wrote one of the most acute comments on the problems of American literature in the essay "On Reading New Books" (1827): "And in America—that Van Diemen's Land of letters—this sterling satire ("The Beggar's Opera") is hooted off the stage, because, fortunately, they have no such state of manners as it describes before their eyes; and because, unfortunately, they have no conception



of any thing but what they see. America is singularly and awkwardly situated in this respect. It is a new country with an old language; and while everything about them is of a day's growth, they are constantly applying to us to know what to think of it, and taking their opinions from our books and newspapers with a strange mixture of servility and the spirit of contradiction. They are an independent State in politics; in literature they are still a colony from us. We have naturalised some of their writers, who had formed themselves upon us. This is at once a compliment to them and to ourselves."


These criticisms, were they applied to New Zealand, would probably be echoed and excelled by some of our writers. They irritated the newly-republican Americans, especially when Sidney Smith asked in the Edinburgh Review: "Who reads an American book ?" Smith was quite friendly to the Americans but his article in the Review for January, 1820, provoked an outburst of national spleen. Smith was evaluating the achievements of America: "Thus far, we are the friends and admirers of Jonathan; but he must not grow vain and ambitious; or allow himself to be dazzled by that galaxy of epithets by which his orators and newspaper scribblers endeavour to persuade their supporters that they are the greatest, the most refined, the most enlightened, and most moral people upon earth. The effect of this is unspeakably ludicrous on this side of the Atlantic —and, even on the other, we should imagine, must be rather humiliating to the reasonable part of the population. The Americans are a brave, industrious, and acute people; but they have hitherto given no indications of genius, and made no approaches to the heroic, either in their morality or character. They are but a recent offset indeed from England; and should make it their chief boast, for many generations to come, that they are sprung from the same race with Bacon and Shakespeare and Newton... . In the four quarters of the globe, who reads an American book ? Or goes to an American play? Or looks at an American picture or statue? ... "


James Russell Lowell was thinking of Smith's question when he wrote in "Leaves From My Journal": "It had been resolved unanimously that we must and would have a national literature. England, France, Spain, Italy each already had one, Germany was getting one as fast as possible, and Ireland vowed that she once had one far surpassing them all. To be respectable, we must have one also, and that speedily.... Sidney Smith's scornful question ... tingled in our ears. Surely never was a young nation setting forth jauntily to seek its fortune so dumbfounded as Brother Jonathan when John Bull cried gruffly from the roadside, "Stand, and deliver a national literature." After fumbling in his pockets, he was obliged to confess that he hadn't one about him at the moment, but vowed he had left a first-rate one home which he would have fetched along—only it was so ever-lasting heavy." This demand for a national literature died down after 1840 though Emerson and Whitman in later years continued this cry. By the later nineteenth century the force of the English Romantic movement was being felt in America and was producing the New England renaissance. American literature seems to have lagged behind European fashions by about 50 years, though of course, the gap is rapidly closing, as it is in this country, and, indeed, the whole relationship is changing. Hazlitt noted that Irving seemed to be a belated eighteenth century writer. Bernard Shaw in "Man and Superman" satirized in Hector Malone what he called "the dumbfoundering staleness of American culture"; "the truth being," adds Shaw, "that Hector's culture is nothing but a state of saturation with our literary exports of thirty years ago."


This, of course, is a problem that has worried all New Zealand writers who have battled with our "Home" complex. No doubt we shall eventually create our own artistic mediums and ideas and our dependency on English literary fashions will be resolved.
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In the Beginning


By 
Frank McGorm.


The boy pulled at the plug chain and the steaming water emptied from the bath. 'Moisture stood out on the white-enamelled walls and the mirror over the wash basin was clouded. The water had reddened his body and so warmed it that he felt no cold as he stood naked on the bare linoleum. He took a towel from the rack and dried himself. Then, after wiping the mirror clear, he carefully combed back his hair, wet and close to his head. He donned his long-sleeved singlet and flannel pyjamas, warm from the drying cupboard, put on his slippers, and walked into the kitchen.


His mother was knitting, his father reading the evening paper. As he came in his mother stood up and went to the coal box for more fuel for the range. With the small poker she lifted the ring from the stove and the flames gushed up, reaching for the coal. She poured it in and replaced the ring.


"I hope you washed yourself thoroughly," she said. "Did you rinse your hair with fresh water?"


"Yes, mother, I rinsed it."


He sat down and gazed through the grate at the red landscape of the burning coals. Arms round his bent knees, he looked around him, as he did so often because there was nothing else to do, at the familiar room. The sideboard with its shelves neatly lined with oilcloth, racks for the plate and saucers, and green-enamelled hooks for the cups. Part of two shelves had been glassed off to the left for the best china.


Over near the back door were three wooden bins, containing respectively flour, cereals, and fowl feed; in the dining alcove a large worn table with a marble slab for rolling pastry; on a shelf above it an old radio tuned to soft comfortable music. It was many years since the panelled walls of the kitchen had been varnished, and the stain had faded until now it was almost black. Three pictures were on the walls: one of a puppy on a flight of steps sniffing at a butterfly, beneath it the damp-spotted caption: "What Is It?"; another of a gaunt angel, standing against a background of black drapings, looking upward into a beam of light; and a third, coloured this time, of farmers tying wheat sheaves in bright yellow fields.


The kitchen was always warm because all cooking was done on the range. In summer his mother would work over it, the doors and windows wide open, her face glistening in the heat. Just now there were golden syrup biscuits baking in the oven and the sweet scent filled the room. The boy looked at the windows with their heavy curtains and tattered blinds, hearing outside the beginnings of a storm. A few splashes of rain beat against the glass. His short hair began to stand up on his head as the water dried out of it. His father turned a page of the paper and his mother looked up from her knitting.


"You're getting tired, I can see that," she said, smiling. "I think you'd better get away to bed now."


"I'm not tired," he said, although he was beginning to feel drowsy. "Can I have a biscuit?"


"You can when they're ready. Then you must be off to bed."


She laid her knitting down on the floor beside her chair.


"How about coming over and sitting on mum's lap?"


His father looked up from the paper. "You spoil the boy, mothering him like that. He's growing up now, so let him sit on a chair so his back will grow straight."


"But he likes it so much. He's his mother's boy. His mother's only boy. Come on over here," she said.


He stood up, the heat making him feel dizzy, and walked across and sat on her lap. She put her arms around him and he lay back, cushioned in the softness of her body. "You like just being lazy and sitting here in front of the fire, don't you?" she said, pre-tending to be stern, but smiling at him. "You're my boy."


His sleeves slipped up and he put his bare arms around her neck and pressed his face on her face. They remained motionless, his warm flesh pressed against her flesh, cool and soothing. She kissed him on the cheek. He



stretched once, making himself perfectly comfortable, and then closed his eyes. The almost airless room closed in on him and he felt himself slipping into sleep.


Suddenly he thought he was falling and woke abruptly. "What's the matter, darling?" the voice asked, and he answered drowsily: "I thought I was falling," and pressed him-self tight against her, seeking solace for the little hurt. Then there was the voice again. "The biscuits must be done by now, darling. You'd better let me up or they'll burn." He felt himself being lifted and then put down again into the empty chair. Through the thin surface of partial sleep he heard the click of the oven door and his mother walking across to the table. He opened his eyes and saw her put down the tray of neatly-spaced, round, light brown biscuits. With a knife she lifted one and brought it across to him.


"Be careful, now. It's hot."


He juggled it from hand to hand. He took a bite and the biscuit was so hot that it sent a little wave of pain into the nerves of his teeth. "Now I must put some water on for your hot-water bottle," his mother said. She filled the kettle at the sink and put it on the stove.


The boy stood up to allow her to sit down again and settled once more into the comfort of her arms. Here was always protection and peace, and he had come to look forward to it as a part of every evening. Sometimes during the day at school he would think of it with a vague feeling of excitement in him.


His father sat reading still, not even looking in their direction. A few minutes later the steam started to bubble up from the kettle and his mother took the bottle from its hook by the sideboard and filled it. "You really must go to bed now," she said. She took his hand and led him to the door of the hall.


"Good-night, dad," the boy called.


"Good-night, son."


He walked along the hall with tired steps, his hand in his mother's. On either side were dark, empty rooms. This nightly walk, without his mother, would be a thing of fear. Outside the last door his mother took away her comforting hand for a moment and switched on the light. She turned back the covers and pushed the hot-water bottle to the bottom of the bed. Then she went around the bed, tucking the blankets under the mattress so that the only opening was one at the top of the bed, so small that he could only just ease himself in. He sat on the edge of the bed, took off his slippers, and put them together on the floor. He slid his feet in between the sheets until they touched the scalding heat of the bottle. She leaned over him, pulling the covers up under his chin.


He was held tightly in the grip of the bed, scarcely able to move. The perspiration began to start out on his face. The soft pillow billowed up around his head and his mother was standing a little way off and everything became hazy.


Then her face became clear again as she bent over him.


"Is my baby good and warm?"


Her face was directly above his face and her lips were coming down to meet his. The warm, always exciting pressure of her mouth on his.


"Sweet dreams."


He did not hear her move away. The light went off and he relaxed completely in the exquisite comfort of the bed.


The door closed and he was alone.
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The Old Old Lady...




The old old lady,



The giver of eggs and flowers,



The minder of children,



Said she was a faithless creature



And a hypocrite at that,



But said she could pick the Christmas lilies.





And she, at these false accusations,



Stared at the closed door,



Stared through the pane of glass.











Will the Phoenix Rise




In the afternoon



Beneath the pine trees



He rolled his trousers up



And producing a flute



Leapt barefooted about the hillside



Like a faun;



It was very high up



And the town was obscured by falling rain



By rain falling.





In the evening,



Changed now into dry clothes,



He spoke for a long time



Walking to and fro before the fire



Warming himself,



And said that owing to the futility of life



There was nothing left for one to do



But to cultivate one's ego.








Lord She is one of Your Children




She would not lend me



The wooden beads;



She said I had not bought them;



That she had never once intended



Selling them;



That the reason for my alarm



When I lost them



Was that I knew they were hers;



That she was sick of my stories



And my lying



And that I had broken the catch.





Then she went into her room



And wept



In the darkness.













Victoria University of Wellington Library




Hilltop: A Literary Paper. Volume 1 Number 1

The Old Old Lady..





The Old Old Lady...




The old old lady,



The giver of eggs and flowers,



The minder of children,



Said she was a faithless creature



And a hypocrite at that,



But said she could pick the Christmas lilies.





And she, at these false accusations,



Stared at the closed door,



Stared through the pane of glass.
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In the afternoon



Beneath the pine trees



He rolled his trousers up



And producing a flute



Leapt barefooted about the hillside



Like a faun;



It was very high up



And the town was obscured by falling rain



By rain falling.





In the evening,



Changed now into dry clothes,



He spoke for a long time



Walking to and fro before the fire



Warming himself,



And said that owing to the futility of life



There was nothing left for one to do



But to cultivate one's ego.
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She would not lend me



The wooden beads;



She said I had not bought them;



That she had never once intended



Selling them;



That the reason for my alarm



When I lost them



Was that I knew they were hers;



That she was sick of my stories



And my lying



And that I had broken the catch.





Then she went into her room



And wept



In the darkness.
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John Caselberg



Three Poems




1



Dear child,



Pray to the Old Star



For your mother and father



And your own fear.





Pray for the sick ones



With no candles, no light,



And the lone, wan souls by the window



Staring at the night...





And pray for the lonelier



Who creep into bed



With never a thought of the Old Star



Or a glance overhead.





2



Two white spun clouds



Came wreathing through the sky;



I touched them with a gentle kiss



As they went whirling by.





Two white spun clouds



Were drifting through the sky;



A gentle rain was on my lips



When they had swept away.





3



"Verily I say unto you, wheresoever this gospel shall be preached in the whole world, there shall also this, that this woman hath done, be told for a memorial of her."



—Matthew 26, 10.




He came



With eye of love and flame



And was tended by a woman.





O eternal woman!



Bend low



Above the feet softer than the softness of your brow



But harder than the desert scorpion trodden in their pain.





Her black hair brushed



Holy skin,



And his white feet were washed for us



By a kneeling woman.





Knowledge sad



She bent her head



And bathed the dead ...





He took our Sin



With eye of love and flame



Anointed by a woman.
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Shakespeare




Some have said: This was the fortunate one



Whom nature loved so, she could refuse



Him nothing. Born under a fruitful planet



He in his cradle tamed great dragons;



Later dug up the rainbow's gold;



And when he turned his hand to puppet-show



Made statues weep and clay birds fly.





No. He and Nature were sworn enemies—



Uneasy friends at best.



Say rather: Reared in Stratford, starved London,



Botched every trade—till tired of tavern laughter,



Time's anguish and the ignominy of man,



He colonised a state of near-despair



And ruled it with a kingly hand.








The Bridge




It was two nights ago I dreamed I came



Out of a brothel in a foreign town.





Behind me clinging hands and drunkenness



Of dead eyes searching for a living name.





There in the doorway ready to turn back in,



I saw a bridge across a swollen stream.





The larrikins who leaned there in a row



Were laughing, pointing something out below.





I ran and saw there in the river bed



A thief thrown down that should have long been dead.





For through his flesh stuck out the jagged bones



And as he moved they pelted him with stones.





Though I cried out and cursed them in my horror



I knew them well and a familiar terror.





For lust that moved like anger in my mind



Showed them and me inseparably joined.





So looking at the bones and bloody water



And my live brother, I was murderer.








The Climb




From the plain it seemed an easy mile at most



Over snowgrass, dry river-bed, and bare



Sun-tortured scree, up to the snowline where



One can see nearly from island coast to coast.



And so we climbed and sweated for that boast



A good five hours—till now, we stand and stare.



Sheep crawl like maggots on the bluff down there



And the far ocean glimmers like a ghost.





Inhuman purity! The sun has cast



His net about us, gripping heart and head.



Between wild snows and firmament more vast



A hawk hangs lonely, shadow of grave dread.



Only the dizzy blood beats thick and fast



In swollen veins, to prove we are not dead.








Homecoming in November




Homecoming is gentle. The sea that Homer called



Winedark, windflecked, wild; the green hill stays



Cloudsuckling as before. Brittle the voice Of birds and leaf susurrus.





To walk down the road again and yarn



With Uncle Jack, buy matches at the store,



Saying: "Yes, it's good to be back home."



All this is trite and easy





As flying in a dream. But what is home?



A black pool deep as death. Have I not seen



The hill break like a boil with lava, and



The clay field sweating bloody.





Whom shall I blame? A trivial hour can hide



The roots of irrefrangible lethargy.



Downstairs a clock strikes twelve. Clatter of forks



And slow sad radio music.











Wellington




Time is a frown on the stone brow



Of a monument, a gale shaking the quay.



There is never time to let the whole day sink



Into the heart, and hold it sheltered there.





Power breeds on power in labyrinthine hives



Nested under the daylong driving cloud;



Stale breath of suburb dawn hazing the harbour,



Tiring the eye, stripping the nerve to fever.





City of flower-plots, canyon streets and trams,



O sterile whore of a thousand bureaucrats!



There is a chasm of sadness behind



Your formal giggle, when the moon opens





Cold doors in space. Here on the dark hill



Above your broken lights—no crucifix



Entreats, but the gun emplacements over-grown



And the radio masts' huge harp of the wind's grief.
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It was two nights ago I dreamed I came



Out of a brothel in a foreign town.





Behind me clinging hands and drunkenness



Of dead eyes searching for a living name.





There in the doorway ready to turn back in,



I saw a bridge across a swollen stream.





The larrikins who leaned there in a row



Were laughing, pointing something out below.





I ran and saw there in the river bed



A thief thrown down that should have long been dead.





For through his flesh stuck out the jagged bones



And as he moved they pelted him with stones.





Though I cried out and cursed them in my horror



I knew them well and a familiar terror.





For lust that moved like anger in my mind



Showed them and me inseparably joined.





So looking at the bones and bloody water



And my live brother, I was murderer.
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From the plain it seemed an easy mile at most



Over snowgrass, dry river-bed, and bare



Sun-tortured scree, up to the snowline where



One can see nearly from island coast to coast.



And so we climbed and sweated for that boast



A good five hours—till now, we stand and stare.



Sheep crawl like maggots on the bluff down there



And the far ocean glimmers like a ghost.





Inhuman purity! The sun has cast



His net about us, gripping heart and head.



Between wild snows and firmament more vast



A hawk hangs lonely, shadow of grave dread.



Only the dizzy blood beats thick and fast



In swollen veins, to prove we are not dead.
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Homecoming is gentle. The sea that Homer called



Winedark, windflecked, wild; the green hill stays



Cloudsuckling as before. Brittle the voice Of birds and leaf susurrus.





To walk down the road again and yarn



With Uncle Jack, buy matches at the store,



Saying: "Yes, it's good to be back home."



All this is trite and easy





As flying in a dream. But what is home?



A black pool deep as death. Have I not seen



The hill break like a boil with lava, and



The clay field sweating bloody.





Whom shall I blame? A trivial hour can hide



The roots of irrefrangible lethargy.



Downstairs a clock strikes twelve. Clatter of forks



And slow sad radio music.
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Time is a frown on the stone brow



Of a monument, a gale shaking the quay.



There is never time to let the whole day sink



Into the heart, and hold it sheltered there.





Power breeds on power in labyrinthine hives



Nested under the daylong driving cloud;



Stale breath of suburb dawn hazing the harbour,



Tiring the eye, stripping the nerve to fever.





City of flower-plots, canyon streets and trams,



O sterile whore of a thousand bureaucrats!



There is a chasm of sadness behind



Your formal giggle, when the moon opens
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The Gods Descend



The Story of a Sea-Side Store Keeper and his Unusual Fate.


By 
John Mansfield.


It was forbidden for a long time to tell of the adventure of Mr. Hobes because it was thought a fiction, but because there now lives none who knows what to make of the Gods of the hills, they preserve their mystery,—and the rest of the tale can be told. The scene was Waimarama, in the summer, where dwelt both human beings and Furies. The hero of the piece was Mr. Robes, whom the dwellers called the devil's advocate. Devil's advocate or hero, right or wrong, who knows? No-one has since found out, for the happenings diverted them all and the old feud died.


At first glance he looked like Rumpelstiltskin, but when you looked again you found he wasn't. He was only a small, strange-looking man, with immense over-weighted shoulders, who swung groceries across the counter at you, or bending low over milk cans, flourished the dipper and jammed the lid on with a "Right you are!"


Perched on the hillside at Waimarama his was the only store. The shady front looked out over the bay across the relucent water to where the Picton boat turned around the Snout, and from here Mr. Hobes used to gaze all around his beautiful bay from Shelter Island to the dense bush at the other side, and shrug his shoulders, screw up his nose, and solemnly say: "She'll keep fine for you," or "There's a southerly coming, I bet you," and the sudden gusts and scurrying of clouds would bear him out. But sometimes I thought his certainty must annoy the Gods just as much as his business affairs annoyed his customers, and I suppose in the end they did.


From the sea Waimarama had a brooding beauty. On both sides the hills sloped to the plain, and with more hills at the back it formed a natural theatre of Wagnerian proportions. To the left, and a little distant



was the tallest mountain of all, and because the clouds often sat low in its bush and it was tall and mysterious, it was said that the Furies lived there, and it was called "our mountain" as if to make the unknown more intimate. But although the sunsets and cloud effects were of the same Wagnerian magnificence, in this colossal amphitheatre nothing much had happened. No great deeds had been done here; only gentle thoughts possessed it, and accustomed actions were accompanied by the pleasant rhythm of the seasons. This was so, until in the summer I am describing there came fulfilment in a manner as heroic and unexpected as any forgotten saga. But now, in these hot summer days, the greens became brown, and the clay dust drifting above the road through the pa was the only sign of life.


The heat had stilled most things, but all those who went to the store spent at least ten minutes of every day in becoming uncommonly vexed over the actions of Mr. Hobes. It would not be unreasonable to say that a silent conspiracy of deter-mined residents was directed against him, not because he was malicious, nor consciously defrauded you, but because such a conspiracy was the only reasonable answer to the situation. You were a fugitive from the comforts of your own home, but dependent on an unpredictable muddler for many essentials. Deprivation would mean a primitive fish-and-mussel existence.


All manner of odd things happened and your orders took on miraculous shapes. Beans might become peas and kidneys sausages, and your bread might vanish or multiply suddenly and if as sometimes happened, nothing was left at all, you smiled and said "It's all right, thank you." Oh, the difficulty of it all! With the conservative ways of the storekeepers in the town and the eccentricities of those living at Waimarama, it was no wonder the link was imperfect. And while affairs ran on in this combination of innocence and experience, so continued the conflict from summer to summer with lively persistency, and a certain pleasure was found in anticipating the next outrage.


Yet his next move showed so much imagination that it might have been invented by Daedalus, instead of by a slow-speaking, muscular storekeeper. On New Year Sunday he was going to organise for the first time in Waimarama a great yacht regatta. Yachts from Picton, from the Grove, and from Whatamunga, and pray God it would be a hot day and they'd all be dry and want drinks and ice cream.


His son, Bill, would sink the markers and his wife could sell ice creams on the beach. He would borrow dinghies from the rowing club and a judge's launch flying a red pennant from the Williamsons. And to cap it all—on a moored punt there'd be entr'acte music from the Blenheim Band. If this plan didn't stop all these tiresome arguments and show them he had their interests at heart, well, he'd be Wowed. And what with the holiday-makers from Picton, business would be booming.


"It'll be a big show," he said.


What the residents said when they heard of the 10/- donation towards expenses was simply awful. Jock Finshel was "not interested in yachts." "The old rogue," growled Hercus, but not to his face. Some paid, some didn't. And Henry lobe's great arms swung back and forth as he explained the course, day in and day out, stopping only to charge another threepence for a paper or absent mindedly add up a shaky list of figures.


The Old Year passed. Bonfires blazed on the beach, and up in the store Henry was busy making more ice cream. The buoys were down, the band engaged, and even a pound note had been donated for the first boat round from Picton.


The day dawned coldly and with the grey sky it might have been winter. Odd figures, scarves flying in the wind, dawdled along the beach. By eight o'clock the wind had risen, bringing with it a thick sea-mist from the heads. By nine o'clock and the start from Picton, the mist had reached Dieffenbach, and over at Double Bay the clouds were filling the valleys, rolling towards the beach and the sea as if they, too, would close in and envelop the bay.


Into this half light sailed twenty-two boats. Oilskinned crews watched the wind tear at their sails and some were very sorry they'd come and some who were not sorry now sat huddled and quiet as men on a grave purpose. In Waimarama there was expectation and jollity, and the preliminary tootling of the band, now clambering into dinghies for their floating punt, became mixed with the car horns and the "oohs" and "ahs"



of the children who straddled the bank above. There weren't many people, but you'd have thought there were. Licking ice creams, sitting on running-boards to eat sandwiches, or throwing up a canvas shelter against the rain which it seemed must come, they were so busy doing things that when a drum roll and a tremendous "oom-pah" leapt from the band out in the bay, they jumped, with a "Goodness, what on earth was that?"


To Bandmaster Amberschust, band playing was a serious thing, and Sousa was Sousa even if they were playing on a decorated punt. Perhaps because they were playing so loudly and the hills had taken up the tune, nobody noticed the mist, or if they did, thought it didn't matter. And any minute the yachts would slip past the point to link the beauty of their movements with the patterns of sound.


It wasn't quite as Mr. Hobes had planned, but what with the music, the rush on the shop, and everyone asking, "Can yer see 'em yet?" he was busy himself and now almost ready to go out in the judge's launch. And this was when he looked at the weather. His old Waimarama was really very strange. Had it ever looked like this before? It was blowing like mad and over Blenheim way was a strange and delicate light. The wind would soon be out of hand, and then there'd be capsizes. It mightn't be a bad idea to hold on a while before getting off the next race. Then the launch started and somehow the noise of the engine and the water moving past seemed familiar and steady, and he laughed and wiped his forehead, staring at the top of the mountain, almost at the very place where the Furies were supposed to be sitting.


The band, playing like demons, had just started "Orpheus in the Underworld" when the first thing happened. Old Mrs. Anderson, who had been left high on the hill by her family to watch things, saw the first sail. She stood up and waved her handkerchief, as excited as the watcher on the roof of Agamemnon's palace.


"Ha! Yoo Hoo! Jimmy, here they are. Look!" and Jimmy stopped crab hunting and danced with his bare feet on the rocks.


The judge's launch had seen it, too, and with its load of unhappy, important people, it pitched into the waves, tossing spray right back to the stern, where Henry sat listening to Malcolm Wilkes, the English teacher at the college, a man who was never quite anywhere, but despite his preoccupation, spent long hours sailing in the sounds and many more playing difficult music on the piano. The piano had spoiled him for brass bands.


"A brass band!" he spluttered. 'Out h-here with the yachts, Mr. Hobes. I'd sooner teach poetry to third technical. There comes an end to that, but this is inescapable." He half wished he could poke out the bung from the punt to flood the men and the music. Mr. Hobes, whose feet were no longer part of him but tapping their way through the underworld, couldn't understand it. He remained silent. If Malcolm Wilkes didn't see music in this, then he wasn't going to tell him. He looked at Bandmaster Amberschust, who was hurrying through the difficult bits to reach the safety of the next melody. They played good music all right, but he still didn't say anything.


They both got much wetter, but there wasn't far to go and in a few minutes they'd be anchored. With what misfortune then did the next thing overtake them. Just two more minutes and it wouldn't have mattered. But time meant nothing to the gods in the hills, and unconcerned with the human performance developing before them, in frightful fury they descended and eclipsed it all. A supernal light shone behind the high mountain and the whole of Waimarama was lit up in unearthly radiance. For the last time in the memory of all on that Sunday morning, they could still see the yachts, the launch, and the punt in the gloom. Then the wind dropped as the light faded. The prelude was over.


A squall which can only be described as demonic swept the whole length of the valley and the boats fought it for their lives. The wind came from everywhere and the sails cracked and the centreboards strained. Clinging to supports, little groups looked on the water, at the confusion of the deep. Behind them their picnic papers whirled madly skyward. And together they decided that in this holocaust they could do nothing.


For at such times people remember their homes and their desire to return is matched by their feeling of helplessness when things familiar disintegrate into chaos. Car doors slammed and motors spluttered, as back to Picton trailed the cars. And all the time with an unrepressed hysterical boiling, the



waves tore at the beach, dashing themselves to pieces, while over the bay lightning burst in excited punctuation.


In the punt when the first squall struck, Bandmaster Amberschust and his men were resting. He stowed the instruments and waited for it to end, but with a fearful jerk the anchors gave and the whole of the band, with instruments and uniforms, drifted and wallowed in the decorated punt. We'll have to swim it," he thought, and started to undo his overcoat and loosen his tie. The gaunt trees on the shore looked a long way off.


"Going to swim it, sir?" queried another, and the Bandmaster was just going to say "Yes" when he thought of the instruments.


"No, not yet. I think, think perhaps we'll stick it until the launch takes us off." And, of course, that was what Henry and poor Mr. 'Wilkes tried to do, and the attempt only made things worse, for Mr. Wilkes got one foot on the punt and one foot on the launch and ended up on neither. And Mr. Robes, now very unhappy at so much muddle, climbed on to the punt to help his friend. So there they were, adrift on a punt with the hand, and their launch out of sight in the mist, and the Bandmaster, not knowing where he was going, ordered his men to play, and as the punt blew further to sea, fishers on the rocks heard from the fog snatches of "Waltz Gallante", and "William Tell."


The Gods had descended, but was it all part of their own strange destiny or was it in some curious way a siding with the residents against Mr. Robes? It was hard to say, for both were equally discomfited. The next morning Waimarama looked just the same in the early sun. The returning workers passed the rustling poplars where crickets sang, and more dust rose and hung above the yellow road. But Mr. Hobes and the band were nowhere to be found. The yachtsmen had searched the coast. Mr. Wilkes had quite vanished. On the door of the shop flapped a notice: "Back in ten minutes."


Only the old mountain at the back was different. On this cloudless day when the rest of the sky was the deepest of blues, there hung all about its summit a thick haze as if it must look at the world through a veil and preserve its mystery. For the punt had gone to the straits and there it stayed and there it drifted.


In the afternoon the inter-island steamer on her trip from Wellington, heard the music and was lured to it and found them all sitting on the bottom in great discomfort. She blew her sirens then dropped a rope ladder. By the time the last feather of steam had drifted away, they had climbed to her decks and on she had sailed into the heads to Picton, and here my story ends.
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This tall mountain



unknown land



yearns for the human



and loving hand.





But the hand must be gnarled,



conceived of the soil,



before it discovers



the mountains' guile;





Before it caresses



a bush-clad breast,



and reaches to the secret hidden



heart in the mist.
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Becoming




All of the time we've lived, it seems



We've been becoming something else



Rather, and other than our dreams,



Than passion's pith, than being's pulse.





Not knowing elseness of ourselves,



Alternatives have never sprung



Clear in the crystalling of waves,



Spring in the sap of verbs unsung.





But all the time, and all the time



We've been becoming other than



Merely our being as we were, climb



Lessingly backward no one can.





And there's another that we'd love



Under the unguent rind of self



Beneath the mind, whose currents move



Deep and mysterious as surf.








Twin Sons Were Born at the Eleventh Hour




We who escaped together from the dark,



Doubling our blood towards the bright egress,



Faced suddenly the panic of the eye



Each turned upon his blood's antagonist.





For, in the nurturing dark, a war began—



Each claiming his leonine share of earth



Prenatally acknowledging the man



Born into slaughter from the breath of birth,





Contesting from that immanent transcription



That wrote their names upon the thriving womb



The right of exodus-their charted lives



Were to burst forth like a spasmodic bomb





Cleaving the air of their inheritance:



Pre-doomed to love the body of one flesh



And to destroy each other in her sight.



Granting her nothing who had nothing wished.








Poem About Who




Who, with his legacy of words and loud



High-sounding histories, shall chart



The passions of a face, the winnowed



Crops and pastures of the heart.





Since, in his cups the will is dredged



Scatheless of purpose, natheless more clear,



Since his cartography has fledged



Songs of no promise and yet sincere.





His heart accepts the yield of vowels since



There are none to take his word,



He hears the heart in silence dense



And sights no other tongue has heard.





Who, is my magic boy and proud,



He stalks a victory, talks his war



With consonants of peace imploughed



Deep in his wounds and aching like a scar.








Chant for Ritual




Uncelibate in secret doorways, shadow-shrouded



like mourners—lovers, reminding of the need



to be afraid. The dragon sows his seeds



blackly amongst their kisses, crowded



from sight for silence, the illegal moon



drowsing their eyes from honesty too soon



to face betrayal in the conjuring lips



moving from napewards sunderwards—the hips



succulent as hibiscus, fly-tormented,



leaving in drenching dark their dream demented.





Sharp as the gunfire of stars, the jazz of lights



overwhelming; in the dance the stance—



promiscuous invitation—shook the flower—once—



twice—now the hour invests more ravenously whites



of the eyes beleaguering expectation; urge



lointender arteries in foetal surge



surrendering, rendering caesarsideways the



black sundering doorstanding allways under



the fallen heaven of arches the Goths



hammer at gates,



hands shapelessness offers a mouthful of moths.
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All of the time we've lived, it seems



We've been becoming something else



Rather, and other than our dreams,



Than passion's pith, than being's pulse.





Not knowing elseness of ourselves,



Alternatives have never sprung



Clear in the crystalling of waves,



Spring in the sap of verbs unsung.





But all the time, and all the time



We've been becoming other than



Merely our being as we were, climb



Lessingly backward no one can.





And there's another that we'd love



Under the unguent rind of self



Beneath the mind, whose currents move



Deep and mysterious as surf.
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We who escaped together from the dark,



Doubling our blood towards the bright egress,



Faced suddenly the panic of the eye



Each turned upon his blood's antagonist.





For, in the nurturing dark, a war began—



Each claiming his leonine share of earth



Prenatally acknowledging the man



Born into slaughter from the breath of birth,





Contesting from that immanent transcription



That wrote their names upon the thriving womb



The right of exodus-their charted lives



Were to burst forth like a spasmodic bomb





Cleaving the air of their inheritance:



Pre-doomed to love the body of one flesh



And to destroy each other in her sight.



Granting her nothing who had nothing wished.
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Who, with his legacy of words and loud



High-sounding histories, shall chart



The passions of a face, the winnowed



Crops and pastures of the heart.





Since, in his cups the will is dredged



Scatheless of purpose, natheless more clear,



Since his cartography has fledged



Songs of no promise and yet sincere.





His heart accepts the yield of vowels since



There are none to take his word,



He hears the heart in silence dense



And sights no other tongue has heard.





Who, is my magic boy and proud,



He stalks a victory, talks his war



With consonants of peace imploughed



Deep in his wounds and aching like a scar.
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Uncelibate in secret doorways, shadow-shrouded



like mourners—lovers, reminding of the need



to be afraid. The dragon sows his seeds



blackly amongst their kisses, crowded



from sight for silence, the illegal moon



drowsing their eyes from honesty too soon



to face betrayal in the conjuring lips



moving from napewards sunderwards—the hips



succulent as hibiscus, fly-tormented,



leaving in drenching dark their dream demented.





Sharp as the gunfire of stars, the jazz of lights



overwhelming; in the dance the stance—



promiscuous invitation—shook the flower—once—



twice—now the hour invests more ravenously whites



of the eyes beleaguering expectation; urge



lointender arteries in foetal surge



surrendering, rendering caesarsideways the



black sundering doorstanding allways under



the fallen heaven of arches the Goths



hammer at gates,



hands shapelessness offers a mouthful of moths.
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Half-Way House



"
The Middle of the Journey," 
Lionel Trilling.


Lionel Trilling has gone half-way towards writing a novel. His route is not made any the easier to follow by the absurd proclamations on the dust cover. "They are un-helpful; they are nonsensical; they are blathers," steamed Alan Dent, at something quite different, but the words might have been mine. With this preliminary eruption over, it is time to get down to the serious business of reviewing, and I must ask you to draw up your chair, lay down your pipe, and switch off the radio, for here is a strange, earnest book, which, if you decide not to read, is certainly worth reading about. It invites comparison with another learned, slightly chilling and in parts impenetrable book, Bradley's volume of Philosophy, "Appearance and Reality," and the resemblance is not as superficial as it might seem, for "The Middle of the Journey" is largely concerned with the difference between appearance and reality. Lionel Trilling is an American Professor and he has intriguing ideas on the role of the novel in this post-war world. "At this point we are in the full tide of those desperate perceptions of our life which are current nowadays among thinking and talking people, which, even when we are not thinking and talking, haunt and control our minds with visions of losses worse than that of existence losses of culture, personality, humanness. They sink our spirits not merely because they are terrible and possible but because they have become so obvious and cliche as to close for us the possibility of thought and imagination ... Surely the great work of our time is the restoration and re-constitution of the will." And in this re-constitution of the will how is the novel going to help? For it must be remembered that Trilling considers the novel at its greatest is the record of the will acting under the direction of an idea, often of an idea of will itself. Firstly, then, the novel has now a great opportunity to deal with ideas, treating them directly, and secondly, instead of basing the novel on classes, it can deal instead with complex ideological situations. In "The Middle of the Journey" he has done both things. He deals with ideas as they come, and he bases the book on the complex ideological situation which existed in America in the middle thirties before the Second World War. That the result is so unsatisfactory is partly explained by his attitude to form. He has eschewed what he calls the "sonata form," the return on the circle with apropriate repetitions of theme, a form which suggests completeness with all its ends tucked in, but has become, I'm afraid, more like the savage, whose short rhythms and unsystematic order prevent him from developing a theme or thinking consecutively. The sonata form may not adequately serve modern experience, but this form, in its present stage of development, is an equally unhappy one.


But now for the book itself and the particular search for reality with which it is concerned. Here it is carried out by a sincere liberal, John Laskell, a writer and teacher on architecture. It is no mere treasure hunt, no Cook's tour of political theories. It is terribly in earnest. He is a man who has had a reasonable amount of success, who in youth gave up thoughts of a literary career, and now, knowing that he will never be great, is reconciled to being useful. When the book opens he is recovering from a severe illness, which, besides bringing him very near death, brought him precariously back to life a very different man. His illness meant "peace, strength, and integrity," and he became used to the inaction of the sick bed, to its simplicity and security, all of which he likens to a state of "not-being." That his illness has been more than physical is shown by his discovery that "all knowledge of him-self has been evacuated," and he is deeply disturbed by events which he would once have disregarded. He has a heightened distrust of things intellectual. He resists his nurse's attempts to shorten his convalescence and leaves the sick-room with uncertainty and regret. The regret is lessened only by the knowledge that he will be with the Crooms, a young married couple, who have been faith-fully in the background during his illness—arranging nurses, blankets, and fruit. They are really the only people for whom he now has real affection and love. They, too, are



liberals, but Nancy is almost a Communist. To John Laskell, the Crooms are a justification in themselves of human existence. "Life could not reach further." To Laskell they represent a certain reality, and a holiday in their company should bring reassurance to him both as an individual and as a liberal. In time his illness, his doubts, and depressions would appear artificial and unreal, the product of a weak body. But nothing at all like this happens. Ever before he leaves the city comes a challenge. Maxim, a Communist friend, bursts in. He has left the party and now fears for his life. Having, while in the party, given up his existence as an individual to perform secret work, he now forces Laskell to help him to an editorial position on a Liberal paper. He must acquire existence by becoming a public fact. With a frightening animal-like insistence he says: "I have to exist." That night he sleeps on the roof. The next day, by accompanying Laskell and guiding him to the last seat on the last coach of the train he convinces him of the depth of his fear and the extent of his degradation. This is only the beginning. From now on, undreamt-of abysses open between him and his friends—including, of all people, the Crooms. It soon becomes clear that his mind and soul are at stake. Every one of Laskell's beliefs is challenged and in the moral conflict there can be no quarter, not even to friends. He suspects that Nancy Croom lives in an aura of self-deception. He discovers that weak-nesses in her thought are protected by a strong will.


Nancy is careful to shield herself from all notice and talk of death, and skilfully avoids its mention in conversation. Laskell's near death is part of a forgotten past as is the death of Elizabeth, a woman, whom he once loved. She has a false attitude to Duck, the handyman about her house. His amorality, his indifference to other people and his rough appearance she sees as symbols of a reality she will never understand, but likes to feel is familiar. Duck is nothing of the sort. He is mainly brutish. Laskell's anoyance pushes aside all the rules of friendship and he makes her suffer.


The climax of the book is as fantastic as the final scene in "Alice in Wonderland," where Alice is attacked by the playing cards. And the only difference in this grim scene where he defends himself against the Crooms and a fanatically religious Maxim, is that it is not so easy to escape by calling them a mere pack of cards, and although he can in the end escape them, he must carry with him the distressing knowledge of their true natures.


Now, of course, this outline is much simplified, and there are other less gaunt activities. There is Susan, Emily's daughter, who brings life and light on each appearance and is by far the best creation in the book. The lyrical way in which Trilling writes of her, proves there is hope for him as a novelist.


But basically this is the structure of the plot, and it is, to return to the beginning, a sorrowful comment that like Bradley, Lionel Trilling has carried with him a remoteness and a chill, which in the end oppress. This book is only half a novel. It is a working out of ideas through human mouthpieces, it is a combination of fine prose with long dialogues so artificial that you would think they had been assembled by a blind-folded logician. In short, the book is of the mind and not of the heart and there's an end to it.


But "there is one glory of the sun and another glory of the moon, and another glory of the stars," and even if there is no real development of character, if the dialogue turns back and explains away what you should yourself perceive, and if the characters are swamped by ideas which fall fast and thick as autumn leaves, and even if you are sometimes almost crushed by pomposity, Lionel Trilling is above all an innovator, and has tried a new technique to vindicate the humanistic point of view, to champion the flexible mind against the inflexibility of both religion and Communism, and to show "the anger of the masked will at the appearance of an idea in modulation."


Maxim is the more ruthless and inhuman. He has exchanged Communism for religion, without himself changing an iota. With him both these ideologies became not attitudes, but conditions, examples of the masked will. Laskell has opposed the Crooms and Maxim, and is accused of fence-sitting. "The day for being human in the way you feel now is over. The Renaissance is dead." But Laskell survives the ordeal and wearily prepares



to return to the city. He has stood for "the human being in maturity, at once responsible and conditioned." He has pleaded for a new sort of individualism.


The book is an interesting half-way house, and although you may read it or not as you wish, it is impossible to escape the feeling that here is a fine mind, not content to acquiesce in the darkness which a lot of modern writing is making more real and vivid to us, but with difficulty, working out new ideas through an old art form.






"
Other Voices Other Rooms"



Truman Capote




"If she be made of white and red,



Her faults will ne'er be known,



For blushing cheeks by faults are bred,



And fears by pale white shown."



So sings Moth in Shakespeare's "Love's Labour's Lost," and from the American notices of this first novel of a twenty-three year old, the imaginative brilliance of the descriptions of the decaying Southern homestead has swamped their critical faculties and they have hailed "Love's Labour's Lost" as "Antony and Cleopatra." Titillated by the general bedazzlement and by a penetration and beauty unusual in a first novel and in modern American literature generally, they have forgotten that "Other Voices Other Rooms" is not a prose poem but a novel, and is quite likely to have that embarassing question flung at it, "What's it all about ?"


It is (so the jacket tells me) the story of a young boy Joel, who leaves what has been his home, to go south to his father. In this house, surely falling to pieces with dry rot, live with his invalid father, several other characters whom the blight has affected in different ways.


Stagnant streams produce the richest growth and the whole household is a bywater of exotic life. Joel grows up in the house and in the country around, and fortunately for him, finds a companion in an exuberant, although at times viciously uncouth, young tomboy. The strangeness of his physical life is more than matched by the confusion of his thoughts. Very soon in the novel we leave human beings behind to enter a world of words. We dwell not only in a strange old house, but also in an in-between world where suggestion and subtlety drift like fingers of seaweed in a gentle swell. Having lost their support, they go where they will.


The book will delight the Marxists. As Exhibit A it is an almost perfect example of Western Civilisation's hopeless decadence. It has, to quote their own words, "degrees of analytic intelligence and sensitiveness, which are almost without comparison," and as a novel of adolescence it shows a peculiar appreciation of the complexity of people, but this and other good qualities are swamped by the richness and lack of clarity. The sharpness of the child's impression is blurred by the memory of the young man. Nothing is resolved or definitely stated. And too much implication has produced not vividness, but a surfeit of those very qualities which should stimulate the reader's imagination to fill in, itself, the storyteller's gaps. But perhaps Mr. Capote wishes it that way. If he does, then he will be quite unique, and no doubt his books will more and more resemble fabulous operas. And to all his critics he is, I suppose, entitled to say:




"The words of Mercury are harsh after the songs of Apollo.



You, that way: we, this way."



—
J. M. Thomson.
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Half-Way House



"
The Middle of the Journey," 
Lionel Trilling.


Lionel Trilling has gone half-way towards writing a novel. His route is not made any the easier to follow by the absurd proclamations on the dust cover. "They are un-helpful; they are nonsensical; they are blathers," steamed Alan Dent, at something quite different, but the words might have been mine. With this preliminary eruption over, it is time to get down to the serious business of reviewing, and I must ask you to draw up your chair, lay down your pipe, and switch off the radio, for here is a strange, earnest book, which, if you decide not to read, is certainly worth reading about. It invites comparison with another learned, slightly chilling and in parts impenetrable book, Bradley's volume of Philosophy, "Appearance and Reality," and the resemblance is not as superficial as it might seem, for "The Middle of the Journey" is largely concerned with the difference between appearance and reality. Lionel Trilling is an American Professor and he has intriguing ideas on the role of the novel in this post-war world. "At this point we are in the full tide of those desperate perceptions of our life which are current nowadays among thinking and talking people, which, even when we are not thinking and talking, haunt and control our minds with visions of losses worse than that of existence losses of culture, personality, humanness. They sink our spirits not merely because they are terrible and possible but because they have become so obvious and cliche as to close for us the possibility of thought and imagination ... Surely the great work of our time is the restoration and re-constitution of the will." And in this re-constitution of the will how is the novel going to help? For it must be remembered that Trilling considers the novel at its greatest is the record of the will acting under the direction of an idea, often of an idea of will itself. Firstly, then, the novel has now a great opportunity to deal with ideas, treating them directly, and secondly, instead of basing the novel on classes, it can deal instead with complex ideological situations. In "The Middle of the Journey" he has done both things. He deals with ideas as they come, and he bases the book on the complex ideological situation which existed in America in the middle thirties before the Second World War. That the result is so unsatisfactory is partly explained by his attitude to form. He has eschewed what he calls the "sonata form," the return on the circle with apropriate repetitions of theme, a form which suggests completeness with all its ends tucked in, but has become, I'm afraid, more like the savage, whose short rhythms and unsystematic order prevent him from developing a theme or thinking consecutively. The sonata form may not adequately serve modern experience, but this form, in its present stage of development, is an equally unhappy one.


But now for the book itself and the particular search for reality with which it is concerned. Here it is carried out by a sincere liberal, John Laskell, a writer and teacher on architecture. It is no mere treasure hunt, no Cook's tour of political theories. It is terribly in earnest. He is a man who has had a reasonable amount of success, who in youth gave up thoughts of a literary career, and now, knowing that he will never be great, is reconciled to being useful. When the book opens he is recovering from a severe illness, which, besides bringing him very near death, brought him precariously back to life a very different man. His illness meant "peace, strength, and integrity," and he became used to the inaction of the sick bed, to its simplicity and security, all of which he likens to a state of "not-being." That his illness has been more than physical is shown by his discovery that "all knowledge of him-self has been evacuated," and he is deeply disturbed by events which he would once have disregarded. He has a heightened distrust of things intellectual. He resists his nurse's attempts to shorten his convalescence and leaves the sick-room with uncertainty and regret. The regret is lessened only by the knowledge that he will be with the Crooms, a young married couple, who have been faith-fully in the background during his illness—arranging nurses, blankets, and fruit. They are really the only people for whom he now has real affection and love. They, too, are



liberals, but Nancy is almost a Communist. To John Laskell, the Crooms are a justification in themselves of human existence. "Life could not reach further." To Laskell they represent a certain reality, and a holiday in their company should bring reassurance to him both as an individual and as a liberal. In time his illness, his doubts, and depressions would appear artificial and unreal, the product of a weak body. But nothing at all like this happens. Ever before he leaves the city comes a challenge. Maxim, a Communist friend, bursts in. He has left the party and now fears for his life. Having, while in the party, given up his existence as an individual to perform secret work, he now forces Laskell to help him to an editorial position on a Liberal paper. He must acquire existence by becoming a public fact. With a frightening animal-like insistence he says: "I have to exist." That night he sleeps on the roof. The next day, by accompanying Laskell and guiding him to the last seat on the last coach of the train he convinces him of the depth of his fear and the extent of his degradation. This is only the beginning. From now on, undreamt-of abysses open between him and his friends—including, of all people, the Crooms. It soon becomes clear that his mind and soul are at stake. Every one of Laskell's beliefs is challenged and in the moral conflict there can be no quarter, not even to friends. He suspects that Nancy Croom lives in an aura of self-deception. He discovers that weak-nesses in her thought are protected by a strong will.


Nancy is careful to shield herself from all notice and talk of death, and skilfully avoids its mention in conversation. Laskell's near death is part of a forgotten past as is the death of Elizabeth, a woman, whom he once loved. She has a false attitude to Duck, the handyman about her house. His amorality, his indifference to other people and his rough appearance she sees as symbols of a reality she will never understand, but likes to feel is familiar. Duck is nothing of the sort. He is mainly brutish. Laskell's anoyance pushes aside all the rules of friendship and he makes her suffer.


The climax of the book is as fantastic as the final scene in "Alice in Wonderland," where Alice is attacked by the playing cards. And the only difference in this grim scene where he defends himself against the Crooms and a fanatically religious Maxim, is that it is not so easy to escape by calling them a mere pack of cards, and although he can in the end escape them, he must carry with him the distressing knowledge of their true natures.


Now, of course, this outline is much simplified, and there are other less gaunt activities. There is Susan, Emily's daughter, who brings life and light on each appearance and is by far the best creation in the book. The lyrical way in which Trilling writes of her, proves there is hope for him as a novelist.


But basically this is the structure of the plot, and it is, to return to the beginning, a sorrowful comment that like Bradley, Lionel Trilling has carried with him a remoteness and a chill, which in the end oppress. This book is only half a novel. It is a working out of ideas through human mouthpieces, it is a combination of fine prose with long dialogues so artificial that you would think they had been assembled by a blind-folded logician. In short, the book is of the mind and not of the heart and there's an end to it.


But "there is one glory of the sun and another glory of the moon, and another glory of the stars," and even if there is no real development of character, if the dialogue turns back and explains away what you should yourself perceive, and if the characters are swamped by ideas which fall fast and thick as autumn leaves, and even if you are sometimes almost crushed by pomposity, Lionel Trilling is above all an innovator, and has tried a new technique to vindicate the humanistic point of view, to champion the flexible mind against the inflexibility of both religion and Communism, and to show "the anger of the masked will at the appearance of an idea in modulation."


Maxim is the more ruthless and inhuman. He has exchanged Communism for religion, without himself changing an iota. With him both these ideologies became not attitudes, but conditions, examples of the masked will. Laskell has opposed the Crooms and Maxim, and is accused of fence-sitting. "The day for being human in the way you feel now is over. The Renaissance is dead." But Laskell survives the ordeal and wearily prepares



to return to the city. He has stood for "the human being in maturity, at once responsible and conditioned." He has pleaded for a new sort of individualism.


The book is an interesting half-way house, and although you may read it or not as you wish, it is impossible to escape the feeling that here is a fine mind, not content to acquiesce in the darkness which a lot of modern writing is making more real and vivid to us, but with difficulty, working out new ideas through an old art form.
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"Other Voices Other Rooms"




"
Other Voices Other Rooms"



Truman Capote




"If she be made of white and red,



Her faults will ne'er be known,



For blushing cheeks by faults are bred,



And fears by pale white shown."



So sings Moth in Shakespeare's "Love's Labour's Lost," and from the American notices of this first novel of a twenty-three year old, the imaginative brilliance of the descriptions of the decaying Southern homestead has swamped their critical faculties and they have hailed "Love's Labour's Lost" as "Antony and Cleopatra." Titillated by the general bedazzlement and by a penetration and beauty unusual in a first novel and in modern American literature generally, they have forgotten that "Other Voices Other Rooms" is not a prose poem but a novel, and is quite likely to have that embarassing question flung at it, "What's it all about ?"


It is (so the jacket tells me) the story of a young boy Joel, who leaves what has been his home, to go south to his father. In this house, surely falling to pieces with dry rot, live with his invalid father, several other characters whom the blight has affected in different ways.


Stagnant streams produce the richest growth and the whole household is a bywater of exotic life. Joel grows up in the house and in the country around, and fortunately for him, finds a companion in an exuberant, although at times viciously uncouth, young tomboy. The strangeness of his physical life is more than matched by the confusion of his thoughts. Very soon in the novel we leave human beings behind to enter a world of words. We dwell not only in a strange old house, but also in an in-between world where suggestion and subtlety drift like fingers of seaweed in a gentle swell. Having lost their support, they go where they will.


The book will delight the Marxists. As Exhibit A it is an almost perfect example of Western Civilisation's hopeless decadence. It has, to quote their own words, "degrees of analytic intelligence and sensitiveness, which are almost without comparison," and as a novel of adolescence it shows a peculiar appreciation of the complexity of people, but this and other good qualities are swamped by the richness and lack of clarity. The sharpness of the child's impression is blurred by the memory of the young man. Nothing is resolved or definitely stated. And too much implication has produced not vividness, but a surfeit of those very qualities which should stimulate the reader's imagination to fill in, itself, the storyteller's gaps. But perhaps Mr. Capote wishes it that way. If he does, then he will be quite unique, and no doubt his books will more and more resemble fabulous operas. And to all his critics he is, I suppose, entitled to say:




"The words of Mercury are harsh after the songs of Apollo.



You, that way: we, this way."



—
J. M. Thomson.
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Film Notes — "Soviet Youth Parade, 1945"





Film Notes


"
Soviet Youth Parade, 1945"


This film, despite an unfortunate showing in Wellington towards the end of last year, is so well worth seeing that any who are interested may perhaps have an opportunity of seeing it at Film Society screenings in the future. When it was at the Opera House it was first on the same programme as a return season of "Behind These Walls" (the story of Operation Jericho) which, although interesting, no longer had topical appeal and like most war films at present had lost the public interest. The following week the Russian film was paired with the very fine "Children of the Sea" to appreciative audiences, but most regrettably was cut to about half its length.


It was not quite adequately advertised and many, like myself, seemed to confuse it with a previous Youth Parade until they saw it and



its excellence spread by word of mouth from the "Children of the Sea" audiences. 'Coo many people dismissed it as Russian propaganda and some who must have been peculiarly ill-informed affirmed that there were many complaints in this respect from those who went. Admittedly, in response to the advertisement of a politically-minded association, some two rows of enthusiasts formed a small proportion of the audience on one night but there seemed to be but the mildest of heckling and this from youths who found the unfamiliar aspect of the captions on the filming amusing. I understand that I myself have the reputation of being a die-hard conservative and it is true that I have no admiration nor sympathy for the U.S.S.R. That is why I feel I may be permitted to express my enthusiasm, completely unbiassed politically, for this film, to which I went three times in ten days.


The Russians have an instinctive sense of theatre and an apparent love of pageantry that, lacking satisfaction in Royal occasions, finds expression in massed colour and rhythm. Unfortunately, their natural artistic sense clashes with a somewhat garish sentimentality, apparent sometimes in Russian art, and particularly noticeable on the occasion of the Youth Parade. The film opens with superb shots of the Red Square, which in its vastness and splendid dignity provides a perfect background for any ceremonial. But its impressiveness was spoilt a little by adornments of tawdry great portraits of Soviet leaders and to some extent again in the processions, the natural beauty of the marchers in movement was detracted from by elaborate artificial symbols. But nothing could ruin the very real glory of this parade.


Although the crowds were immense, they seemed almost merely a carefully-planned background to the display and although there was often prolonged applause, all the real enjoyment of the day was quite obviously on the part of those taking part. And thousands of them there were, all absolutely loving every moment of the splendid hours. From the early arrival of the Corps Diplomatique and the Officers of State, with the dramatic entrance of Stalin himself (interesting to note that, perhaps not inappropriately, the Communists adhere to capitalistic red carpet for great social events), the cloudless sunlit day was filled with music and colour. Western organisers must envy that unrivalled weather, with just sufficient wind to set all the serried banners straining bravely. The colour-process used in the film was not entirely reliable and in the last reel everything, perhaps symbolically, was seen through a rosy-mauve shade; but in earlier sections the bright banners in their scarlet and gold and blue and green were fine indeed. Here one was swept away with the swaying banners and martial music. Nuremburg rally? Perhaps, on a more natural, less rigid, plan. The photography was brilliantly done and vantage points utilised to the utmost. The lack of commentary was no doubt some disadvantage—the sole word I understood was Eisenhower—but it didn't really seem necessary to understand what was being said. Such joyful enthusiasm on the part of thousands upon thousands of the youth of a great nation, radiantly beautiful in perfect physical fitness, has a universal appeal. If one ponders upon the intense devotion to endless hours of training that such military precision of discipline demands, and is disquieted at the thought that it is scarcely-disguised military training, and if one is sad at the thought that any country so rich in so wonderful a heritage of youth should fanatically seem to try to destroy hopes of a lasting world peace, yet even so one cannot but be cheered that in any country, no matter what its politics, there is a youth such as this. New Zealand may well be envious of such fine physique and glowing health. A democracy should well be able to achieve such results by rather different methods and were these our youth we need have no fear of tomorrow. I should like everyone in New Zealand to see "Soviet Youth Parade: 1945." I think it would be a salutary experience —perhaps we might even produce in our own youth a fitness to rival theirs. The Universities could play a very big part.


—A. A. Murray-Oliver.


The Editor and Committee wish to thank advertisers for their support of this new venture, also the Executive of the Students' Association; and our printers, Messrs. McKenzie, Thornton, Cooper, Ltd. Edited by J. M. Thomson.
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