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Notes



Too Much has happened at Victoria since the last Spike was driven into the Student Body for this, the latest, to cook, dehydrate, quick-freeze, process and package the lot. I had hoped to follow 
The Spike's founders' vow to make 
The Spike 'a free lance, dealing out to each and all their just meed of praise or blame without fear, prejudice or favour'. But no one had anything really pointed to say.


*


I had hoped to follow Lytton Strachey's example by attacking the life and work of Victoria in unexpected places; falling upon the flank, or the rear; shooting sudden revealing searchlights into obscure recesses hitherto undivined. But this would take a better man than I — best leave the scandal to 
Salient.


*


So I tried the other Strachey technique — I paddled my rubber dinghy out on to the ocean of facts and finders of facts that is Victoria, and lowered my little bucket down here and there, hoping to bring to light of day some characteristic specimens of those far depths, for examination by your careful curiosity.


*


Some buckets came up empty, some full of unfulfilled promises, some overflowing with eager self-glorification, some with opinions, some without, some with sense and others without, and some were the sort of stuff I wanted. So I threw out the uninteresting, the juvenile, the mistakes, and ordered what was left to be set in very large type.


*


Surprises have been how few students can talk about anything interesting — even the religious liked talking about themselves; how few scientists can talk sensibly about science; how inefficient the efficiency experts; how efficient the poets and illustrators and musicians.


*


The Literary Society special committee gathered material of merit with remarkable speed and lack of fuss. Elizabeth Allo, Peter Bland, James K. Baxter and Gordon Challis are 'name' poets contributing to this issue. And in eighteen-year-old N. W. Bilbrough the committee think they have made a genuine discovery. 'These poems, in spite of some minor technical imperfections, impress us for a particular simplicity of expression, for the rapidity of their impressionistic sketches, for a sort of thoughtful reaction to life, rare in the usual run of University poetry' was their comment.


*


Maurice Shadbolt, author of 
The New Zealanders, is the guest-writer of this issue, with 'Nightfall I, an atmospheric short story never before published; J. K. Baxter, also a well-known New Zealand figure, offers a very interesting autobiographical piece; Les Cleveland, a West Coast story; Mark Young, a young poet, has kept in his 'The Sur, and the City' something of the poetical approach of his more usual medium; the short story by R. Amato 'shows a certain departure from the conventional, formal approach to the short-story technique'.






The Spike has had a long and decaying history. In its formative years it was the only university student publication; it was full of news, comment, sport, heavy handed jollity, and acres of the most incredibly bad poetry. Over the years the function of publishing these things has passed to Salient and the 
Old Clay Patch — Hilltop — Arachne — Experiment line. Look there, historians, for the life of Victoria.


*


In the past editors have cried out for an annual 
Spike. Unless people want the park cleaner's Spike that this edition is, or enough students and staff members with sharp pointed ideas can be found, then 
The Spike had better be driven into the ground and its subsidy used to brighten its successors.


*


However, we, the students of Victoria University (as is as never was) have a brand spanking new Students' Union and Gymnasium, which may help turn our night school into a real university, and then a monthly 
Spike might not be near enough. This 
Spike celebrates their erection and that hope.
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The Story of the Union Building





History


The history of our Student Union building from its initial conception to its final completion is largely a story of student foresight and endeavour. As early as 1929 the Students' Association formed a building committee and advised the University Council of £670 in hand towards a Union Building Fund. Even then the 'old gym', which continued to house the Association activities until 1958, was entirely inadequate to cater for the social and general College activities.


Over the next ten years Association building committees worked with continuing enthusiasm. Fund raising went on, until in 1937 over £1,600 was in hand, with an estimated target of £40,000. The committees made numerous requests and suggestions to Council in connection with fund raising and planning — an art union, a deputation to the Minister of Education, an approach to Government for a subsidy, and draft plans for a three-storey building. It appears that the Council was unable to act on these at this stage.


In 1946 the Minister of Education was able to advise the Association of a £2 for £1 subsidy up to £40,000. As we had over £9,000 in hand, this grant proved the turning point of progress, and detailed planning went ahead.


The next twelve years, until 1958, when construction commenced, saw a vigorous planning stage. An appeal now known as the Dixon Appeal (after the late George



Dixon) was launched, sketch plans and possible sites were exhaustively considered, and finally further Government subsidy money was promised. This grant was realized largely by the student initiative in levying all students £1 per head per annum, and by the progress made in fund raising. By then the total cost of the completed project had risen to £282,000, and of this the students of the past thirty years have provided over £100,000.







Facilities


The original conception of a Union Building had changed over the years, and by the time actual construction began the Union project comprised three separate structures: the Union building proper, the gymnasium, and new tennis courts with pavilion. All these will be completed and occupied this year.


The rooms in the main building include a theatre, cafeteria and kitchen, three common-rooms, four committee rooms, games room, editorial room, shop, caretaker's flat, Association and Executive rooms.


Seating 381 people; equipped with full flying facilities, projection and broadcasting box; and with the lighting controlled from a console front of house, the theatre is generally recognized as one of the finest in, Australasia. Already the Drama Club is rehearsing for a major production, the Extrav people thinking in terms of an intimate revue, the jazz and music clubs planning concerts, and the film society considering using Cinemascope.


Altogether when the theatre and cafeteria are considered with the science lecture theatre and Council reception room, as one unit, they are exceptional facilities. As well as intensive student use during the academic year, the unit will provide a unique venue for University, professional, and business conferences.







Management


Arriving at a workable system of management for the buildings was an interesting problem. The original proposal, made by the Professorial Board in 1957, of a warden to control the buildings and facilities met with violent opposition from the Association. Various alternative possibilities centering round control by a committee were then considered. The Council would be legally the owner of the buildings, but at the same time the students had provided the initiative over the years, as well as a large proportion of the cost. It was therefore necessary to find a management solution which recognized the responsibilities of Council, and also gave effect to the principle that the Union is primarily for the student body. In 1959 the Council therefore set up a Student Union Buildings Management Committee, having a majority of student members.


Although the Management Committee has been in existence for just over six months, it has had to consider a great quantity of work. Questions of furnishing, equipping, and fitting the buildings; financial matters of depreciation, maintenance, salaries, revenue producing aspects, and the relative contributory rates of the Association and Council; the calling for, interviewing, and appointing of full-time employees have all occupied much time. To co-ordinate and develop committee affairs



within the Union, they have provided for the appointment of a full-time executive officer called the Managing Secretary.


This officer will have threefold duties. He will be of at least lecturer status and expected to do some teaching in one of the departments. In liaison with the Association he will develop such services for students as board and lodgings, employment, health, and general counselling. And finally he will supervize the work of the full-time employees within the buildings, as well as acting as Secretary to the committee.


In addition to the duties delegated to the Secretary, other duties have been given to the Association Executive and sub-committees. Despite the volume of work involved, serving on these sub-committees has been really interesting. Never again, I suppose, will students have the chance of talking in terms of tens of thousands of pounds, and deciding on many more thousands of pounds worth of tables, chairs, cutlery, crockery, sofas, divans and the like.







The Future


The appointment of a permanent secretary to the Managament Committee will solve many problems for the Association Executive. However, I can see many more that will arise to replace them. Because of the transitory nature of the Executive administration there are some duties that have never been satisfactorily tackled. Perhaps the worst of these has been the question of services to students — and all these will be fully developed now within the buildings. Although this will lighten the burden on the Executive, many new problems will come with the use of the facilities. Although the tendency of past Executives to set up sub-committees at the drop of a hat has been halted, the new portfolio system will have to be used skillfully in the future to keep pace with student life.


There was some confusion with the use of the word Union a few years ago; and at one stage a Special General Meeting actually changed the name of the Association to Students' Union. Unfortunately this confusion has persisted, and it is still by no means clear what the word actually does mean. In the ideal I consider that a University Union connotes an association of past and present students and University staff. It follows that the buildings are for the use of these persons, and the administration of them should be geared to encourage their wider use. As a first step I consider that the Court of Convocation could well be revived and a Graduates' Association set up. Provision should then be made for this group within the buildings; certainly as a top priority for the next storey. Further, the number of present students on the Management Committee could well be cut down, and the positions replaced by graduate members. If the buildings are ever to be more than a semi-oasis on the campus for the full-timers, I feel that the Students' Association must strive to instill some real meaning into the buildings along the lines of the ideal that I have stated. However, I am confident that if the same student initiative is maintained over the years, the Union at Victoria will flourish in the truest sense of the word.





J. D. A. Hercus,


President V.U.W.S.A. 1959-60
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Over the next ten years Association building committees worked with continuing enthusiasm. Fund raising went on, until in 1937 over £1,600 was in hand, with an estimated target of £40,000. The committees made numerous requests and suggestions to Council in connection with fund raising and planning — an art union, a deputation to the Minister of Education, an approach to Government for a subsidy, and draft plans for a three-storey building. It appears that the Council was unable to act on these at this stage.
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The original conception of a Union Building had changed over the years, and by the time actual construction began the Union project comprised three separate structures: the Union building proper, the gymnasium, and new tennis courts with pavilion. All these will be completed and occupied this year.
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Arriving at a workable system of management for the buildings was an interesting problem. The original proposal, made by the Professorial Board in 1957, of a warden to control the buildings and facilities met with violent opposition from the Association. Various alternative possibilities centering round control by a committee were then considered. The Council would be legally the owner of the buildings, but at the same time the students had provided the initiative over the years, as well as a large proportion of the cost. It was therefore necessary to find a management solution which recognized the responsibilities of Council, and also gave effect to the principle that the Union is primarily for the student body. In 1959 the Council therefore set up a Student Union Buildings Management Committee, having a majority of student members.


Although the Management Committee has been in existence for just over six months, it has had to consider a great quantity of work. Questions of furnishing, equipping, and fitting the buildings; financial matters of depreciation, maintenance, salaries, revenue producing aspects, and the relative contributory rates of the Association and Council; the calling for, interviewing, and appointing of full-time employees have all occupied much time. To co-ordinate and develop committee affairs



within the Union, they have provided for the appointment of a full-time executive officer called the Managing Secretary.


This officer will have threefold duties. He will be of at least lecturer status and expected to do some teaching in one of the departments. In liaison with the Association he will develop such services for students as board and lodgings, employment, health, and general counselling. And finally he will supervize the work of the full-time employees within the buildings, as well as acting as Secretary to the committee.
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The Future


The appointment of a permanent secretary to the Managament Committee will solve many problems for the Association Executive. However, I can see many more that will arise to replace them. Because of the transitory nature of the Executive administration there are some duties that have never been satisfactorily tackled. Perhaps the worst of these has been the question of services to students — and all these will be fully developed now within the buildings. Although this will lighten the burden on the Executive, many new problems will come with the use of the facilities. Although the tendency of past Executives to set up sub-committees at the drop of a hat has been halted, the new portfolio system will have to be used skillfully in the future to keep pace with student life.


There was some confusion with the use of the word Union a few years ago; and at one stage a Special General Meeting actually changed the name of the Association to Students' Union. Unfortunately this confusion has persisted, and it is still by no means clear what the word actually does mean. In the ideal I consider that a University Union connotes an association of past and present students and University staff. It follows that the buildings are for the use of these persons, and the administration of them should be geared to encourage their wider use. As a first step I consider that the Court of Convocation could well be revived and a Graduates' Association set up. Provision should then be made for this group within the buildings; certainly as a top priority for the next storey. Further, the number of present students on the Management Committee could well be cut down, and the positions replaced by graduate members. If the buildings are ever to be more than a semi-oasis on the campus for the full-timers, I feel that the Students' Association must strive to instill some real meaning into the buildings along the lines of the ideal that I have stated. However, I am confident that if the same student initiative is maintained over the years, the Union at Victoria will flourish in the truest sense of the word.





J. D. A. Hercus,


President V.U.W.S.A. 1959-60











Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Spike [or Victoria University College Review 1961]

Editorial








Editorial



That the West will fall to Communism has been a tenet of Communist faith since Marx first thought — though he was more interested in class than in cultural, economic, and political struggles. That Mao Tse-tung regards the struggle as inevitably a military one is either propaganda on the home front, part of a private battle of wits with Moscow, or indicative of a vast lack of subtlety on his part. The West is going under with great rapidity, particularly on the front where it should be most strong — the moral front. People are capitulating all over the place.


The most spectacular recent capitulation to Communism has been the defection of the Moral Re-Armament movement from its original soul-saving mission to a West-saving mission. If their incredibly obtuse and gobbledegooked pamphlet 
Ideology and Co-existence (which has been distributed to millions throughout the West) says anything it says 'Communism is the most important thing in the world today; it is promoted by a dedicated band who have stringent moral standards and demands; it is international, inter-racial, and highly organized in both high and low places; it cannot fail unless opposed by equal dedication to an idea; in God we have the only superior idea; join us as we save the West with God.'


All this contrasts most sharply with their original concern for unhappy people — a trait not noticeably present in Communism. The accent has gone from 'We have something better to offer' to 'do this or things will get worse'.


But I didn't intend to talk about the ups and downs of 
Mra theology. We have had a much better — and noisier — example of moral capitulation to Communism in our midst at Victoria in 1960 in the person of Professor Messel. He wants us to save the West by training more and more, better and better, people like himself. Before we toss the fellow aside, disgusted with his colossal conceit, perhaps we'd better look at what he says, in case he's right.


'The Communists, with their control of production and manpower can — and do — gear themselves to peak production of scientists. The West with its lackadaisical ways cannot manage their efficiency — at the present time if we want more and better scientists we must hold out sufficient bait to attract them. This method can be most effective — New Zealand has a name for exporting and failing to hold brains — but it is not guaranteed to get us the men we want. Business wants brains, the Public Service wants brains, the Professions want brains, the Police Force wants brains; and they all, especially Business, are prepared to pay for them — where is our supply of brains for science to be obtained from ?


The obvious solution is to manpower the brainpower to the places where it is most needed. This the Communists do. This most socialists would like to see done gently. This sort of thing must be done in any tightly controlled or organized economy. But in the West we still have enough knowledge of what our heritage amounts to be able to spot the West-defeating West-defending of Senator McCarthy and his ends justify-the-means-boys and so we are not willing to abolish men's freedom of choice of job in order to save that freedom.


However there is a section of the community who has no choice in the matter of



what they do, and these are the children. Give them a diet of little but science and they won't be able to think of anything else they'd rather do and so will swell the ranks of the scientists, who, remember, are our saviours.'


A caricature of the Messel position, yes — but it may have made the moral issues clearer. Let's assume that we get these scientists — more and better than the Communists can manage — what are they to do? Produce more and better pure research than the Communists? Nice for the researchers, good for prestige : meanwhile the Communists feed the hungry, clothe the naked, cure the sick. That doesn't seem like winning to me. Perhaps the more and better scientists are to help industry and agriculture. We get more and better pop-up toasters for our more and better starch-reduced bread. Meanwhile the Communists feed the hungry, clothe the naked, etc. Well, that's enough to show that the whole notion is morally unsound.


Apart from these questions there has also raised its head the age-old problem of what Universities are for. I disagree with both the factories-for-saviours (see the Messel-ites) theory and with the factories-for-world-views (see below : 'The Life and Work of the University ') theory. The University should concern itself neither with learning nor teaching but with pushing back the frontiers of knowledge — or some such idea. When a frontier has been pushed back then it is simple considerations of efficiency that demand that others be led onto the new ground so that effort be not wasted in repetition or misdirected struggle. Hence the necessary evil of students. Some will forget the new ground they have covered, some will use it to grow crops of useful and beautiful things, some—and these are the useful ones to the University if it is to continue — will use the ground as a base from which to push those frontiers even further back.


If the University — including its students — regards itself in this light it cannot get all tangled up with drives to save the West, to propagate Communism, educate the masses, educate the 
élite, or any other noble but stationary endeavour.


It is becoming increasingly hard to educate anybody. One can only teach things that are known and the list of these increases in geometrical progression. Once one has been taught how to read, how to count, how to swim, and perhaps how to recognize moral problems, one's teacher is faced with the problem of what to teach and what to pass by. Decomposition or Equal Additions? French or Chemistry ? Kant or Spinoza ? Crabbe or Cowper? Boolean Algebra or the Theory of Rings? One cannot offer every child, every student, the infinite variety of subjects. Yet breadth and depth are both equally precious.


With the increasing complication of machinery, processes, managerial decisions that automation is bringing with it, new skills are constantly needing to be acquired, new situations taken into account. The best example I know of is in the printing trade where photo-setting, electronic scanning engravers, facsimile tele-engravers, multi-photo-lithography, powderless etching and the web-feed offset have all been perfected in the last few years and all require full apprenticeships to train operators.


To make judgements about how to organize production, allow for new trends, machinery, styles, labour conditions — all of which have no historic precedents, the world is now changing so fast — not only experience but also breadth of vision, wide



knowledge and good taste are needed. People need training in new skills, education for responsible imaginative decision making. And it is not enough to train the young, for the world we can train them for will not be the world they enter, let alone the world five years after they leave school.


We need a new concept, not of what an education is for, for education in New Zealand is fairly level-headed above the letters to editor level (see Parry Report, Parkin Study, School Publications, etc.), but of when to educate. 'All the time' has been the credo of the universities — 'once a scholar, always a scholar'. Discovering new things is so pleasant: it should not be the privilege solely of Varsity types.


But who is to finance sabbatical leave for plumbers? That year off at High School for the street sweeper who wants to get School Cert? The scholarship for the manager who wants to study Comparative Religion? Firms in the States are already running courses in the Foundations of Mathematics for factory hands and their wives, training or rather re-training their tradesmen and operators for quite different jobs, sending managers back to college to get liberal arts degrees — and so on. A little organization like New Zealand could well take heed of the lead given by the big organizations such as General Motors, and others more our own size.


We do not need scientists for the salvation of the West, for the West is not a scientific phenomenon. We need liberality, unrigid thinking, humanity, humility, love of beauty, moral clear-headedness. Even if our bellies are less full and our pop-up toasters don't pop up as well as theirs, these things are what the West is: we must not lose them in an attempt to beat anyone or anything, especially the Communists, for these are the very things that they are lacking. We must keep them so that we can pass them on when they realize their need of them. Perhaps an education system which encourages and expands these ideas and which is available to all men at all times could be New Zealand's most valuable social innovation.



Llewellyn Richards
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'Are we not like a racehorse owner who has a weight-for-age horse in his stable but devotes all his energies to three-legged hacks that have to be nursed to keep them running?'


— 
A. P. O'Shea.





At the Present Time there appears to be a decided inconsistency between New Zealand's import and export policies. On the export front every endeavour is being made to persuade the major industrial nations of North America and Western Europe to moderate their policies of agricultural protectionism. On the import front the current revision of the New Zealand tariff structure is likely to lead to a considerably higher over-all level of tariff protection, while continuing balance of payments difficulties ate providing an excuse for the protection of local industry by quantitative restriction.










Why Protect Local Industry?


What are some of the basic arguments put forward to explain the need for rapid industrial development in New Zealand? Many people think that 'because of its excessive and unique vulnerability, New Zealand's urgent and essential priority is to reduce heavily its dependence on imports and its narrow range of exports'.

1 New Zealand's manufacturing industries depend heavily on imported raw materials and capital equipment for their continued operation and a deterioration in the terms of trade is likely to reduce our ability to import these goods.


It might be suggested, however, that New Zealand's main concern is not with short term fluctuations in export proceeds. These are a necessary condition which New Zealand must accept following the basing of her economy on the production of those commodities which give the highest return per unit of factor input. The major concern must be with the long-run failure of exports to grow in volume at the same rate as imports. In the post-war period the demand for imports as a percentage of the national income has been relatively stable, but export receipts have been inadequate to meet import demands.

2 Perhaps the most important reasons for this are that inflation and protection of local industry have diverted labour and capital away from the export sector.


A good case can usually be made out for protection of local industry when the price and quality advantage of imports is due to overseas countries indulging in dumping or export subsidization. Again, protection can reasonably be extended if low cost imports are causing disruption of local industry to the extent of creating unemployment which cannot be absorbed in other sectors of the economy. However, this latter type of protection should be of a temporary nature only, extended until the idle factors of production can be absorbed in other, more competitive lines.


Full employment can be ensured in the short run by heavily protecting local industry, but in the long run such action tends to weaken New Zealand's ability to employ her population fully because the tendency is for factors of production to be diverted away from industries capable of earning foreign exchange or able to hold their own in competition with imported goods. New Zealand's industrial development is likely to continue to depend heavily on imported producer goods, while the growing population will demand larger quantities of essential consumer goods of the type impossible to produce economically domestically.


The manufacturing interests are usually basically opposed to any movement directed towards diminishing the degree of protection accorded to local industry, particularly if these reductions are made on a multilateral basis. Their major objection is that they cannot compete with the exports of low cost countries, particularly those with low standards of living. But wages are only one cause of low costs; technical ability, capital equipment and institutional settings are also of fundamental importance.


Given all these facts it is still true that it is eminently desirable for New Zealand to develop a sound industrial base in order to assist in the development of a balanced economy. How is this best achieved?










Methods of Protection


A country which employed a non-discriminating tariff as the only means of protecting domestic industry would have, in the height of the tariff needed to ensure for local products at least a fair share of the home market in competition with non-subsidized imports, a direct measure of the cost disparity between local and overseas production. But New Zealand in common with most other countries has had import licensing of varying degrees of severity almost continuously since the war and under such conditions it is almost impossible to estimate the extent to which factors of production have been diverted into those sectors of the economy where their productivity is considerably lower than that obtainable elsewhere in the community. In New Zealand's case the justification has been balance of payments difficulties, but many people feel that the flexible use of quantitative restrictions is a necessary prerequisite to sound industrial development.


There is little doubt that stable moderate tariffs provide the best means of affording protection to local industry. They leave the guidance of trade largely to private business, keep the need for cumbersome official administration at a minimum, allow competition from efficient overseas producers and provide revenue for the central government. Quantitative restrictions on the other hand limit overseas competition to the extent of the licences issued, require the arbitrary allocation of such licences, and lead to high administrative costs. By diverting demand onto home produced goods they add to inflationary pressures which provide the main cause of balance of payments difficulties.


Just what height the tariffs should be is debatable. In 1954 the Board of Trade suggested that an industry requiring a British preferential tariff of more than 25% over a period of time could perhaps be regarded as of doubtful economic worth. But in any system where tariffs are applied at a different level for various classes of goods, what is essentially happening is that various sections of the community are being forced to pay differing prices for foreign exchange, a type of discrimination which could equally well be achieved by the use of multiple exchange rates.


The suggestion has been advanced by theoretical economists

3 that the best way to avoid this type of discrimination is to work towards a uniform ad valorem tariff as the sole method of protecting local industry. In New Zealand's case it would require at least two uniform rates, i.e. one for most favoured nation countries (say, 30%), another for imports from British Preferential sources (say, 25%). Admittedly raw materials and essential foodstuffs which at present face low or non-existent duties would rise in price for domestic consumers, but this should be offset by the lowering of price of more nearly finished goods facing lower tariffs. It would cause local manufacturers to seek where possible domestic substitutes for the raw materials now facing higher duties and the development of the aluminium and pulp and paper industries suggests that in many cases the degree of substitutability might be high.







Conclusion


In concluding I can only emphasize that when protection is given to a domestic manufacturer against outside competition the consumer is indirectly subsidizing his operations or denying himself access to cheaper or better quality goods from overseas.





This can often be justified, but it must act as a balancing factor when deciding on the degree of protection to be afforded to specific industries.



Peter Hampton







1 Dr W. B. Sutch, 
Programme for Growth, p. 24. Paper presented to the Industrial Development Conference, June 1960.



Record, April 1958.


'Were Import Restrictions really necessary? — A critical examination of recent New Zealand Balance of Payments Policy.' J. W. Rowe, A.N.Z.A.A.S. paper, August 1959.





2 See 'Australia's Long Term Balance of Payments Problems', Lundberg & Hill; 
Economic





3 Particularly W. M. Corden. 'Import Restrictions and Tariffs — A new look at Australian Policy' — 
Economic Record, December 1958.
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At the Present Time there appears to be a decided inconsistency between New Zealand's import and export policies. On the export front every endeavour is being made to persuade the major industrial nations of North America and Western Europe to moderate their policies of agricultural protectionism. On the import front the current revision of the New Zealand tariff structure is likely to lead to a considerably higher over-all level of tariff protection, while continuing balance of payments difficulties ate providing an excuse for the protection of local industry by quantitative restriction.
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Why Protect Local Industry?


What are some of the basic arguments put forward to explain the need for rapid industrial development in New Zealand? Many people think that 'because of its excessive and unique vulnerability, New Zealand's urgent and essential priority is to reduce heavily its dependence on imports and its narrow range of exports'.

1 New Zealand's manufacturing industries depend heavily on imported raw materials and capital equipment for their continued operation and a deterioration in the terms of trade is likely to reduce our ability to import these goods.


It might be suggested, however, that New Zealand's main concern is not with short term fluctuations in export proceeds. These are a necessary condition which New Zealand must accept following the basing of her economy on the production of those commodities which give the highest return per unit of factor input. The major concern must be with the long-run failure of exports to grow in volume at the same rate as imports. In the post-war period the demand for imports as a percentage of the national income has been relatively stable, but export receipts have been inadequate to meet import demands.

2 Perhaps the most important reasons for this are that inflation and protection of local industry have diverted labour and capital away from the export sector.


A good case can usually be made out for protection of local industry when the price and quality advantage of imports is due to overseas countries indulging in dumping or export subsidization. Again, protection can reasonably be extended if low cost imports are causing disruption of local industry to the extent of creating unemployment which cannot be absorbed in other sectors of the economy. However, this latter type of protection should be of a temporary nature only, extended until the idle factors of production can be absorbed in other, more competitive lines.


Full employment can be ensured in the short run by heavily protecting local industry, but in the long run such action tends to weaken New Zealand's ability to employ her population fully because the tendency is for factors of production to be diverted away from industries capable of earning foreign exchange or able to hold their own in competition with imported goods. New Zealand's industrial development is likely to continue to depend heavily on imported producer goods, while the growing population will demand larger quantities of essential consumer goods of the type impossible to produce economically domestically.


The manufacturing interests are usually basically opposed to any movement directed towards diminishing the degree of protection accorded to local industry, particularly if these reductions are made on a multilateral basis. Their major objection is that they cannot compete with the exports of low cost countries, particularly those with low standards of living. But wages are only one cause of low costs; technical ability, capital equipment and institutional settings are also of fundamental importance.


Given all these facts it is still true that it is eminently desirable for New Zealand to develop a sound industrial base in order to assist in the development of a balanced economy. How is this best achieved?
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Methods of Protection


A country which employed a non-discriminating tariff as the only means of protecting domestic industry would have, in the height of the tariff needed to ensure for local products at least a fair share of the home market in competition with non-subsidized imports, a direct measure of the cost disparity between local and overseas production. But New Zealand in common with most other countries has had import licensing of varying degrees of severity almost continuously since the war and under such conditions it is almost impossible to estimate the extent to which factors of production have been diverted into those sectors of the economy where their productivity is considerably lower than that obtainable elsewhere in the community. In New Zealand's case the justification has been balance of payments difficulties, but many people feel that the flexible use of quantitative restrictions is a necessary prerequisite to sound industrial development.


There is little doubt that stable moderate tariffs provide the best means of affording protection to local industry. They leave the guidance of trade largely to private business, keep the need for cumbersome official administration at a minimum, allow competition from efficient overseas producers and provide revenue for the central government. Quantitative restrictions on the other hand limit overseas competition to the extent of the licences issued, require the arbitrary allocation of such licences, and lead to high administrative costs. By diverting demand onto home produced goods they add to inflationary pressures which provide the main cause of balance of payments difficulties.


Just what height the tariffs should be is debatable. In 1954 the Board of Trade suggested that an industry requiring a British preferential tariff of more than 25% over a period of time could perhaps be regarded as of doubtful economic worth. But in any system where tariffs are applied at a different level for various classes of goods, what is essentially happening is that various sections of the community are being forced to pay differing prices for foreign exchange, a type of discrimination which could equally well be achieved by the use of multiple exchange rates.


The suggestion has been advanced by theoretical economists

3 that the best way to avoid this type of discrimination is to work towards a uniform ad valorem tariff as the sole method of protecting local industry. In New Zealand's case it would require at least two uniform rates, i.e. one for most favoured nation countries (say, 30%), another for imports from British Preferential sources (say, 25%). Admittedly raw materials and essential foodstuffs which at present face low or non-existent duties would rise in price for domestic consumers, but this should be offset by the lowering of price of more nearly finished goods facing lower tariffs. It would cause local manufacturers to seek where possible domestic substitutes for the raw materials now facing higher duties and the development of the aluminium and pulp and paper industries suggests that in many cases the degree of substitutability might be high.
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In concluding I can only emphasize that when protection is given to a domestic manufacturer against outside competition the consumer is indirectly subsidizing his operations or denying himself access to cheaper or better quality goods from overseas.





This can often be justified, but it must act as a balancing factor when deciding on the degree of protection to be afforded to specific industries.
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Cricket Ball Physics



The Two Effects Considered, the swerve of the ball — dependent on the spin — and the swing of a fast ball — dependent on the seam — arise from the presence of a very thin layer of air, about a hundredth of an inch thick, which adheres to the surface of a moving ball. This layer is known as the 'boundary layer'.


The swerve of a spinning ball is described by the Magnus effect. Only the spin component about an axis perpendicular to the direction of motion of the ball is important here. Since the ball moves forward whilst spinning, the air in the boundary layer on one side of the ball has a speed relative to still air greater than that of the ball itself, that of the other side a speed less than that of the ball itself. Bernouilli's equation tells us that there is exerted on the ball a smaller air pressure on that side at which the speed is greater, so that there is a net transverse thrust on the ball.


Now for the swing. Consider firstly what would happen if the ball had a uniform surface (no seam). The thin boundary layer of air would be retarded at the surface by friction but would be dragged round the ball (and finally be swept away as a turbulent wake at the rear) by viscous forces arising from still air further away. The motion would be affected also by the pressure gradient along the surface, which would tend to place the line of reformation of the boundary layer away from the rear, while the viscosity would tend to place it near the rear of the ball. As the viscosity varies as the speed of the ball, and the pressure gradient as its square, the line of reformation (near the rear for a slow ball) moves towards the front as the ball's speed increases, until at the so-called critical speed it is at about eighty degrees from the front of the ball.


At this speed the motion of the boundary layer suddenly becomes turbulent, and this causes mixing of the surrounding still air (which is moving quickly with respect to the ball) with the air of small relative speed near the surface. The consequent increase in momentum transfer increases the effective viscosity, subordinating the pressure gradient effect and so causing the line of reformation to move back again towards the rear. Surface roughness, especially if it is near the front of the ball where the boundary layer is extremely thin, assists the transition to turbulence, so lowering the critical speed.


The seam consists of a band of six parallel lines of stitches round an equator of the ball. The zone is about three-quarters of an inch wide and the four outermost lines



stand out about a fiftieth of an inch. This roughness causes negligible turbulence for a slow ball but for a faster one (still below the critical speed) the boundary layer becomes thinner, and, if the seam of an otherwise smooth ball is inclined to its direction, turbulence is produced on only one side of the ball. On this side the reformation of the boundary layer is delayed and the resulting asymmetrical pressure distribution makes the ball swing sideways. This effect would be lost if the ball were rough all over, as the boundary layer would then be everywhere fully extended.


The side affected by the seam should be left rough, the other side polished and the ball given a slight rotation about an axis perpendicular to the plane of the seam for maximum swing. The reason for the rotation is that without it the greater friction on the turbulent side of the ball would cause the plane of the seam to rotate, increasing the effective area of roughness and giving a symmetrical turbulent flow and so a symmetrical flight to the ball. If, however, the plane of the seam rotates very slowly the ball may swing to one side and then to the other.


'Late swing' may occur with fast bowling because the ball is initially travelling above the critical speed so that turbulent flow exists on either side of the ball. Resistance to the ball's motion finally reduces the speed to less than the critical value and swing occurs.


Swinging is more marked in sultry weather because eddies in the air form more frequently and the boundary layer is thicker and so less affected by surface roughness — except that of the seam, which, in the humid conditions, swells and increases its effect. In this sort of weather shine on the ball is of less importance and even old balls can be made to swing.


(The above is a résumé of a talk given to the Mathematics and Physics Society by Dr Burns, Senior Lecturer in Applied Mathematics.)



Charles Pearse
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Purpose and Style in Classics



Most Greek and Roman literature is a blend of strong individuality and equally strong tradition. Great attention was paid to the rules of appropriateness of type and style to content. The control of self-expression by a traditional system of technical rules was a challenge which the great writers met with triumph. In all classical literature style is something of very great importance, all the more so as it was so closely related to the art of public speaking and literature was meant to be read aloud.


For some time I have been studying a few of these questions of style. They are constantly presenting themselves in 
anydiscussion of the original texts.


By the time of Cicero, a theory of three categories of style had been developed: the plain and elegant, or expository and intellectual category; the middle or flowery category, and the grand or 'emotional' category. The theory is probably understandable if we think that each category has a different aim, and in a broad and somewhat vague way represents a different emotional level, almost like the three degrees of comparison in grammar. Within a single speech all three categories might be brought into play according to the nature of the subject matter and the aim to be achieved. These questions are discussed at some length by Cicero in his works on literary



criticism. Quintilian, almost a century later, also gives some attention to the question. Both seem, I think, to write in the very style which for the time being they discuss. They therefore do not merely indulge in vague description but give a lesson by example from which 
data may be gathered.


Quintilian makes the point that individuals differ in style, although he himself describes and for the moment works in the manner which is broadly typical of each category. Thus he makes the point that each stylist will have his own particular range and that almost infinite gradation will be the result. This is a healthy reaction from the rigid and mechanical following of precepts. There was a definite tendency to break with tradition at the end of the Roman Republic, and then within about seventy years a return to classicism at least in profession if not wholly in fact. The fate of the three styles in these circumstances may prove a worthwhile investigation.


The work of the Younger Pliny is interesting from this point of view. His Epistles are highly elaborate pieces of writing strongly influenced by poetry. The only long rhetorical work of his which is extant, the Panegyric, has been described as stylistically a collection of 
Epistles, but in an even more elaborate style. Scholars have shown that the Epistles about the eruption of Vesuvius show not only Stoic thought but the influence of the miniature epic. It seems to me that it may be possible to show that certain descriptive passages in the 
Panegyric show in their structure and style the influence of lyric poetry. Technical exposition of the nature and effect of certain legal enactments may be the clue to the severer passages of this speech to which Pliny himself refers.


In the long run these are questions which are just one aspect of the interest of the ancient world in right conduct. The standard may be a metaphysical one or some more or less sophisticated version of tradition and 
mos maiorton. Hence it is that in discussing right conduct the satirists touch on many topics, eating, drinking, correct spelling, even spelling reform and correct literary expression. When Horace says that Homer sometimes nods and Choerilus hardly ever does anything else, he may be delivering a playful slap to some rather ponderous literary criticism by Lucilius. The general pattern of thought of the ancient satirists is that we should observe carefully examples of the extremes and seek for a middle way. The satirists are much exercised about their own style. I hope to show that they might well be, because if fittingness be their aim from one point of view they are something of a paradox. They use the language and expression of everyday life — often in a very realistic manner in the metre traditionally associated with the heroic epic. When Quintilian talks about the merits of the great authors, he notes them according to literary types and style for the use of students who wish to perfect themselves in rhetoric. Perhaps he has the satiric paradox in mind when he describes 
satztra as wholly Roman, and says that Lucilius was the first to attempt it in any significant way. Horace and Lucilius made the 
satura a settled 
genre at Rome. Could Lucilius have been influenced by parody, didactic verse, the epigram? At any rate there seems to be no evidence for any such paradoxical style as a settled type in Greece, although there may possibly have been sporadic experiments.



H. A. Murray
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Is it Music?



To a Lot Op People, modern music means about as much as modern art. The two have been equated : the painter Mondrian made more than one translation of the rhythm and colour of boogie-woogie on to canvas. But the similarities in the popular view stem from the 'rejection' of classical forms in both cases, replaced by a kind of controlled disorganization. Neither can be understood; artists and musicians vie with each other to produce the most garish blobs or discordant screeches. The artist, they cry, has grown away from the public. At least some of them cry, and the rest of the public believes.


Could it not be rather that the public has grown away from the artist? Just think how a child of today is taught to play the piano. Everything he learns corresponds to the rules. Major keys are happy, minor keys are sad. All chords which are not discords are good, and all others are bad. The correct approach towards teaching a love of music that of cultivating in the pupil the sense of the inevitability of the progression of a master melody, is almost completely ignored. And the pupil grows up in a maze of rules and regulations, shunning the music of today which does not conform. John Thomson's Piano Primer and 'Dolly Dear' continue to thrive, while Bartok's 
Microcosmos Book I is left by the wayside. Those ghastly little parodies of Wagner and Tschaikovsky sell over and over again, while the children's pieces of Prokofiev and Shostakovic grow dusty. The Alec Rowleys of this world have a strangehold on our musical future which must at all costs be broken.


This rejection of modern art is something rarely based on experience. For modern art seems to demolish a cornerstone of our civilization : the cultivation of a 'classical' beauty, and the fear, perhaps, that our way of life is not founded securely, may, together with the desire to conform, defiant ignorance, and the self-importance induced by Welfare State conditions here, combine to make a solid front against its followers.


A charge made by no less a person than John Ritchie of Canterbury University against Victoria's Music Society's concert of modern works in the last Arts Festival, was that we were blindly (that was implied) trying to keep up with the Joneses. It is an accusation frequently laid against followers of modern art; by those, I fear, who do not like to admit that their tastes are restricted to sixty years ago — and backwards from there.


There is frequently aired, too, the statement that lovers of modern art are a small, snobbish clique. This may afford some consolation to the utterer, but is it a fact after all? Those people who complain about modern paintings never seem to be offended by modern cartoons or modern press advertising. Nor do those who object to dissonance in a concert piece ever seem to make a fuss over the background music to murder serials on the radio.


The gap between the modern artist and his public is not, strangely enough, very wide at all. And despite certain pessimistic views, this new music is created to be enjoyed by others: the larger audience, the better. But to enjoy it the workaday listener must revise his standards of judgment. It comes as a shock to find that a



Beethoven sonata may appeal to many listeners for the same reasons as rock 'n' roll does to its younger fans: for the form is comfortably predictable — in the former, clear-cut sonata-form; in the latter, the tonic-subdominant-dominant-subdominant-tonic grid. Then again, those who look for a tune in the former find it, and the rock 'n' roll fan bleats out a tune for any hep number whether there is one there to start or not. And thirdly, the chords and progressions in both extremes are usually straightforward and untaxing on the ear. So it is quite possible that the paucity of mental effort expended on ex-private-first-class Presley may serve, for many, to justify reverence of past masters in real music. Is their art as superficial, of as little value, as that? Yet the commonsense that rejects modern serious music on criteria of that kidney has wittingly debased all good music of the past. Was Mozart so naive as to conceive a symphony as a decoration of a fixed pattern? Of course he was not.


The 
sound is the justification of all music, not the three formal aspects of structure, melody and harmony. None of the latter can turn a bad composition into a good one, or even give a composition coherence, just by themselves. How it strikes the ear is the thing, not only at the first hearing, but at the twentieth, and the two hundredth. All art must become familiar to the critic before it is evaluated: it must not only be seen or heard, but 
experienced. 'All art is communication' — this is well known, but to experience the beauty of art does not necessarily mean that everyone must be an artist. People understand and enjoy a performance of Carmen without needing to know a word of French. And today, with records and gramophones in abundance, the ordinary man, with a little application, can find a similar satisfaction in music much more easily than the serious student of a few years ago.


I will try to describe now the meaning of the term experience' in relation to the two most avant-garde schools of thought in Western music today. In Europe, under such leaders as Pierre Boulez, Karlheinz Stockhausen, and composers of 
musique concrèteand electronic music, the trend is towards an utter systematization of music. In actual fact, this trend goes right back, at least as far as 'Sumer is icumen in', the twelfth century round. The music these men are trying to produce can best be described as 'organic' music, or music which seems to undergo a living growth.


As an example, let us take one of Pierre Boulez's most well-known compositions — 'Le Marteau Sans Maitre', a chamber work scored for a great and varied collection of solo instruments. Play a record of this work, and you will seem, at the beginning, to have started at the middle of side two. But there is no side two — the effect is merely that the composer has arbitrarily selected a point in a much larger work from which to start. It is the same at the end: the music stops short. Select any two points in between, and the same kaleidoscopic pattern of sound and timbre seems to greet you. What is 'living' about such music? Where is its movement?


You have no doubt seen one of those nature study films which makes use of a speeded-up series of shots to show the growth of a dandelion or the opening of a flower. Imagine what such a film would look like if it concentrated upon a blade of grass in a lawn. Just one blade, although the same result would be apparent with any other in the patch — you can see it grow, and seed, and die, and another grow in its place.





Now apply to this film the treatment we gave Boulez's piece. The patch of grass does not seem to change right through, individual frames of film are to all intents and purposes identical, yet, in seeing the whole film, we have been made aware of the movement of life. And if you equate the blade of grass with Boulez's tone-row, the meaning of his work will become immediately clear.


Composers have been trying to do this from very early times: the round (of which 'Summer is icumen in' is our earliest known example) is a simple effort towards this end. This aim was the driving-force of Bach himself, in all his works; it can be sensed wherever variation-form or fugue is used in music; in Beethoven's 'victory' motif in his 
Fifth Symphony, or Berlioz's 
leit-motiv in his 
Fantastic Symphony. Stravinsky, in his 
Sacré du Printemps, was aiming at this effect when he interrupted and repeated his thematic ideas, shaping them audibly for his audience, so that they might feel the gradual flowering of his genius like a living thing. The sense of progress is not necessary, nor is it true to life. What have we, at the end of the first movement of a Haydn quartet, but a repetition of what we started with? 'Beginning' and 'end' in music, as in our grass film, have no meaning. 
Ma fin est mon commencement, as a Frenchman said a thousand years ago, and which echoes words of thousands of years before that. There is no progress, only constant renewal.


Turn now from the complete systematization of the Continent to the reverse situation among some avant-garde Americans. These men are attempting to abandon all artifice in their music, striving rather to reproduce the sounds of everyday life in as haphazard a way as we hear them. Again I must ask you to draw on everyday experience, the more easily to understand the way these men's minds work. Imagine yourself sitting in a kitchen in the middle of the day. You may hear all at one time a radio playing, sparrows twittering outside, the clock in the hall chiming, the step of a passer-by, the toot of a motor-horn, and the rumble of an aeroplane. Is your ear troubled, if none of these sounds is oppressively loud? No. The immediate sensation one feels is of life sounding around. You may have heard the record Peaceful Street', a song once popular on 2ZB's Sunday request session, in which road-drills, shunting-engines and Boy Scout bugles vie with singer and orchestra for the listener's attention. The high spot in this particular number occurs when an orchestral rendering of 'Rule Britannia' is superimposed upon the rhythmically and harmonically alien chorus of the song, also played by an orchestra. Cacophony? The result is instead acceptable and amusing aurally, as it was intended to be.


The free association of timbres and rhythms which represents the basic aim of these forward-looking composers is as valid a concept of music as its Continental opposite number, and for reasons I will make clear later is similar in many respects to this opposite trend.


The element of chance and improvisation, which played an important part in early Baroque music, and which is one of the fundamental ideas of jazz, is now to an even greater degree than formerly being re-introduced into this music, whose writers are now reluctant even to write a definite note for the performer, devising instead elaborate signs and symbols to show approximate pitch, intensity, and duration. This trend, which acknowledges Charles Ives as its prophet, produces sound-pictures of a



completely static quality. The performer no longer transfers a written note into sound, but responds to the command to pluck music from the ether.


No two performances of such music would ever be the same. The point, however, is immaterial, for the composition as such would be endless. Every time it was played again, one further aspect of the composer's pattern would be translated into sound. So that the piece would undergo over a number of performances the same organic change which we hear in Boulez. Only (to return to the 'film' image again), one performance of the American work would represent one frame only, and subsequent performances would add more frames; while the other's work would represent a length of film, but it would not grow of itself no matter how many performances were given.


One need not exaggerate the difficulties with which performers of this music are faced; on the Continent, with the intricacy and fiendish difficulties of the most accurate writing, and in the United States, with the creative difficulties brought on by the freedom of choice of note. The demand from the former is technical skill, that of the latter imagination, but in either case the highest musicianship is absolutely necessary. And there are many musicians today of sufficient calibre to play and enjoy this music.


I have dealt only with the two extremes of musical thought today, leaving for the time being the tremendous backlog of music — sixty years, almost — which is still to receive general approbation. But once the composers' concept of music is shown to the amateur as not something glorifying ugliness, but a struggle, easily comprehensible, towards the truth in all things, I have no doubt that our twentieth century masters will find willing and enthusiastic acknowledgement.



R. J. Maconie
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The Genus of plants known to the botanist as 
Coprosma is probably best known to most people by the species bearing the Maori name Taupata Taupata (
Coprostnu repens) is a low growing coastal shrub with dark green very shiny leaves and clusters of orange berries. It is very resistant to salt spray and is often grown as a hedge in seaside towns in New Zealand, and even in certain areas overseas where it is highly regarded as an introduced ornamental. In California it is known as the 'Mirror' or 'Looking-glass' plant in reference to the shiny leaves.


It will probably surprise most people to learn that Taupata is only one of about forty New Zealand species of 
Coprosma collectively encompassing the whole country and adjacent islands in their distribution. Several of the other species can be readily recognized as relatives of Taupata, as they are all shrubs or small trees with leaves of comparable size and form, one of these in fact having the largest leaves in the genus.





The remaining native species, however, bear little superficial resemblance to Taupata. All except two of them are small shrubs with (in some species) leaves of a very peculiar form. The latter are excessively twiggy with the twigs set at approximately right angles to one another to form a springy shrub which has much in common with a barbed wire entanglement. The leaves are often minute and quite sparse so that the general appearance is quite different from that of Taupata. There is no doubt, however, that the small-leaved and large-leaved species are members of the same genus. A close comparison of the leaves themselves reveals this and the matter is confirmed by the essential similarity of the wind-pollinated flowers and the berries.


The two species remaining are neither trees nor shrubs but small creeping herbs. Their leaves are very small and they are often scarcely visible in the grassy swards of river flat and mountain.


The berries of 
Coprosma are their most attractive feature. They are usually about the size of red-currants and depending on the species may be various very attractive shades of black, red, orange, yellow, blue or white. Even the twiggy species are quite handsome when covered with sky-blue, deep red, or pale yellow berries.


The unflattering name of the genus ('dung plant') was bestowed by the Forsters (botanists on Cook's second voyage) on a plant which had an unpleasant smell when bruised. This species now suffers under the name of 
Coprosma foetidisitna ('foul smelling dung plant ') but fortunately only one other species shares this characteristic.


Another interesting aspect of 
Coprosma is its relationship to the coffee genus. It has even been claimed that the seeds when roasted and ground make quite an acceptable substitute for the real thing.


With forty of the approximately ninety existing species New Zealand can be regarded as the headquarters of 
Coprosma. Thus it is appropriate that the genus should be studied in this country. One of the immediate problems in such a study is identification of the species. In the larger-leaved forms the problem is not so great, as the points of difference are easily observable and have become familiar to most botanists. In the small-leaved forms the distinctive features are much less easy to observe and as a result many botanists have not made the effort to become familiar with them. It is not surprising then that the status of many of the small-leaved species has become very confused and it is in an endeavour to facilitate their identification that Mrs Taylor of the Botany Department is at present preparing an illustrated key. Such a key involves a series of alternatives for which the unidentified plant is examined. Each decision leads to another alternative and eventually to a name which can be checked by reference to the illustration. In some cases the illustration alone is sufficient for identification, but in other cases where the species exists in a variety of forms identification in this way is more hazardous. Such variations may result from differences in the environment (e.g. a plant growing in the shade will be more spindly and have larger leaves than a plant growing in the open) or to inherent local variations.


In 
Coprosma much of the confusion has resulted from the occurrence of inter-specific hybrids which in several cases were named as species before their true nature was known. In the best known case a small-leaved and a large-leaved species hybridize



wherever they meet to produce a kaleidoscope of intermediate forms. It is suspected in another case that in some localities three species are involved in the parentage of some hybrids. This aspect of the 
Coprosma problem has been the subject of two recent studies in the Botany Department. Mr J. W. McEwan made a study of 
Coprosma populations in the Wellington area, paying particular attention to suspected hybrids. His methods included detailed comparisons of the external features of the stems, leaves, flowers and fruits; investigation and comparison of the internal anatomy of leaves; determination of chromosome numbers; and attempts to carry out artificial crosses between the postulated parental species. As a result of these investigations McEwan concluded that three pairs of 
Coprosma species hybridize in the Wellington area. In one case already mentioned a great variety of hybrids are produced (known as a 'hybrid swarm'), some of which cross back with one of the parents. In the other two cases only a few hybrid plants were noted and these appeared to belong to the first generation resulting from crossing.


A rather different approach to the study of the hybrid swarm and its parents has been utilized by Mr A. O. Taylor. This method involves a study of biochemical variations in the plants concerned, using in particular the polyphenolic compounds (tannins, flavones, catechins, etc.). In the present case a pattern of polyphenols was worked out for the two parents and the situation in the hybrids was found to be intermediate between them. This may prove to be a relatively quick and reliable method both for deciding parentage of hybrids and detecting other hybrids in the genus.


The studies described represent only a small proportion of the possibilities for research in this interesting genus, and they have been concerned primarily with classification, external morphology and biochemistry. Many other aspects remain to be studied. The anatomy or cellular structure of the various plant organs could be investigated, with particular attention to the development of certain peculiar structures associated with the leaves and stems. Chromosome numbers of the species could be determined and chromosome shapes compared as a possible basis for determining relationships. Ecological study — being a study involving the investigation of the habitats occupied by each species in nature — should be rewarding.


A complete account of the genus would probably occupy a period of many years, but it should eventually provide an account of the course and mode of evolution and migration within the genus — and this, in itself, would be a significant contribution to our knowledge of evolution as a whole.



J. W. Dawson
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A Ramble Through the Parry Report



In 
July1959 the Minister of Education asked three men (with thirteen qualifications between them) — simply known as Sir David Hughes Parry, Dean Andrew and Dr Harman — to 'indicate ways in which the university system should be organized to ensure that the long term pattern of development is in the best interests of the nation and . . . to inquire into such matters as:




	1.
	The role of the university in the New Zealand community.


	2.
	The number . . . for whom university education should be provided and the standard of [entrance] attainment . . . desirable.. .


	3.
	The maintenance, extension, and co-ordination of university education and facilities.


	4.
	Recruitment, staffing and conditions of employment . . .


	5.
	The financial needs.. .


	6.
	. . . Other matters relevant.'



In six months the gentlemen concerned had a 130-page report compiled from their investigations and the submissions of 138 bodies including the Facial Eczema Advisory Committee, university groups, religious groups, and the Wellington Deerstalkers' Association.


The committee decided there are five serious problems urgently requiring attention if the universities are to produce the number of graduates New Zealand needs. These — staffing, buildings, conditions of study, university government, and finance.


Their first chapter on 
The Role of the University in the New Zealand Community indicates that 'the imagination of the New Zealand public has not been sufficiently aroused to the unique importance of the universities for the continuance of [our] growth and development'.



The Universities and New Zealand's Economic Development (second chapter) states that many people — including those in the university — 'do not yet fully appreciate the contribution which the universities can and must make to the future economic development of the country through both research and the training of the very large number of highly educated and imaginative men and women who will be needed in the years ahead' . . . to help improve 'the efficiency, skill and enterprise of those connected with the production and marketing of exports' . . . to intensively 'campaign to disseminate to the farmers knowledge of new ideas and techniques and their application' and to make more efficient use of land to increase exports . . . to lead in industry, business management, and government . . . to teach . . . and so on.


Chapter III (
The demand for, and supply of, University Graduates) shows how the demand exceeds supply especially in the post-primary teaching field. Here figures show that there will be a shortage of 1,005 teachers in 1961, 1980 in 1962, dropping to 125 in 1967. Figures also demonstrate that the number of graduates available for employment is substantially less than the number at present required for the post-primary teaching service alone'. Recently only 40 per cent of matriculated students have graduated. In 1959 one person in 175 was a university student; the ratio expected in 1972 is 1 to 100 or 110, when the student population is expected to have risen



from 13,300 to at least 27,000. Even with such a high ratio, if the graduation rate continues to be 40 per cent the situation will improve but little.


Another factor, to prevent misconceptions about high ratios — Britain has only 1 in 500 studying at university although the US has more than 1 in 100 — is that New Zealand has a high proportion of part-time students. In 1959 46 per cent were part-time, in 1957 and 1958 48 per cent, 1956 50 per cent, 1950 54 per cent. Also the British figure excludes those at colleges of advanced technology.


The cause of high failure rates is next examined. The 'toughen-up-entrance qualifications', the 'abolish-accrediting', and the 'Upper-Sixth theories about causes are generally discarded in favour of the too-great-a-transition-from-school' and 'too few-staff-to-help' theories.


The wastage of part-time study is examined in Chapter V with the inclusion of the example of a student who took 26 years to complete a Commerce degree — the average being 8f years.


. . . the evil effects of the part-time system are, indeed, open and palpable. It lowers the standard of the degree, tends to degrade the university teacher into a pass-degree coach, and reduces corporate student life to an anaemic shadow . . .'— this was written 35 years ago (1925 Royal Commission on University Education). Financial reasons for part-time study are discounted 'in this prosperous community'. Blame is laid on custom and lack of awareness of the value of 'complete immersion in university life before commencing paid employment'.


Most vital to students is chapter VI: 
Scholarships, Bursaries and other Financial Assistance to Students. The present situation (1959) is stated — three out of five students receive some form of assistance. Bonded bursaries and the anomaly of Junior and National Scholarhsips being smaller than post-primary bonded studentships are deplored. The report recommends:




	1.
	The elimination of P.P.T. Studentships.


	2.
	The increase of Junior Scholarships from 10 to 20 in number and £100 to £125.


	3.
	The increase of National Scholarships from 35 to 50 in number and £80 to £100.


	4.
	The increase of Higher School Certificate Bursary from £40 to £50.


	5.
	The full payment of fees for full-time students with University Entrance qualifications. Boarding allowance for those mentioned in paragraphs 2, 3, 4, and in special cases 5, and in all cases 5 after passing three units in one year (
B.A. or 
B.Sc. only).


	6.
	That the above be tenable for the minimum period in which a good full-time student could finish a Bachelor's degree.


	7.
	The encouragement of post-graduate study by



	(a)
	Senior scholarships £200 p.a. available to a greater number of full-time Masters students.


	(b)
	£125 for full-time Masters students with second class or better standards in final year of Bachelors' course.




	8.
	£100 boarding allowance for all eligible.


	9.
	Increased provision for research.


	10.
	Establishment of loan funds for students.


	11.
	Periodic reviewal of the system.






If the recommended system had been in operation in 1959 (and the bonding of students had been eliminated) it is estimated that the total cost to the Government and Universities would have been somewhat less than that of the scheme in operation.


The next two chapters deal with problems of under-staffing and recommend increased salaries. The problem of lack of buildings and equipment is next examined and reveals that the Universities are about five years behind schedule in their building programme. Victoria has fared best and the only recommendations are the extension of the Biology Building and the provision of a hall of residence (as for each university).



Science and Technology recommends the expansion of Science departments and the inclusion of more applied sciences and technological subjects. Crippling to research, so vital for New Zealand's progress, is the lack of time available to teachers now overloaded with teaching duties.


The next chapter suggests that professorial boards undertake studies of their objectives and programmes. Included is a review of the standard of accomplishment the Bachelors' degrees are intended to represent, and a review of the time necessary to complete a degree.


Some interesting comments are made about the new university institutions at Palmerston North and Hamilton. 'While we sympathize . . . we doubt whether enough exploration and discussion of alternative solutions to the problems was undertaken . . . we recommend that the Palmerston North development be moved onto the Massey campus and incorporated into Massey College under the aegis of Victoria University.'


The final chapters concern University administration, the change-over from four colleges of one university to four autonomous Universities, and the mode of finance.


A suggestion of the Association of University Teachers of New Zealand is that fees should be increased sharply as they are only one-quarter to one-third of those prevailing elsewhere. This they said would have 'a salutary and much needed effect on the attitude of students to their study'. Sympathizing with such objectives, Sir David Hughes Parry's committee decided otherwise.


In conclusion the report states: 'We trust that this report will serve to persuade the community that the universities, if properly staffed and equipped, have a vital part to play in the economic, social and cultural development of the country and that it will assist the universities in organizing themselves to meet the exciting challenges of serving this growing community in the years ahead.'


The over-all impression left by the report is that all is far from well in our universities. Many of the recommendations have been carried out. The New Zealand University Students' Association is at present investigating reasons for part-time study in order to present, if possible, on behalf of students, a case for the necessity of part-time study in many instances. This, to prevent the implementation of the report's recommendation that part-time bursaries be abolished. All else in the report has met with official student approval at 
Nzusa council.



Diana Picton
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A Problem of English Grammar



In Sentences of the type 'Everyone is discontented with his (their?) lot in life', there is in many minds an uneasiness about the choice of pronoun. Those who deliberately attempt to speak well are perhaps even more uneasy about such sentences as 'If anyone has seen this missing person, will he (they?) report the fact to the police?' Their special uneasiness may arise from the close association of this type with the indefensible 'Anyone willing to give two hours to worthwhile work would they please give their names to Mr X' — which, by the way, is not a figment of my imagination, but has appeared in unambiguous writing on a public notice-board.


Leaving such horrors aside, one can still discern a problem, or rather several problems, which are usually waved aside with some curt statement of prescriptive grammar like 'Antecedents in the singular must be followed by pronouns in the singular'. Such curtailment of theoretical argument by a practical aphorism of dubious applicability could be paralleled in such other public discussions as that of the raising of Lake Manapouri; but the national character is too large a subject for a short contribution.


The aphorism in question here is dubious, of course, because it is by no means clear that everyone' is a singular. From the formal aspect there is certainly no doubt about it : both elements in the word are necessarily singular. But English is not among the languages in which form is syntactically decisive, as, for example, French is. In French one must say 
'Les Châtiments sont . . .'; in English one says 
Departmental Ditties is . . .', looking beyond the formally plural words to the single book of which they are the title. Likewise it is a commonplace of English grammar — and one of which we are sometimes invited to be proud, as of a sign of robust commonsense — that collective nouns take a singular or a plural verb at choice. On the face of it there seems no reason why the same liberty may not be extended to what is virtually a collective pronoun.


It is a liberty of which writers have apparently always availed themselves. The quotations under 'everyone' and everybody' in the 
Oed show a steady sprinkling of plural pronouns associated with the words, from 1530 to the present day. The usage is more frequent with 'everybody', doubtless because no distinction is made between cases where the one' of 'everyone' is emphatic and those where it is a true synonym of 'everybody'. The American grammarian G. O. Curme, while admitting that a plural pronoun may be justified by the plural sense of everyone', describes this usage as obsolete, while the 
Oed (under 'everyone') says it is sometimes unavoidable. It seems possible that the American attitude may have been affected by the more rigid syntax of other languages, in view of the influence that German syntax in particular has exerted on American English.


Those languages, however, do not face quite the same difficulties that arise in English if the plural pronoun is proscribed. In choosing a singular pronoun they certainly face a conflict of gender, but it is a conflict not unparalleled in their syntactical systems and provided for in their rules, which usually specify that precedence goes to the masculine. (E.g., Fr. 'Les cris, les prières, sont écoutés sans émotion.)





No parallel conflict of genders seems to arise in modern English, and there is, in addition, the special character of gender in modern English. It is not merely a grammatical category, but is deeply associated with the ideas of sex. To use a masculine or feminine pronoun of a mixed group of people would cause embarrassment partaking of the nature of that which would be felt if one accidentally addressed a man as 'madam'. The psychological need for an epicene pronoun is correspondingly stronger in English than in languages that have preserved grammatical gender. The fact that 'they' is the only epicene pronoun in the third person no doubt accounts for the persistence of its use in sub-literary English, not only with 'everyone', but also in such other constructions as were mentioned in the first paragraph.


As regards its construction with 'everyone', the verdict seems inevitable. If it is a solecism at all, it is one (like different to') only in the minds of certain nineteenth century pedants and never in the usage of good authors. But the case is a little different when the construction is extended to anyone' and 'anybody'.


In logic, what is predicated of any single member of a class is predicated of all members of the class; 'any' thus implies plurality just as much as 'everyone'. But 'anyone' often implies that a predicate which is potential for a whole class is actualized for one only. When we speak of inanimate objects in such sentences, there is no doubt about the pronoun usage. Faced with such a choice as this: 'Any ship may sink in a storm, and if it does (they do?) lives may be lost', anyone will choose the first form, whatever his (their?) training in logic or grammar may have been.


But it does not follow that anyone will choose the first form in the second pair of alternatives in the last sentence, where there is a reference which is ambiguous as to gender. In sentences like the missing-person example in the first paragraph, which are precisely analogous to the example just given, the 
Nzbs (or the Police Force, if it words its own announcements) seems to opt for 'they' invariably. A little well-directed attention will demonstrate to anyone that this construction is as vigorous, in sub-literary English, as that with 'everyone'.


The only conclusion from these observations seems to be that the popular tongue, in a manner not yet officially sanctioned, has in reality supplied English with what it has long been agreed to lack: an epicene singular pronoun in the third person. In a construction where by universal consent it' is used of inanimate objects and 'he' or 'she' of classes exclusively masculine or feminine, it inserts 'they' wherever the class concerned embraces both sexes.


The contention that 'they' here functions as a singular pronoun may be questioned. Admittedly it is followed by a plural verb. Admittedly, too, as the construction is not recognized and understood for what it is, its nature may not be clear to many of those who use it. But both German and French offer examples of pronouns which have developed a singular meaning in certain contexts without losing their original plurality and both are followed by the plural form of the verb (Germ. 
Sie sind; Fr. 
vous êtes). In spite of this they are clearly felt as singulars on appropriate occasions. There is no necessary reason why 'they' should not be so felt too, if the construction were allowed to emerge from the twilight in which all linguistic innovations begin.


The final contention of this paper is that it ought to be allowed to emerge into the



official language. Look at the alternatives. 'He', traditionally correct, is rejected by that great majority unacquainted with the classics because it is felt to exclude the female of the species, no longer a mere dependency on the male. 'He or she', beloved only of pedants, is intolerably clumsy. A made-up pronoun like heshe '(apart from sounding Japanese) seems to stand no chance of being received into the, as it were, most intimate stratum of the language.


I end by hoping that anyone who has read so far will find themself convinced.



Donald Anderson
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Oedipus Rex



The text of a review given by Mr Walter Scott, Principal of Wellington Teachers' Training College, in 2YA's 'Arts Review', Sunday 25 July 1959.



Oedipus Tyrannus has strong claims to be regarded as the greatest play ever written. This may seem a rash thing to say because it is easy to name others that have similar or comparable points of greatness — the Orestitem trilogy of Aeschylus, or 
Hamlet, or Macbeth — but I think no other great play quite equals 
Oedipus in concentrated driving power and explodes with such intensity and force into a catastrophe so terrible. No other great play is so flawless in structure and characterization as this one, and whether or not these claims are well founded 
Oedipus is one of the great deathless, endlessly fruitful plays of our civilization. It is not, as some writers have insisted, a tragedy of fate in which a faultless, innocent man is brought to disaster to fulfil a prophecy; not a play whose theme is 'As little flies to wanton boys, are we to the Gods — they kill us for their sport'. The action of the play, as Bernard Knox so well pointed out, is not Oedipus's fulfilment of the prophecy, but his discovery that he has already fulfilled it. The catastrophe of Oedipus is that he discovers his own identity, and for this discovery he is first and last responsible.


Mr Campion's superb production, I think, was in nothing more successful than in showing Oedipus as a free agent whose own actions precipitated the tragedy. Under his direction Michael Hattaway effectively portrayed the qualities of quick temper, impetuosity, and pride, the 
hubris that forced the reluctant Tireisias to say more than he wanted to, and started its possessor on his headlong rush to his frightful doom.


In setting, lighting, costuming, musical accompaniment, movement and grouping, and generally speaking in acting, this Victoria University Drama Club presentation was a splendid tragic spectacle with all these elements skilfully blended to sustain the dignity, grandeur and nobility of the play.


I do not think that I am operating the double standard in praising it so highly; I have seen Greek plays staged here and in the United States by professional companies with distinguished people doing them, but I am convinced that in all respects except one the performance was at least their equal and in some respects their superior. A conjunction of talents very hard to rival was brought to bear on the staging and production of this play — Richard Campion as producer, David Farquhar as composer of the music, Raymond Boyce as stage and costume designer.


There were however some things I did not like. The broad steps down from the



palace to the orchestral floor should, in my opinion, have appeared solid stone; and the drum or gong beat that marked each significant step in Oedipus's discovery of himself I felt as an unwelcome intrusion. But if these are faults outside this spectator's mind, they are small ones in such an accumulation of merits.


From its opening scene, where the suffering citizens grouped themselves in gesturing supplication to their lord, to the close where the same man, cast down, blinded and bloody, in agony of body and mind, made his slow, fumbling, harrowing exit, the stage was filled with a succession of beautiful scenes changing and merging as the action of the play required, artistically as well as dramatically moving to the ear and eye.


The management of the Chorus of the Theban Elders was perhaps the most remarkable of Mr Campion's achievements. In this play, as usually in Sophocles, the chorus are participants in the action as well as commenting on it. Mr Campion skilfully wove them into the action of the play and at the same time made of the movement and grouping by which he did this an aesthetically pleasing picture, a most satisfying spectacle. Most noticeably of all, he and Mr Farquhar taught the chorus a way of intoning their lines that fitted the mood and atmosphere of the play very well indeed.


The respect in which the play fell short of the overseas ones I had referred to earlier is of course the acting, though I doubt if Tim Eliott's portrayal of Tireisias could often be surpassed anywhere. In saying this I am making a comparison between professionals and amateurs which is not fair and which is perhaps a trifle absurd.


Linda McDougall is not Judith Anderson, but her playing of Jocasta was sufficiently strong and clear to convey the character effectively — the scepticism, the irreverence, the sense of guilt and wrong, the love for Oedipus, the horror that finally possesses her. One thing in the playing of the part that is essential, I feel, is to show dearly that Jocasta loves her husband physically. Linda McDougall, I thought, managed this quite successfully.


The part of Oedipus makes very great demands on the actor. Oedipus is a man of towering moral and mental strength, imperious, passionate, devoted to his home and family and people, ready to sacrifice himself for their good. In the play, he runs almost the gamut of human feelings — pity, love, suspicion, horror, agony of mind and body and soul. On the whole Michael Hattaway met these demands very well. He understood the character thoroughly, spoke his words with thought and intelligence and in an adequately resonant and flexible voice, and stood and moved in his splendid robes with kingly dignity and authority. His gestures were often rather stilted and stiff and I thought he let the tension drop in those scenes in the last few minutes of the questioning of the Corinthian messenger and the shepherd. But he portrayed Oedipus very finely as the great King and was even better as Oedipus the self-blinded outcast.


I am afraid that I have no time to particularize further and can only say a final word; that the presentation of this play was an event of the first importance in the dramatic life of this country.



John Ross
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Biochemistry at Victoria



The Biochemistry Laboratory was the first to start work in the Easterfield Building, in 1958, in somewhat improvised quarters on the fourth floor. The only hours available to the first Biochemistry II laboratory class were in the evening, and the only way to reach the laboratory was to wade through the mud of the quadrangle, and to climb the unlighted back stairs. It says much for the enthusiasm of the pioneer class of 1958 that rarely was any of them missing. Stage III started in 1959, and Masters in 1960; we hope to produce a 
Ph.D. by 1962. Unfortunately, because of our restricted accommodation, and of our even more restricted funds, we have had to restrict entry at all stages since the inauguration of this course.


It is natural that a country such as New Zealand, whose wealth depends so largely on animal and plant products, should be interested in biochemistry, which is basic to an understanding of the processes involved in all stages of primary production, storage, processing and transport of these products, and in the utilization of by-products. It is also natural that the Health services of New Zealand should be aware of the increasing importance of biochemistry for the understanding of the nature of disease, for its diagnosis, and for its treatment, as well as for its prevention. These considerations have evidently occurred to our students, who have included people working in hospital and other pathology laboratories, members of the Department of Scientific and Industrial Research, zoology and botany students, and straight chemists. It is conceivable that, with the passage of years, the realization of the importance of biochemistry to the well-being, both physical and economic, of the people of New Zealand might spread even further.


While it is most rewarding to help students to gain an understanding of the funda-mentals of biochemistry, and to teach them some of the techniques which have served for the elucidation of the data on which these are based, the whole process lacks vitality unless research work is being actively prosecuted, so that undergraduates can come into direct contact with post-graduate students, and can arrive at a realistic appreciation of both the thrills and the tedium and disappointment of research work. We are conducting a few lines of research, in a very modest way, commensurate with our facilities.


One of the most fascinating problems of biochemistry deals with the disposal of waste nitrogen, originating chiefly from the breakdown of protein, but partly from nucleic acids. Since each individual animal has its own distinctive proteins, food protein cannot be used directly, but must be broken down into its components, called amino acids, which the animal then reassembles into its own particular protein. Since the assortment of amino acids present in food protein is never (except perhaps in the case of cannibals) exactly the same as in the proteins of the given animal, an excess of food protein has to be eaten, so as to ensure that there is a sufficient supply of whichever amino acids are critically needed for the specific proteins of the animal. Hence many other amino acids will be present, but not needed, and these are converted into sugar or fat, while their nitrogen is split off as ammonia.


Ammonia is, however, very toxic, so that it must be got rid of by excretion into the



medium in which the cells are immersed. This presents no appreciable hazards for aquatic forms of life, since the water in which they live dilutes the ammonia to supportable concentrations. Land animals cannot do this, and they are obliged to convert the ammonia into some non-toxic form. Various solutions of the problem are encountered in different life-forms, and the particular form in which excess nitrogen is eliminated appears to be related to the environmental conditions of the given life-form.


One of our students has been investigating the metabolism of uric acid in the housefly, in its various developmental stages. This was done by finding which organs contained the enzyme uricase, which catalyses the oxidation of uric acid, to yield a soluble product, called allantoin. The possession of this enzyme may be advantageous to animals, since they gain some energy from this oxidation, and at the same time escape the hazard of deposition of insoluble urates in various parts of the body. Some animals do not, however, possess uricase, such as birds, reptiles and most insects; in these animals there is an over-riding need to conserve water, and to restrict body-weight, and all their excess nitrogen is synthesized into uric acid, and eliminated in a semi-solid form. All mammals, except man and his cousins, the anthropoid apes, possess uricase; it might be supposed that the mutation which led to the development of the Hominids also involved the disappearance of the gene responsible for the production of uricase.


It has, indeed, been suggested that uric acid might have a stimulating effect on the central nervous system, similar to that of caffeine, and that the superior mental powers of the hominids are hence an indirect consequence of this mutation.


To revert to our houseflies, it was found that uricase was present in the eggs and maggots, but disappeared at pupation, was absent from the newly emerged adult, and then reappeared in the equivalent of the insect kidney, to reach a maximum content by the fourth day of adult life. The enzyme was found to differ in a number of respects from mammalian uricase, as well as to resemble it in many other ways.


We are also investigating the purification of ox-kidney uricase, with the hope eventually of obtaining it in the pure crystalline state.


Work is also in progress on the vitamin requirements of arthropods, with particular reference to their visual pigments. This research is still in its preliminary stages, but it promises to yield quite interesting results.



R. Truscoe
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Shakespeare on Film



Why is it so difficult to film Shakespeare? Why can't a director just place a camera in the stalls and photograph an Old Vic performance? He would then have a permanent record and one more or less guaranteed in its quality. Well, the old hands raised-in-horror attitude to photographed plays' has been increasingly shown to be based on misconceptions (e.g. the success of the filmed record of the Comédie Françcaise doing 
Le Bourgeois Gentilhomtne), but it is, of course, impossible to transfer a work from stage to screen without being forced to make many changes or compromises. While many of these cannot be avoided, it is legitimate to wonder what causes sometimes wholesale changes in many plots (e.g. 
Separate Tables, Summer of The Seventeenth Doll). Similarly, while one realizes that much material in Shakespeare may have to be jettisoned or altered (speech setting the locale, the telescoping or compression of scenes) to result in a cinematic whole, what is it that prompted Olivier to eliminate Guildenstern and Rosencrantz entirely from his version of 
Hamlet, and Welles to remould 
Macbeth and rearrange 
Othello so drastically?


Essentially the question seems to be, are you going to use as much as possible of the total play, admitting that consequently there will be much that is unsuitable, are you going to use the original work as merely the starting point for a cinematic 'interpretation' or 'essay' which may be as different from the play as a hawk is from a handsaw, or are you going to attempt a happy optimum, and just as easily come to grief? One thing is certain whatever you do. You can't please everybody, and certainly not the critics!


Even in the silent cinema, Shakespeare was fair game for the film maker; though the actors often had to mime outrageously they had the advantage that the audience presumably already knew the story.


In 1913, Forbes Robertson appeared in Cecil Hepworth's version of Hamlet and seven years later another version appeared from Denmark which 'explained' Hamlet's enigma by exposing him as a woman! Thus the actress Astra Nielsen played the leading part.


In the 1930's, during its wholesale adaptation of the classics, Hollywood produced three sound versions of Shakespeare works, George Cukor's 
Romeo and Juliet, Gottfried Reinhardt's A 
Midsummer Night's Dream, and Paul Czinner's As 
You Like It. In all these, their theatrical origin was always apparent. In 
Romeo and Juliet (with Leslie Howard and Norma Shearer) Cukor was faithful to the text, there was little tampering with the plot and his approach was reverent, literal and dull. Reinhardt left out quite a lot of the text in A 
Midsummer Night's Dream, yet the film sprawled badly (well over 2 1/2 hours), the actors were generally miscast, and the speech was poor. The production as a whole was over-lavish and ostentatious. Strangely enough, Joe E. Brown, James Cagney and Hugh Herbert were quite successful as the clowns. Czinner adopted a simpler approach in 
As You Like It, one that suggested a lack of imagination, for it not only excised large portions of the text, but was particularly stagey in conception. Elisabeth Bergner, as Rosalind, and Olivier, as Orlando, were adequate but never inspired.





With the appearance of Olivier's 
Henry V and Hamlet in the forties, the kudos flew fast and freely. These were British, hence must be authoritative, and the prestige they gained was out of all proportion to their achievement. Olivier's style was not as different from the earlier American efforts as might be expected, but where they were stilted, Olivier's were sometimes pretentious and glib. The simpler approach to 
Henry V was more successful in its viewpoint — that of the traditional hero. It was beautifully mounted (sometimes a little too enamelled) and often vital and well planned, though its excursions into Elizabethan theatre settings were unfortunate.


In 
Hamlet, the camera became a participant and its continued movement was only one of the many distractions. Hamlet's subtleties were played down, some irritating cuts were made and the over-all conception of the tragedy simplified. There was no doubt that this was intended to be a 'significant' film — Art with a capital A.



Richard III, many years later, was a vast improvement over the earlier two. This was better cinema in all ways; the camera movement was never excessive, Olivier's Richard brilliantly engaged our sympathies, and there was none of that striving after effect that disfigured 
Hamlet. Generally the film moved sharply and neatly. Though it wandered somewhat in the later stages and the battle scene was strangely lacking in excitement, it was an exciting and tense film and ranks high as a faithful interpretation.


Orson Welles also made some notorious attempts at 
Macbeth and 
Othello. As Henry Raynor said:



'Orson Welles' 
Macbeth confirms the gulf of approach between the Shakespeare films of the 30's and of the 40's. The earlier ones were "reverent" to the extent that they did not really attempt a style of their own; Olivier's films half bridge the gulf, and 
Macbeth crosses unmistakably over into "cinema" first and Shakespeare second. Like all Welles' films, it is exciting and adventurous, with a genius that is no less genius for being perverse.'



Any schoolboy could be supercilious about the way Welles slashed the originals, omitting and transposing key scenes, stressing some aspects of character, simplifying others, but it would be wrong to dismiss these interpretations as mere striving after novelty. In 
Macbeth, Welles emphasized the barbaric and savage components in the man and treated the play as a kind of Gothic experiment, missing the nobility and paradoxical elements in his hero's character. The acting and speech were atrocious and yet if this is not Shakespeare it is still exciting cinema. Welles has given us some magnificent scenes, maddeningly sandwiched with melodrama, and has ruthlessly pruned where he could not transplant. But there is more vitality here than in Olivier's conception of the melancholy Dane. His 
Othello was similarly frustrating, with its arbitrary excursions and its striking and superb visual images. In the title role, Welles completely captured Othello's simple nobility, MacLiamnor was a confusing Iago, and the rest (including Suzanne Cloutier as Desdemona) were inadequate, but David Robinson hit the nail on the head when he said:


This flawed and faulty film is infinitely more vital, stirring, invigorating, than half-a-dozen more reverent, pedantically impeccable attempts.'





We can pass over Castellani's 
Romeo and Juliet without doing more than noting that it was made, for it suffered fatally from the inadequacy of the director and principals — Laurence Harvey and Susan Shentall. The film was a chocolate box cover version of the original and was often tedious and static where it should have been tense. A lamentable flop, it has since sunk without a ripple.


The news that Brando was to play Marc Antony in a Hollywood version of 
Julius Caesar was received incredulously by many British critics. But when the film appeared it was generally greeted as the best filmed Shakespeare yet. Drawing on a host of accomplished performers (Gielgud, Calhern, Mason, etc.), the director, Joseph L. Mankiewicz, treated the play with sensitivity and discretion. A fine balance was struck between theatre (the use of slightly artificial sets) and cinema (the camera moved unobtrusively and always purposively) and minor cutting of the text was skilfully done. The crowd scenes were beautifully handled, the mob becoming a character itself, and the exposition was taut and rhythmically paced, the whole thing moving forward irresistibly. The performances were extremely good though Gielgud sometimes seemed too theatrical — his words occasionally delivered somewhat coldly and without emotional conviction.


Another surprise was the arrival of a new version of 
Othello, this time from the Soviet Union. The director, Sergei Youtkevich, made this a magnificent film, Sergei Bondarchuk playing the Moor. Filmed in Sovcolor, the drama was incisive, the imagery striking, and the passion entirely credible, set in a background of sun-drenched landscape. The dubbing was skillfully handled by members of the Old Vic. As Derek Prouse said:



'An elevating and intensely satisfying exposition of the play, this Russian 
Othello must rank with the best of filmed Shakespeare.'



It fittingly won the award for direction at the 1956 Cannes Film Festival.


Arriving soon after came another Soviet film, this time of 
Twelfth Night. This also was handsomely mounted, but scenes were transposed or cut and the subtitling was inadequate. The actors and director (Yan Fried) were always competent, sometimes inspired (e.g. Klara Luchko as Olivia), and much of the original feel of the play came across quite well, but the final impression was one of a distinguished failure.


Of all the attempts at film Shakespeare then (not to count those others 'inspired by' or 'adapted from' such as 
Joe Macbeth or 
Throne of Blood, a Japanese 
Macbeth directed by Akira Kurosawa, set in sixteenth century Japan), we have only three great pictures and many others not so great. Inevitably the failure has been in the difficulty of transfer — to cut or not to cut, the problems of the soliloquies, and other problems of convention. On how successfully the director equates the opposing claims of literal fidelity on the one hand, and the demands of the cinema on the other, will depend the success of his film.



Arthur Everard
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Does the Mathematician Transcend God?





(Translated from The Silence)





Man conforms to the archetype of his own free will he is constantly choosing himself as he is.'



'It is not when you realize that nothing can help you — religion, pride, anything. It's when you realize that you don't need tiny aid.'


—J. P. Sartre





I Traversed the Dark Wood and entered the Tomb of Silence. I unwrapped the sacred bandages and discovered beneath a plaster-cast of a Baroque face; beneath some battered flowers flung from the speeding sports-car; beneath the roll of blank microfilm discovered on a lonely country road; beneath the Poet's identification papers and a treatise by Heurtebise on the Zone Intermediaire — a remarkable document, the contents of which are here revealed for the first time.. .


*



There are three Possibilities: the Mathematician is freer than God; God is freer than the Mathematician; and they are both equally free. We will prove by a simple argument that only the first of these possibilities is tenable, and interpreting 'freer than' to mean 'transcending' (in the absence of any other definition of transcending) we will answer the leading question by 'yes'.


We will prove that the concept God' no longer extends to the frontiers of our imagination, and that His attributes, where they are defined, are simply the redundant equivalents of Mathematical expressions. Finally, we will ask, if God is to be thus transformed into a Mathematical Symbol, why retain the idea at all — why not just keep the Mathematics?


Before we outline the main argument, it might be wise to define our terms. A 'Mathematician' is an existent who studies and creates 
Form. God' is an abstract (non-physical) existent having properties analagous to those of the Universe. The latter definition is justified in the following way: we look at the laws of the Universe, e.g. PV equals a constant, and we say 'This bears the mark of a God'. In other words, we infer His existence (if we care to do this at all of course) from a group of finite, particular laws characteristic of the Universe. Therefore God must have some property in common with the Laws. Hence the definition.








The Argument


Let us deal first with the postulate 'God is freer than the Mathematician'. Now the philosophy `Mathematics' is 
completely free since the Mathematician can comprehend 
any concept, with the sole proviso that the concept be 
self-consistent. (We dismiss as irrelevant the fact that this is not always demonstrable.) Furthermore, although Mathematics comprizes only formal systems, it is not for that matter a formal system itself; the logical manifold of Mathematics is an 
open one, since the Mathematician is 
Free to conceive of any formal system at all. So, 'Freedom to create Form



within the bounds of consistency '— that is the philosophy of Mathematics. Therefore if God 
were freer than the Mathematician He would necessarily possess the attribute of inconsistency. This, by general, agreement, is not one of His properties. Even God cannot comprehend a 'square circle' ! We have now eliminated the first postulate, leaving 'God is as free as the Mathematician', and 'God is less free than the Mathematician 'as remaining possibilities.


Now if the former is true, then there is an identical relation between Religion and Mathematics, and Religion is trivially true. For example, if the relation : 'God is infinity' (so often propounded by the Theologians) is in fact an 
identity, that is, God is one-and-the-same-thing as infinity, then the denotation 'God' is superfluous — just an unnecessary word in our vocabulary. Again we hear 'God is the Form of the Universe'; but so is Space-Time (to be pronounced very quickly with the words run together). Once again — redundancy.


Since we have eliminated two of the possibilities, we conclude that the remaining one alone is correct ('The Mathematician is freer than God '). We are therefore led to the Important conclusion: 
The Religious system is more restricted than the Mathematical one. God, in other words, is no longer a Generality, He is a Special Case. The interested reader may wish to note the error on page 2 of 
The Pious Scientist, by J. K. Feibleman, where it says 'There is nothing that can be said about a religion which cannot be said in it' — which, as Bertrand Russell would say, is a sheer mistake!


Unfortunately, the above argument is symmetrical in the terms God and The Mathematician. That is so say, if we interchanged these terms (with a few trivial alterations) we would have to draw the opposite conclusion. For example, 'God equals infinity' 
could imply that the word Infinity is superfluous. In order to assert that our argument alone is correct we must justify the crucial statement 'the Mathematician is completely free'. A quotation from J. D'Abro's book 
The Evolution of Scientific Thought, p. 455, should make this clear: 'Whereas the real space in Physics appears to possess a definite metrics and structure, the geometrical space of mathematics is amorphous. It possesses no intrinsic metrics, no special geometry, no size, and no shape, and the geometry which the mathematician credits to this space 
is purely a matter of choice.'


The whole point is this: what the Mathematician does 
not say is 'I wonder if N-Dimensional space exists'. What he 
does say is 'Let N-Dimensional space exists!' He puts 
himself, as it were, in the role of creator. He has no sooner to deliver the injunction: 'Let imaginary numbers exist!' than i's and z's bearing humble but tenacious smiles appear on his pages. 'May all circles intersect' he cries, and I's and J's in order to their stations leap.


If Therese Desqueyroux, as Sartre tells us, was free to say 'No', then the Mathematician is free to say 'Yes'. This, to use Sartre's phrase, is true 
Cartesian freedom, 'infinite, nameless, and without destiny'. He must have had wonderful mathematical insight to use such an expressive phrase; one can immediately see the X, Y and Z axes stretching off to infinity, defining the boundless field of possibilities which is the subject-matter of Mathematics.





It is a great pity that Descartes himself said, 'You ask who obliged God to create these truths, and I say He was as free to make all the lines drawn from the centre to the circumference not equal, as not to create the world.' (To prove the absurdity of this, all we need do is ask Descartes to define the word 'circumference'.)


One objection to this argument is 'But surely since the Mathematician cannot 
create these N-Dimensional spaces in a 
physical form, this "freedom" of his is quite imaginary'. But the objection is utterly irrelevant to the discussion at hand, which is a comparison between the mind of the Mathematician and the mind of God. The Thesis of Reality is merely used as a link between Ourselves and our inference of God's existence: there is no need to give it more importance than that.


A final point which illustrates the utter confusion in the minds of most Theologians is that involving God, Unity and Beauty. 'God is associated with Unity', i.e. with all the physical laws, they say. So far so good. But what if the Laws of Science reveal a greater and greater degree of ugliness and chaos, as for example the Gas Laws do? We might go further and say What guarantee is there that the laws of Physics will be unified?' After all, the Principle of Gauge Invariance suggested by the mathematician Hermann Weyl is a unique opportunity to unify the main equations of Science, but is simply not realized in practice. So surely Wevl's mind is superior to that of God's? One is forced to conclude, as Hume did, that this Universe is a botched attempt at world making.


The last loophole of the Theologist is Mysticism. 'What about Faith, Love and other intangible, non-logical concepts?' he asks. 'Are we not justified in developing religion as an apotheosis of these qualities?' The answer is 'no' as shown by the following argument.








The Elimination of Mysticism


The proof is by 
Reductio Ad Absurdum. Suppose we wish to extend our logical philosophy to include mysticism. Suppose further that all men could be divided into two classes at any instant: the 
Mystics and the 
Logicians. To give meaning to this distinction, suppose that to the Mystics only mysticism is comprehensible, and to the Logicians only the world of reason is comprehensible, at any instant. Now the Logicians do not admit any such category of thought as mysticism, and the Mystics cannot form the division, as the act of division is a logical process (which, by hypothesis, they are not capable of).


Therefore no man can know which class he belongs in, which (unless one is prepared to invoke the existence of 
per se entities) means that no such division exists. That is, the original extension was unjustified.


The only interesting objection to this argument is that it is an argument: that is, in rejecting mysticism by a logical process, viz. an argument, we have simply begged the question. But this is nonsense, because the person proposing the objection is by hypothesis either a mystic or a logician: if he is a mystic his philosophy is inconsistent because he rejects the argument with a reason (begging the question) : if he is a logician, his philosophy is inconsistent, because he would not then have objected



to our using a logical process. So to avoid being charged with inconsistency, the mystic can only maintain a pained silence, which of course suits the logicians down to the ground!


The manuscript becomes rather difficult to follow beyond this stage. There is an obscure reference to 'Man enlarging his ego to include the whole world', and another section, some parts of which are badly faded. . .


'Where do " we " come to an end — at our fingertips ? or at the fingertips of our children ? . . . or perhaps the boundaries of our personalities are purely a matter of definition ... but involving a restorative return to the primitive sources of Being...'


The Infra-Red Laboratory is at present trying to force a meaning out of these latter sections. Madame de S—— believes they refer to the blank walls which have no shadows.


So much for mysticism, so much for metaphysics, so much for God. Camera fades and pans to left, revealing Hemingway-type hero clutching whiskey bottle and Geometry textbook, and gazing in the direction of Mount Egmont.



Michael Heine
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'It is not when you realize that nothing can help you — religion, pride, anything. It's when you realize that you don't need tiny aid.'
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I Traversed the Dark Wood and entered the Tomb of Silence. I unwrapped the sacred bandages and discovered beneath a plaster-cast of a Baroque face; beneath some battered flowers flung from the speeding sports-car; beneath the roll of blank microfilm discovered on a lonely country road; beneath the Poet's identification papers and a treatise by Heurtebise on the Zone Intermediaire — a remarkable document, the contents of which are here revealed for the first time.. .
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There are three Possibilities: the Mathematician is freer than God; God is freer than the Mathematician; and they are both equally free. We will prove by a simple argument that only the first of these possibilities is tenable, and interpreting 'freer than' to mean 'transcending' (in the absence of any other definition of transcending) we will answer the leading question by 'yes'.


We will prove that the concept God' no longer extends to the frontiers of our imagination, and that His attributes, where they are defined, are simply the redundant equivalents of Mathematical expressions. Finally, we will ask, if God is to be thus transformed into a Mathematical Symbol, why retain the idea at all — why not just keep the Mathematics?


Before we outline the main argument, it might be wise to define our terms. A 'Mathematician' is an existent who studies and creates 
Form. God' is an abstract (non-physical) existent having properties analagous to those of the Universe. The latter definition is justified in the following way: we look at the laws of the Universe, e.g. PV equals a constant, and we say 'This bears the mark of a God'. In other words, we infer His existence (if we care to do this at all of course) from a group of finite, particular laws characteristic of the Universe. Therefore God must have some property in common with the Laws. Hence the definition.
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Let us deal first with the postulate 'God is freer than the Mathematician'. Now the philosophy `Mathematics' is 
completely free since the Mathematician can comprehend 
any concept, with the sole proviso that the concept be 
self-consistent. (We dismiss as irrelevant the fact that this is not always demonstrable.) Furthermore, although Mathematics comprizes only formal systems, it is not for that matter a formal system itself; the logical manifold of Mathematics is an 
open one, since the Mathematician is 
Free to conceive of any formal system at all. So, 'Freedom to create Form



within the bounds of consistency '— that is the philosophy of Mathematics. Therefore if God 
were freer than the Mathematician He would necessarily possess the attribute of inconsistency. This, by general, agreement, is not one of His properties. Even God cannot comprehend a 'square circle' ! We have now eliminated the first postulate, leaving 'God is as free as the Mathematician', and 'God is less free than the Mathematician 'as remaining possibilities.


Now if the former is true, then there is an identical relation between Religion and Mathematics, and Religion is trivially true. For example, if the relation : 'God is infinity' (so often propounded by the Theologians) is in fact an 
identity, that is, God is one-and-the-same-thing as infinity, then the denotation 'God' is superfluous — just an unnecessary word in our vocabulary. Again we hear 'God is the Form of the Universe'; but so is Space-Time (to be pronounced very quickly with the words run together). Once again — redundancy.


Since we have eliminated two of the possibilities, we conclude that the remaining one alone is correct ('The Mathematician is freer than God '). We are therefore led to the Important conclusion: 
The Religious system is more restricted than the Mathematical one. God, in other words, is no longer a Generality, He is a Special Case. The interested reader may wish to note the error on page 2 of 
The Pious Scientist, by J. K. Feibleman, where it says 'There is nothing that can be said about a religion which cannot be said in it' — which, as Bertrand Russell would say, is a sheer mistake!


Unfortunately, the above argument is symmetrical in the terms God and The Mathematician. That is so say, if we interchanged these terms (with a few trivial alterations) we would have to draw the opposite conclusion. For example, 'God equals infinity' 
could imply that the word Infinity is superfluous. In order to assert that our argument alone is correct we must justify the crucial statement 'the Mathematician is completely free'. A quotation from J. D'Abro's book 
The Evolution of Scientific Thought, p. 455, should make this clear: 'Whereas the real space in Physics appears to possess a definite metrics and structure, the geometrical space of mathematics is amorphous. It possesses no intrinsic metrics, no special geometry, no size, and no shape, and the geometry which the mathematician credits to this space 
is purely a matter of choice.'


The whole point is this: what the Mathematician does 
not say is 'I wonder if N-Dimensional space exists'. What he 
does say is 'Let N-Dimensional space exists!' He puts 
himself, as it were, in the role of creator. He has no sooner to deliver the injunction: 'Let imaginary numbers exist!' than i's and z's bearing humble but tenacious smiles appear on his pages. 'May all circles intersect' he cries, and I's and J's in order to their stations leap.


If Therese Desqueyroux, as Sartre tells us, was free to say 'No', then the Mathematician is free to say 'Yes'. This, to use Sartre's phrase, is true 
Cartesian freedom, 'infinite, nameless, and without destiny'. He must have had wonderful mathematical insight to use such an expressive phrase; one can immediately see the X, Y and Z axes stretching off to infinity, defining the boundless field of possibilities which is the subject-matter of Mathematics.





It is a great pity that Descartes himself said, 'You ask who obliged God to create these truths, and I say He was as free to make all the lines drawn from the centre to the circumference not equal, as not to create the world.' (To prove the absurdity of this, all we need do is ask Descartes to define the word 'circumference'.)


One objection to this argument is 'But surely since the Mathematician cannot 
create these N-Dimensional spaces in a 
physical form, this "freedom" of his is quite imaginary'. But the objection is utterly irrelevant to the discussion at hand, which is a comparison between the mind of the Mathematician and the mind of God. The Thesis of Reality is merely used as a link between Ourselves and our inference of God's existence: there is no need to give it more importance than that.


A final point which illustrates the utter confusion in the minds of most Theologians is that involving God, Unity and Beauty. 'God is associated with Unity', i.e. with all the physical laws, they say. So far so good. But what if the Laws of Science reveal a greater and greater degree of ugliness and chaos, as for example the Gas Laws do? We might go further and say What guarantee is there that the laws of Physics will be unified?' After all, the Principle of Gauge Invariance suggested by the mathematician Hermann Weyl is a unique opportunity to unify the main equations of Science, but is simply not realized in practice. So surely Wevl's mind is superior to that of God's? One is forced to conclude, as Hume did, that this Universe is a botched attempt at world making.


The last loophole of the Theologist is Mysticism. 'What about Faith, Love and other intangible, non-logical concepts?' he asks. 'Are we not justified in developing religion as an apotheosis of these qualities?' The answer is 'no' as shown by the following argument.
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The Elimination of Mysticism


The proof is by 
Reductio Ad Absurdum. Suppose we wish to extend our logical philosophy to include mysticism. Suppose further that all men could be divided into two classes at any instant: the 
Mystics and the 
Logicians. To give meaning to this distinction, suppose that to the Mystics only mysticism is comprehensible, and to the Logicians only the world of reason is comprehensible, at any instant. Now the Logicians do not admit any such category of thought as mysticism, and the Mystics cannot form the division, as the act of division is a logical process (which, by hypothesis, they are not capable of).


Therefore no man can know which class he belongs in, which (unless one is prepared to invoke the existence of 
per se entities) means that no such division exists. That is, the original extension was unjustified.


The only interesting objection to this argument is that it is an argument: that is, in rejecting mysticism by a logical process, viz. an argument, we have simply begged the question. But this is nonsense, because the person proposing the objection is by hypothesis either a mystic or a logician: if he is a mystic his philosophy is inconsistent because he rejects the argument with a reason (begging the question) : if he is a logician, his philosophy is inconsistent, because he would not then have objected



to our using a logical process. So to avoid being charged with inconsistency, the mystic can only maintain a pained silence, which of course suits the logicians down to the ground!


The manuscript becomes rather difficult to follow beyond this stage. There is an obscure reference to 'Man enlarging his ego to include the whole world', and another section, some parts of which are badly faded. . .


'Where do " we " come to an end — at our fingertips ? or at the fingertips of our children ? . . . or perhaps the boundaries of our personalities are purely a matter of definition ... but involving a restorative return to the primitive sources of Being...'


The Infra-Red Laboratory is at present trying to force a meaning out of these latter sections. Madame de S—— believes they refer to the blank walls which have no shadows.


So much for mysticism, so much for metaphysics, so much for God. Camera fades and pans to left, revealing Hemingway-type hero clutching whiskey bottle and Geometry textbook, and gazing in the direction of Mount Egmont.



Michael Heine
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Does God Transcend the Mathematician?







'He thought he saw an argument




That proved. . .'



Lewis Carroll (from Sylvie and Bruno)



One's qualms on reading the previous article concern the nature of what it is that is proved. If one so cares one may certainly define 'transcends' in such a way that one can prove that the mathematician transcends God, but the implications of the thesis as a whole are that if the mind of the mathematician transcends the mind of God then the concept of Divinity has no use.


The main argument is stated in terms of the comparative freedom of the minds. But notice what it is to have a free mind. The thesis is that the mathematician can comprehend any self-consistent concept; but is this so? Transfinite Cardinals greater than Aleph null are self-consistent, but many mathematicians cannot comprehend them, and how much more, then, non-mathematicians. In fact this 'ability' is not any kind of psychological or intellectual or even metaphysical ability. For if 'able to be comprehended by X' is regarded as merely meaning 'self-consistent', the argument, though valid, becomes exceedingly trivial. Viz :


(In what follows I shall use, where available, the standard Peano/Russell logical symbolism. The interested reader should consult Whitehead and Russell's monumental work 
Principia Mathematica, henceforth referred to as PM and not to be



confused with MP which indicates that the rule of detachment or Modus Fattens is being applied.)


let T x p represent 'p is comprehensible by x'


let Mp represent 'p is self-consistent'


Now; using the above symbolization to express the assumption that comprehensibility


means self-consistency, we get




[image: formula]


This formal analysis enables us clearly to see that what the argument proves amounts to nothing more than the truism that what is self-consistent is self-consistent. Note further that the non-existent mathematician (assuming that 'mathematician' had not been defined as an existent but merely as one who studies and creates form) has the advantage of being even freer.


Let NM be the class of non-existent mathematicians. Clearly non-existent mathematicians do not exist; or (in symbols):




[image: formula]


and if x possesses every property (for this is what the statement (φ) φx comes to) then of course it possesses, 
inter alia, the property of being able to comprehend inconsistent concepts. In fact one's ontological status is not evidenced by the abilities one possesses or by what one does. 'You won't make yourself a bit realler by crying', Tweedledee remarked to Alice, and he was quite right. One is rather led to suppose that the most real objects have the least free minds. And if God is the 
Ens Realissimum then it would not be a virtue on His part to be freer than the mathematician.


In fact it appears to me that to state the argument in terms of freedom of the mind leads to hopeless confusion and establishes nothing. There is an alternative way of stating what I believe to be the import of the contention I am examining:






All consistent concepts are studied in mathematics.



All religious concepts are consistent concepts.



Ergo : All religious concepts are studied in mathematics.


This, as an example of a 
Barbara syllogism, is valid according to the Aristotelean Canon. The conclusion to be drawn is that, in this way, the mathematical system embraces the religious system.


But the argument proves too much, for unfortunately it proves that the mathematical system embraces every consistent system of ideas. And this is wrong — for surely in, say, the physical sciences, mathematics is only a tool and does not constitute the whole body of the study. One cannot here retort that we are only comparing the mind of the mathematician with the mind of God for surely the Religious system does want to say something about the actual world. The fallacy of thinking that the mathematician creates actual worlds arises in the following manner. His worlds owe their ontological status to the validity of the following theorem of modal Logic (provable if the Lukaciewicz rules for Quantifier Introduction are added to Lewis's S5

*) — P (EX) (Mφx) = M(Ex) φx This is often known as the 
Barcan

** formula. This says that 'It is possible that something φ 's' is strictly equivalent to; 'There is something that possibly φ 's' . Thus the mathematician can talk of the existence of possible entities as a way of talking of the possible existence of actual entities. But this way of talking can lead to confusion. If Alice had (instead of seeing nobody on the road) replied that she could see a possible man, we should still have realized that the 'White King was making a serious logical blunder if he had replied:


'I only wish I had such eyes. To be able to see possible people! and at that distance too! Why, it's as much as I can do to see real people, by this light?'

***


For this reason the existence of the mathematician's worlds depends on the possibility of their being actual worlds and consequently mathematics does not embrace the Religious system.


A final word about the dismissal of the mystic. I think a mystic must here be one who denies that the mathematician can comprehend all that God can comprehend on the ground that there are some concepts which are not inconsistent, but rather inexpressible, and that the Religious system is endeavoring to express these, or rather to recognize them as inexpressible vet as concepts. This point raises interesting and difficult problems but certainly it cannot be dismissed in the cursory way which the 'Silence' appears to do, even if we grant its 
prima facie implausible assumptions. For this reason I shall not further discuss the dismissal of mysticism.


It seems therefore to me that the Infra Red Laboratory is expending undue labour and expense as it is difficult enough to force a meaning out of the earlier section.



M. J. Cresswell





* v. A. N. Prior: 'Modality and Quantification in S5.', 
Journal of Symbolic Logic, Vol. 21 (1956), p. 60.





** v. Ruth C. Barcan: 'Identity of Individuals in a Strict Functional Calculus of First Order', 
Ibid, Vol. 11 (1946), pp. 1-16.





*** v. Lewis Carroll (Rev. C. L. Dodgson): 
Through the Looking Glass, and What Alice Found There, Macmillan 1872, Chapter VII.










Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Spike [or Victoria University College Review 1961]

Listening to Jazz








Listening to Jazz



Decades Ago a music grew among the oppressed people of America. It was the folk music of the American Negro. It spoke with the directness of life — what it was and what it would be some day. Inexplicably this folk music contained a germ, a spark, the embryo of a musical idea which cannot be said to be revolutionary or developmental. Something was given, something of unlimited energy, of vital force.


This musical concept has expanded into our world. It has grown from folk music to art music. It is making its presence felt all over the globe, demanding every ear and drawing its needs from every source. What is this idea ? Where is its limit, and from where comes its vitality?


If art is a form of expression, then what is expressed must be found in the work of art, the product of the creative urge — the painting itself, the sculpture, or the piece of music.


Music is realized by manipulating the medium of sound. All music is concerned with the exploration of the implication of sound, and it is agreed that major among these are quality, rhythm, melody, and harmony. In jazz, treatment of the quality of sound becomes sensitive and subtle. The sound itself becomes vibrant, meaningful and personal. This music embodies a powerful surge forward into time, the accents dropped so that the beat becomes a pulse, rhythm an organic thing.


The aim in jazz is to produce by every possible means a musical atmosphere that nourishes creative inspiration, to help that inspiration to grow to the utmost possible limit and to shape along into an organic thing that is human expression. The aim is twofold — to produce inspiration, and to explore or master that inspiration. The way jazz goes about producing inspiration makes it different from other music. Rhythm is regarded as being alive and fertile, and it is out of this 'bed' of rhythm that musical structures grow.


Any serious music contains expression elements directly related to large scale social phenomena. Jazz music contains a very definite reference to basic human occupations, a straight-forwardness to human emotion and a strong suggestion of the freedom of the human spirit. It is a new idea of music and tells of a new idea of life.


In a little book, 
The Composer's World, Paul Hindemith advances the theory that music evokes in the listener 'image-emotions' or memories of feelings previously experienced and thus achieves communication. It seems to me that the listener to jazz is exposed to teal emotion being experienced before him by a real person and he must react to the expression accordingly. This theory explains the feeling of presence and real contact that the listener to 
jazz experiences. It also helps to explain the more hidden yet all-pervading quality of helping or teaching.


In this article I have tried to write down as best I can what little I know about my own music, its technical approach and its definitive qualities. Jazz is essentially and universally human. It is a valuable and necessary voice in our world today. Listen.



Ian McDonald
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Shall We Say We are Free?





It has been said that the dispute between libertarians and determinists is not a real one — I intend to argue that this is not so. To do this I shall consider the characteristics of unreal disputes and then the nature of the disputes between the libertarian and the determinist.


When people say a dispute is unreal they are not usually clear just what they mean by this word. They mean, perhaps, that the dispute cannot be settled one way or the other, or that it is about the use of words rather than about the world, or that it is unimportant : but if we tried to accept all these criteria for unreal disputes most arguments would be seen to be both real and unreal. Disputes about how a word is in fact used can be readily settled but are not about things, and, at least sometimes, unimportant; the question of God's existence is not just about words, is important, but may be impossible to settle.


It is rather that an unreal dispute is a badly conducted one, one which cannot be settled because the opponents do not understand why they differ and so try to convince each other by inappropriate arguments — they argue as if they knew what sort of considerations would decide the argument but in fact do not allow any such considerations to decide it. Let us consider an example — suppose two people, A and B, were arguing about whether a certain publication was a book or a magazine: it might be the case that agreement can be reached once B knows a few more facts about the publication. He thought it was a book merely because he did not know that a similar publication appeared at monthly intervals. Such a dispute is a typically real one and can be settled by finding out what are the facts. But an argument may arise even when A and B know all there is to know about this publication and understand thoroughly the use of the words book and magazine. The reason for their difference of opinion is that the publication they are considering has two of the characteristics of books (stiff covers, one author), and two of the characteristics of magazines (appears every month, read by flappers).


Since the difficulty is due to this conflict of criteria it can be settled only by improving the accepted ways of distinguishing books from magazines — A may explain that the criteria for magazines should be more precisely stated. The author of this publication has, he admits, published a novel every three months for some time but he has not yet sold yearly subscriptions. If the dispute is carried on in this way, with A and B both understanding why they differ, it is likely that they will reach agreement — and such a dispute is a real one.


It is, I admit, an argument about what A and B should call this publication, about whether they should say it is a book or not, but it is also about whether it is a book or not. The difference between these two questions is over-emphasized by simpleminded seekers after truth. A dispute about what to call an object seems to them trivial, merely about words, to be decided arbitrarily. This is sometimes the case but more often it is not so. Such people may introduce unreality into the dispute by their misunderstanding of the issue. They may argue like this:





B: Let's say it isn't a book because then it won't get an import licence and such trash shouldn't be imported.'


A: 'But it is a book and it's wrong to lie even for useful purposes.'


A fails to see that this particular publication calls for a new ruling on how to distinguish books from magazines and that it is not possible to decide how this new ruling should go simply by a closer consideration of the object and of how the word book has been used in the past. He thinks that all arguments are either about the facts or about what we shall decide to do — that since this is a factual argument it must be settled by discovering the truth and that considerations of consequence can never help us to discover the truth. B on his side exaggerates by sounding as if such a problem can be decided by considering the future only.


An argument of this conflict of criteria type must take note of all three aspects. They are :




	1
	— The way people have till now used the words 'book' and 'magazine'.


	2
	— The characteristics of this publication and of other publications that have appeared in the past and of those that will probably appear in the future.


	3
	— The consequences of redrawing the distinction between books and magazines in a more precise or in a different way.



Since a classification dispute is about words and objects, 1 and 2 must be considered together. For the question to be asked under 1 and 2 is, 'Is this publication sufficiently like what people are in the habit of calling " books " to justify us in calling it a "book"?' To answer this question we must examine the use of the word 'book' and the characteristics of this publication. We must examine not only this publication, but also the characteristics of others, past, present and to come. For if we have to amend the criteria for distinguishing books from magazines in order to settle this argument it is desirable that our work should not be wasted; it should last, should be useful in resolving future disputes.


There are two kinds of consequences for us to consider, the logical and the practical. If we decide to call our publication a magazine on the grounds that its author publishes a book every three months this may mean that many publications hitherto called books should now be called magazines — or that many other publications will become borderline cases. Both these would be undesirable logical consequences. A practical consequence would be that many desirable publications will now be classified as magazines and so be subject to import restrictions.


So far I hope to have shown that a dispute of this criteria amending type is not merely about words (factor 2), and is not usually trivial (factor 3), and is not to be settled arbitrarily, since it should be settled by weighing the various factors indicated under my headings 1, 2, 3. However, some might still want to deny the reality of the dispute on the grounds that it is never possible to be sure one has found the right solution; there is no final court of reference by which A can be sure B is right — or 
vice versa. I thoroughly disagree with such a use of the word real'. Most of the interesting disputes have to be settled in ways such as I have outlined. Many factors have to be considered and these all influence the decision, but no facts dictate the decision.





It is, of course, not at all clear in detail what 'real' means, but at least this much is clear — it is a pro word. A real dispute is one worth arguing — interesting disputes are also worth arguing — so it would be odd if all the interesting ones were unreal! Disputes that are definitely settle able by looking up a dictionary or turning the light on are often important but never worth arguing when quick and definite means of settling them are available.


I have examined this type of argument at length because I think the difference of opinion between the determinist and the libertarian is of this nature. It is clear that most people are in the habit of saying that they perform certain actions of their own free will. Usage is definitely on the side of the libertarian, but the determinist claims that this is no longer an appropriate way to talk. The progress of science has showed that all our actions have certain other characteristics which demonstrate that they are not freely chosen. Since we cannot deny that some of our actions also have characteristics in virtue of which we would normally say we acted freely, this famous dispute is one of the conflict-of-criteria type. It is then, if I have succeeded in making my point, a real dispute, and should be considered under the three headings I have just outlined.







(1) How the word 'free' is in fact used


The determinist is using ordinary language, so he must mean to deny at least some part of what men ordinarily mean when they claim to act freely, for if he does not he has no excuse for using the words he does. So to understand him we must examine what men mean when they say they act of their own free will. To do this we must consider the actions which may be so described and how they distinguish between them and constrained actions. We say we do of our own free will when there is not a pistol at our backs, when another choice is open to us, when we are sane, not drunk; that we haven't done x of our own free will when someone threatens us, blackmails us, when we have to do x or lose our jobs, when we are neurotically driven to do x, when we act in response to the hypnotist's suggestion, etc.


Some philosophers have claimed that we understand the phrase 'doing x of my own free will 'simply because we can point to examples — e.g. case of a man who asks a girl to marry him without being pressed to do so. They then argue that since we could not understand the phrase unless we could point to at least one free act, the determinist must be wrong. This paradigm case argument is not conclusive. Its weakness is that it presupposes too simple a theory of meaning. We understand the phrase both by pointing to examples of such actions and by listing the characteristics of the actions which we are willing so to describe. Modern science might have shown that though we thought there were actions that had these characteristics we now know they did not. We could still understand the phrase for we would be able to describe what a free action would be like; it would be like the actions that we used to think were free, only it would really possess the characteristics our ancestors falsely attributed to them.










(2) The facts of the case


What are the facts that lead the determinist to think our free acts are not free? Psychological explanations, the hypnotist's powers, and in general the understanding of natural laws that enables scientists to predict events have all in different ways influenced the determinist. Impressed by the fact that some apparently free acts are shown to be due to a hypnotist's suggestion or to a trauma in childhood, he thinks all our acts may be similarly explained. The scientists can accurately predict the movement of the planets so they will one day be able to predict my choices, and if a month ago they could foretell what I shall do today, then I don't decide today what I shall do.


But do any of these new discoveries show that we are more bound than we used to think we were? It is true that since we have learnt about a hypnotist's powers most of us would agree to withdraw our claim that a certain action was free if we learnt that it was done in obedience to a hypnotist's suggestion. I think that even a determinist would agree with us here if we could interest him in what must be to him the less important distinction between not free and very not free actions.


But how do we decide whether or not an act is done in response to the hypnotist's suggestion? For it is not enough that I have been in a hypnotic trance and that the suggestion has been made. If the act that has been suggested is one that is not wildly inconsistent with my usual behaviour and is one for which, if asked, I can give good reasons, then there are no grounds for supposing I did it in response to the hypnotist's suggestion. Even if the act is an unlikely one, I can by giving good reasons for doing it remove the suspicion that I was acting in obedience to the hypnotist. That the hypnotist has power over some people has been established simply because their subjects perform unlikely actions for the doing of which they can give no good reasons.


If then the past is somehow thought of as the great hypnotist, we could only show that we are acting in obedience to its suggestions by the same methods that we show we are acting in obedience to a human hypnotist, and by the test I outlined for this we see that since many of our actions are rational, many of our actions remain free. I think the same point can be made about psychological explanations — my action in buying a house with large rooms is not due to the fright I got at being locked in a tiny cupboard when I was a child unless my action in buying it doesn't fit into a rational pattern. Since we can only identify neurotic acts by contrast with rational acts all our acts can't be neurotic.


The story about feats of prediction seems to me much more complex, and I can here only suggest some approaches to it. First it is not simply the fact that someone can predict what I shall choose to do that shows I am not free. If I am a consistently moral person, or a consistently ambitious person, it may be easy to predict accurately my choices, but I choose freely for all that — or even the more freely for it. I am not as people say at the mercy of my whims'.


The idea that someone's knowing what will happen makes me powerless to alter what will happen, and all its attendant images of time unveiling a future that is already there, needs to be closely examined. The use of the word 'know' feeds this



determinist illusion. No matter how successful a scientist has been in the past I will deny that he knows that x will propose to Mary tomorrow if when tomorrow comes x does not propose. This linguistic fact — ill understood — leads some to think that if the scientist knows that x will propose to Mary tomorrow x must propose tomorrow. This is true only in the sense that if x doesn't propose we will now deny that the scientist knew what we earlier said he knew.


The consequence of man understanding more and more accurately the connections between events at one time and events at a later time is just that man has by this knowledge been able to create his future and not just wait for time to unveil it. Indeed since the existence of causal connections can't be established without experiments we would not be able to predict the future did we not succeed in creating it.






(3) 
The consequences


I have tried to indicate under (2) what are the aspects of human behaviour that induce the determinist to deny that we ever act freely and why I think he is misguided in so doing. The undesirable logical consequences of the determinist's thesis are obvious from what I have said. It would do away with a useful and workable distinction between two types of human actions. Its practical consequences are also particularly unfortunate. We all know how easy it is to feel tied by our past and know too that the more we think we are tied by our past the more we are so tied. What we say effects what we believe, what we believe effects what we are. True, what I believe about the position of London does not change London much, but what I believe about my ability does make a difference to my ability; more than this, to believe I am powerless makes me, indeed, powerless.


To sum up, the determinist has a case to argue: the new discoveries of our age might have made it appropriate to deny that any human actions are free; but I hope I have shown that they do not in fact do so.



Mary Thompson
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It has been said that the dispute between libertarians and determinists is not a real one — I intend to argue that this is not so. To do this I shall consider the characteristics of unreal disputes and then the nature of the disputes between the libertarian and the determinist.


When people say a dispute is unreal they are not usually clear just what they mean by this word. They mean, perhaps, that the dispute cannot be settled one way or the other, or that it is about the use of words rather than about the world, or that it is unimportant : but if we tried to accept all these criteria for unreal disputes most arguments would be seen to be both real and unreal. Disputes about how a word is in fact used can be readily settled but are not about things, and, at least sometimes, unimportant; the question of God's existence is not just about words, is important, but may be impossible to settle.


It is rather that an unreal dispute is a badly conducted one, one which cannot be settled because the opponents do not understand why they differ and so try to convince each other by inappropriate arguments — they argue as if they knew what sort of considerations would decide the argument but in fact do not allow any such considerations to decide it. Let us consider an example — suppose two people, A and B, were arguing about whether a certain publication was a book or a magazine: it might be the case that agreement can be reached once B knows a few more facts about the publication. He thought it was a book merely because he did not know that a similar publication appeared at monthly intervals. Such a dispute is a typically real one and can be settled by finding out what are the facts. But an argument may arise even when A and B know all there is to know about this publication and understand thoroughly the use of the words book and magazine. The reason for their difference of opinion is that the publication they are considering has two of the characteristics of books (stiff covers, one author), and two of the characteristics of magazines (appears every month, read by flappers).


Since the difficulty is due to this conflict of criteria it can be settled only by improving the accepted ways of distinguishing books from magazines — A may explain that the criteria for magazines should be more precisely stated. The author of this publication has, he admits, published a novel every three months for some time but he has not yet sold yearly subscriptions. If the dispute is carried on in this way, with A and B both understanding why they differ, it is likely that they will reach agreement — and such a dispute is a real one.


It is, I admit, an argument about what A and B should call this publication, about whether they should say it is a book or not, but it is also about whether it is a book or not. The difference between these two questions is over-emphasized by simpleminded seekers after truth. A dispute about what to call an object seems to them trivial, merely about words, to be decided arbitrarily. This is sometimes the case but more often it is not so. Such people may introduce unreality into the dispute by their misunderstanding of the issue. They may argue like this:





B: Let's say it isn't a book because then it won't get an import licence and such trash shouldn't be imported.'


A: 'But it is a book and it's wrong to lie even for useful purposes.'


A fails to see that this particular publication calls for a new ruling on how to distinguish books from magazines and that it is not possible to decide how this new ruling should go simply by a closer consideration of the object and of how the word book has been used in the past. He thinks that all arguments are either about the facts or about what we shall decide to do — that since this is a factual argument it must be settled by discovering the truth and that considerations of consequence can never help us to discover the truth. B on his side exaggerates by sounding as if such a problem can be decided by considering the future only.


An argument of this conflict of criteria type must take note of all three aspects. They are :




	1
	— The way people have till now used the words 'book' and 'magazine'.


	2
	— The characteristics of this publication and of other publications that have appeared in the past and of those that will probably appear in the future.


	3
	— The consequences of redrawing the distinction between books and magazines in a more precise or in a different way.



Since a classification dispute is about words and objects, 1 and 2 must be considered together. For the question to be asked under 1 and 2 is, 'Is this publication sufficiently like what people are in the habit of calling " books " to justify us in calling it a "book"?' To answer this question we must examine the use of the word 'book' and the characteristics of this publication. We must examine not only this publication, but also the characteristics of others, past, present and to come. For if we have to amend the criteria for distinguishing books from magazines in order to settle this argument it is desirable that our work should not be wasted; it should last, should be useful in resolving future disputes.


There are two kinds of consequences for us to consider, the logical and the practical. If we decide to call our publication a magazine on the grounds that its author publishes a book every three months this may mean that many publications hitherto called books should now be called magazines — or that many other publications will become borderline cases. Both these would be undesirable logical consequences. A practical consequence would be that many desirable publications will now be classified as magazines and so be subject to import restrictions.


So far I hope to have shown that a dispute of this criteria amending type is not merely about words (factor 2), and is not usually trivial (factor 3), and is not to be settled arbitrarily, since it should be settled by weighing the various factors indicated under my headings 1, 2, 3. However, some might still want to deny the reality of the dispute on the grounds that it is never possible to be sure one has found the right solution; there is no final court of reference by which A can be sure B is right — or 
vice versa. I thoroughly disagree with such a use of the word real'. Most of the interesting disputes have to be settled in ways such as I have outlined. Many factors have to be considered and these all influence the decision, but no facts dictate the decision.





It is, of course, not at all clear in detail what 'real' means, but at least this much is clear — it is a pro word. A real dispute is one worth arguing — interesting disputes are also worth arguing — so it would be odd if all the interesting ones were unreal! Disputes that are definitely settle able by looking up a dictionary or turning the light on are often important but never worth arguing when quick and definite means of settling them are available.


I have examined this type of argument at length because I think the difference of opinion between the determinist and the libertarian is of this nature. It is clear that most people are in the habit of saying that they perform certain actions of their own free will. Usage is definitely on the side of the libertarian, but the determinist claims that this is no longer an appropriate way to talk. The progress of science has showed that all our actions have certain other characteristics which demonstrate that they are not freely chosen. Since we cannot deny that some of our actions also have characteristics in virtue of which we would normally say we acted freely, this famous dispute is one of the conflict-of-criteria type. It is then, if I have succeeded in making my point, a real dispute, and should be considered under the three headings I have just outlined.
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(1) How the word 'free' is in fact used


The determinist is using ordinary language, so he must mean to deny at least some part of what men ordinarily mean when they claim to act freely, for if he does not he has no excuse for using the words he does. So to understand him we must examine what men mean when they say they act of their own free will. To do this we must consider the actions which may be so described and how they distinguish between them and constrained actions. We say we do of our own free will when there is not a pistol at our backs, when another choice is open to us, when we are sane, not drunk; that we haven't done x of our own free will when someone threatens us, blackmails us, when we have to do x or lose our jobs, when we are neurotically driven to do x, when we act in response to the hypnotist's suggestion, etc.


Some philosophers have claimed that we understand the phrase 'doing x of my own free will 'simply because we can point to examples — e.g. case of a man who asks a girl to marry him without being pressed to do so. They then argue that since we could not understand the phrase unless we could point to at least one free act, the determinist must be wrong. This paradigm case argument is not conclusive. Its weakness is that it presupposes too simple a theory of meaning. We understand the phrase both by pointing to examples of such actions and by listing the characteristics of the actions which we are willing so to describe. Modern science might have shown that though we thought there were actions that had these characteristics we now know they did not. We could still understand the phrase for we would be able to describe what a free action would be like; it would be like the actions that we used to think were free, only it would really possess the characteristics our ancestors falsely attributed to them.
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(2) The facts of the case


What are the facts that lead the determinist to think our free acts are not free? Psychological explanations, the hypnotist's powers, and in general the understanding of natural laws that enables scientists to predict events have all in different ways influenced the determinist. Impressed by the fact that some apparently free acts are shown to be due to a hypnotist's suggestion or to a trauma in childhood, he thinks all our acts may be similarly explained. The scientists can accurately predict the movement of the planets so they will one day be able to predict my choices, and if a month ago they could foretell what I shall do today, then I don't decide today what I shall do.


But do any of these new discoveries show that we are more bound than we used to think we were? It is true that since we have learnt about a hypnotist's powers most of us would agree to withdraw our claim that a certain action was free if we learnt that it was done in obedience to a hypnotist's suggestion. I think that even a determinist would agree with us here if we could interest him in what must be to him the less important distinction between not free and very not free actions.


But how do we decide whether or not an act is done in response to the hypnotist's suggestion? For it is not enough that I have been in a hypnotic trance and that the suggestion has been made. If the act that has been suggested is one that is not wildly inconsistent with my usual behaviour and is one for which, if asked, I can give good reasons, then there are no grounds for supposing I did it in response to the hypnotist's suggestion. Even if the act is an unlikely one, I can by giving good reasons for doing it remove the suspicion that I was acting in obedience to the hypnotist. That the hypnotist has power over some people has been established simply because their subjects perform unlikely actions for the doing of which they can give no good reasons.


If then the past is somehow thought of as the great hypnotist, we could only show that we are acting in obedience to its suggestions by the same methods that we show we are acting in obedience to a human hypnotist, and by the test I outlined for this we see that since many of our actions are rational, many of our actions remain free. I think the same point can be made about psychological explanations — my action in buying a house with large rooms is not due to the fright I got at being locked in a tiny cupboard when I was a child unless my action in buying it doesn't fit into a rational pattern. Since we can only identify neurotic acts by contrast with rational acts all our acts can't be neurotic.


The story about feats of prediction seems to me much more complex, and I can here only suggest some approaches to it. First it is not simply the fact that someone can predict what I shall choose to do that shows I am not free. If I am a consistently moral person, or a consistently ambitious person, it may be easy to predict accurately my choices, but I choose freely for all that — or even the more freely for it. I am not as people say at the mercy of my whims'.


The idea that someone's knowing what will happen makes me powerless to alter what will happen, and all its attendant images of time unveiling a future that is already there, needs to be closely examined. The use of the word 'know' feeds this



determinist illusion. No matter how successful a scientist has been in the past I will deny that he knows that x will propose to Mary tomorrow if when tomorrow comes x does not propose. This linguistic fact — ill understood — leads some to think that if the scientist knows that x will propose to Mary tomorrow x must propose tomorrow. This is true only in the sense that if x doesn't propose we will now deny that the scientist knew what we earlier said he knew.


The consequence of man understanding more and more accurately the connections between events at one time and events at a later time is just that man has by this knowledge been able to create his future and not just wait for time to unveil it. Indeed since the existence of causal connections can't be established without experiments we would not be able to predict the future did we not succeed in creating it.
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(3) 
The consequences


I have tried to indicate under (2) what are the aspects of human behaviour that induce the determinist to deny that we ever act freely and why I think he is misguided in so doing. The undesirable logical consequences of the determinist's thesis are obvious from what I have said. It would do away with a useful and workable distinction between two types of human actions. Its practical consequences are also particularly unfortunate. We all know how easy it is to feel tied by our past and know too that the more we think we are tied by our past the more we are so tied. What we say effects what we believe, what we believe effects what we are. True, what I believe about the position of London does not change London much, but what I believe about my ability does make a difference to my ability; more than this, to believe I am powerless makes me, indeed, powerless.


To sum up, the determinist has a case to argue: the new discoveries of our age might have made it appropriate to deny that any human actions are free; but I hope I have shown that they do not in fact do so.



Mary Thompson










Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Spike [or Victoria University College Review 1961]

Wikitoria, the Way to My Heart






Wikitoria, the Way to My Heart



After three weeks of hectic holidaying aboard the P & 0 liner 
Oronsay, I arrived at Wikitoria on 1 March 1960 and knew at once that here was the pleasant paradiso of my dreams, where I could rest and while away my Fulbright year in peace and intellectual vapidity. My first stop was Weir House. Had I realized I was coming to an underdeveloped country, my shock at the primitive conditions of this hostel (euphemism for paid borstal) would not have been nearly so great. The long, dank corridors reminded me of the days when I was employed as a spy by the Roman government to inform on early Christian worshippers in the catacombs. The food made me realize at once that America had been sending its 
Care packages to all the wrong places and I immediately cabled the outgoing administration to beware the Ides of March. On the bright side, I found the acoustics enormously successful in magnifying and reverberating every sound with remarkable high fidelity.


The men at Weir are a much better lot than Kiwis have a right to be, considering their insularity. Bright, ambitious, argumentative, sexually adjusted, they will soon



learn to play the game by the established rules. They will learn that every good Kiwi must jealously prevent his neighbour from doing any better than he does. They will learn that intelligence is a poor substitute for prejudice, and that the path of least resistance leads to happiness, mental health, and progress. They will learn that women are unintelligent persons whose place is in the kitchen decorating pavlovas, while the well-informed men talk about rugby in the lounge over their gallons of urine flavoured bitters. Already they are on the right track. Alcoholism, it seems to me, has more devotees than panty-raids have in the States. And the first two-thirds of each academic year are spent 'getting fixed up', while the final third of the year is spent cramming.


Most students at Wikitoria work part of the time that they are not swotting. This usually means that they can be found strolling along Lambton Quay in midmorning, or just emerging from the eleven o'clock pictures (in time for the two o'clock session, from which they emerge in time for the five o'clock session, etc.) or merely staring blankly out of the window at La Scala. For this they earn between five and twenty pounds per week, depending on whether they are accountancy or law students.


The minority who swot in the library do so, I am convinced, because it is there. However, they should be credited at least for their non-conformity in the face of the community need for mediocrity. It should also be noted that they surmount formidable obstacles. Librarians, I mean. Incredible women, who are both incoherent and greedy for outrageous fines, librarians all wear army shoes and spend the major part of their time rearranging the books out of sight so that they can never be found in less than three-quarters of an hour. The library, too, is acoustically near perfect.


Students pursue a variety of papers, all of which are marked by learning off archaic interpretations by rote. No one dares question the assumptions of the lecturer, who seldom invites disagreement with his ideas or with the status quo. The encouragement of original thinking by a few stimulating people is more than counter-balanced by the frustration the students see in these men, who are usually thwarted and unsatisfied in their academic ambitions. But who cares, as long as the great steamroller of equality rolls merrily along paving everybody down smooth ?


When tired with all this, the students seek refuge in that incense-perfumed bordello known as the Common Room. There they may be seen staking their future earnings at Trentham on games of chance such as kick-the-head-that-opens-the-locker and chase-the-women-with-crude-remarks. Smoking is permitted, and most young men roll their own cancer or swipe some from their cobber', which is defined as anyone offering cigarettes. American cigarettes are preferred, and many a Japanese seaman has been smuggled through Wikitoria as a student to supply the rest with cigarettes, transistor radios, geisha girls, and free passes for the Japanese Floating Freighter. All catering is supplied from the 'Cafe', a converted bomb shelter specializing in rubber sausages, ersatz coffee made from burnt peanuts, and, thank God, ice-cold Coca-Cola.


The University is run by a special marsupial bred for the purpose, marked by a body which resembles one of the floats from the James Smith parade, a neck which is constantly craning with discomfort from an unbelievably stiff white collar, and a



nasal voice which is at its best when uttering insults. Generally inept, it is kept for the confidence it engenders that somebody is really in charge.


Extra-curricular activities are almost unknown, except for sports, at which Kiwis excel. One group does more than its share of work, and, until 1961, under abysmal conditions. I refer to the Dramatics Society. Last year they dared to stage 
Oedipus Rex, proving their intrepidness. Little did they realize that Oedipus Rex, dealing as it does with patricide and incest, is a highly indecent document, according to the Act of 1910, as amended in 1954. It is a wonder the Solicitor-General did not remind them that a fourteen-year-old boy could be maimed for life by seeing such filth actually portrayed by live actors on a stage. This year they not only rehearsed and performed a salacious French play at Wikitoria, they also sent it to Christchurch for the Arts Festival and Winter Tournament. Although 
Keep It In The Family made audiences laugh to tears, it was clearly pornographic, dealing as it did with an Electra complex, an Oedipus complex, homosexuality, narcissim, sacrilege, and notions contrary to the Establishment all in one act. The fact that the cast performed splendidly as an ensemble not only fails to excuse the work, but makes the effect of such offensive matter even more dangerous. It was ascertained that after students had seen the play they re-enacted scenes to their friends, and they repeated some of the ideas read to them out of 
Lolita, bits of which were interpolated into the play to heighten its undue emphasis on sex and its tendency to corrupt and deprave. Lord knows how many people were hurt by this play. Next year, they plan to do 
Much Ado About Nothing, which is guaranteed to offend nobody. At last they have learned their lesson, and Queen Victoria rules again in the house named to honour her memory.


During the evenings students perform a variety of activities. Wenching is always popular, and for the occasion the men beat their pens into ploughshares; the women, their curlers into pruning hooks. Marriage is frowned upon, of course. Since sex is the only thing that brings men and women together in New Zealand, it does not take long for young people to find out that sex need not be trammelled by marriage. When marriage is finally contemplated (or required) it is usually justified on Shavian grounds: 'a maximum of temptation coupled with a maximum of opportunity'. This works for about seven years, after which infidelity and divorce become ever more pleasing prospects.


Other evening activities for students include going to the pictures. The double-feature is unknown at first-run houses in Wellington, and the audience sits through at least two newsreels, one cartoon, and a short subject on river drainage, produced for no apparent reason by Pacific Films. Then there is the interval, also known locally as Time for a Capstan'. (Capstans are a tasteless, poor drawing, unfiltered version of the cigarette.) At the beginning of this vital and dynamic programme, a theme is played which causes everyone to rise, and the image of a frightfully recherché and overdressed young lady is flashed on the screen. Adorned like the statue of a Spanish Virgin Mary or the Yuletide tree in Rockefeller Centre, she is worshipped locally, and her photographs may be seen daily in the centre pages of the teleprinter jumbles which pass here for newspapers. The feature film is usually a syrupy melodrama from Hollywood, which was at first intermittently interesting only because of frequent and



Irrelevant interruptions of sex and violence. However, the film censor has taken care of most of that, so the film now is totally uninteresting, allowing the patrons to pay complete attention to each other.


Following the pictures, half the student crowd catches a bus or retires to private quarters for a nip of sex, while the other half haunts the Coffee Bars. A typical Coffee Bar serves an absurd concoction which is black, bitter, and drained from an Italian machine. It is libellously labelled 'American coffee'. Drinking tea, therefore, is supremely 
chic, but only if it is ordered with conviction. On hand are boys and girls, or boys and boys, or artistes and subjects. Conversation topics range all the way from nothing to nothingness. In addition there is usually a performer of some kind, who is known to be a true artist by the poor quality of his (or her) musicianship. The 
décor is predominantly formica and false Picasso, interlarded with album covers. Something to eat is usually provided, with whipped cream made fresh in celebration of each visit of Mr Nash to New Zealand. On occasion, events of major significance have been known to occur in a Coffee Bar — as, for instance, when ex-King Peter of Yugoslavia was forced to wash two hundred dishes, because he had been caught smuggling in fish and chips. Or on another occasion when a vocalist electrocuted himself with his guitar. The proprietor of all this is usually a distant relative of a former ruling house of New Zealand whose demesne or 
isle de France has been reduced to this cleaned up hole-in-the-wall, where students revel through the night.


The next morning the student is ready to return to the relentless cat-eat-bird world of struggle in New Zealand. That is, unless it rains, which happens more than occasionally during the winter in Wellington. On those days, with sunglasses to blot out the shimmer of the droplets, reefers between his toes, and reclining on a chaise-longue — upholstered in some material out of which he will soon pick the stuffing — the student wonders whether he should not give up the rugged life and settle down to the more sensible way of life of the sheep farmer, just as his father and his father's father did before him. Such thoughts must not be dwelt upon too long, or the student may ask whether his father's father was indeed only a gentleman sheep farmer. What was it he use to hear about his grandfather's pioneering and individualism? No matter, he must make his own future. But perhaps he should not be a sheep farmer. Perhaps he ought to write poetry and collect fifteen bob a week for every brat he can procreate. That would be better. Or perhaps he should get a job and earn enough to take a trip abroad, never to go home again. But that would be a serious mistake. For New Zealand is his country, with its rolling and fertile hills, its incredibly beautiful blue or star-encrusted sky, its even-tempered climate. He could never be happy elsewhere. Where he would have to work. Let him stay on in his land of the long white foam rubber cloud, and send his children and his children's children to Wikitoria, where the values for which he fought and died are forever enshrined.


Even I am not unaffected by Wikitoria. I, a foreigner amidst all this alien corn, drop a tear at the thought of leaving thee, O Wikitoria. For thou hast, like a disease, found the way to my heart.



Harvard Hollenberg
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Law at Victoria



When Professor McLaurin started the first law course at this University in 1899 he could not have realized that the tender plant he was fostering then could develop into the healthy giant which is now so prominent a part of the University scene. The Law Faculty now contains something over 325 students, the largest Law Faculty in New Zealand. Nor could Professor McLaurin have realized the great changes which would take place in the law course. Roman Law, long regarded as the backbone of legal training, has gone. In its place is a subject known as 'The Legal System', the precise contents of which Faculty and students are still struggling to define. Professor McLaurin would probably have been the first person to regret, as many of us do now, that the number of Arts units required for the law course has been whittled down to three. Other changes have taken place in the course. The Law of Contract has now had about a third of itself amputated, and so has Property. The amputated parts have become a subject known as Commercial Law and Law of Personal Property, and Partnership now forms part of the Company Law syllabus. The Law of Trusts has become Equity and however much of it was not originally Equity has become part of a new subject, Family Law and the Law of Succession. There are now nineteen subjects, both arts and law, which the student with law in his mind as a career must take to realize his ambitions. Most students manage this in five years, some in four, and some are still trying.


Although the law course now bears only a superficial resemblance to what it was in 1899 — or even for that matter in 1939 — these are not the only changes that have taken place. Inspired by overseas teaching techniques, principally American, the teaching of law at Victoria has been revolutionized. While the Law Faculty does not, as so many American law schools do, follow slavishly the Harvard case method, it has been realized that in law parrot learning is virtually useless and that the student must be made to think. This has meant that straightforward lecturing as such has to a considerable extent been discarded. Class discussion is frequently used. Mere memorizing of the text-books is regarded as insufficient to ensure a pass — the student must have some thoughts of his own.


What is the purpose of all this reorganization, and what are the aims of the Law Faculty? In the first place the long overdue reorganization of the law course was necessary to increase coverage of necessary subjects. Many topics in previous years were neglected: many received emphasis for their academic rather than practical value. This has been changed. In the last few years it has been realized that academic learning in a law course is not useful unless it is linked to practical realities. An attempt has been made to combine the two, and training is now provided in almost every topic which forms part of a lawyer's daily practice.


All this relates to the content of the law course; but what of the methods of teaching law? The Law Faculty's thoughts on this stem from the view that anyone who acquires a law degree from Victoria must be a lawyer, not a walking text-book or an academic with his head in the clouds. But it is frequently said that a University education in law provides only the basis for a more practical training in the office. If



this is so, why does the Law Faculty trouble to give the student any more than a bare outline of the basic legal principles? Merely to do this would be to do a grave disservice to the legal profession. A man who leaves the Law Faculty knowing nothing but legal principles is not the sort of man we want to see in practice. There is more to law than legal principles. The type of student the Faculty wishes to turn out is one who not only knows his law but knows how to use it and knows how to think like a lawyer.


How do we try to achieve this? Most class discussion takes the form of discussion of problems which have arisen or could arise in actual practice. In the first two years of his law course the student is thrown bodily into this type of 'live' situation both in his class work and in his written exercises. From the start he is applying law as a lawyer must learn to apply it. Discussion in tutorials provides each student with assistance in this. He is forced to argued and forced to think.


All this means the expenditure of a great deal of time. Fortunately most students now coming through the Faculty spend their first two years full-time. By the time they have finished those first two years they have acquired something of legal technique. This makes it easier for them to deal with their remaining subjects on a part time basis, but they are still subjected throughout the course to a barrage of lecture room questioning, probing, and argument. Every student must take part in moot courts whose judges are drawn from practising members of the legal profession. From the start to the finish of their career in law at Victoria they must learn to grapple with legal problems and legal argument.


Looking into the future is always a hazardous occupation, but there are some problems which will have to be faced in legal education at Victoria. The first is staffing. The full-time members of the Law Faculty, supported as they are by part-time law teachers of great ability, still have a very heavy teaching load. Most law teachers at most Australian Universities are responsible for teaching a maximum of two law subjects. Any more is regarded as excessive. At Victoria most full-time Faculty members teach three subjects, in some cases four. Their teaching load must be lightened if they are to be fully effective. With increased full-time staff, which will undoubtedly become available within the next few years, it will be possible to increase the scope of the Faculty's operations. Not the least of these are further and more frequent tutorials, and far greater attention to individual students than it is at present possible to give.


The second problem which will have to be faced in the future is the Law Faculty's library facilities. At present these are pitifully inadequate. The Law Reading Room is already far too small for the numbers who want to use it, and there are deplorable gaps in the range of text-books available. Both these situations should soon be corrected by increased library funds, and new and extensive accommodation for the whole of the Law Faculty is to be provided in the proposed Arts and Library Building.


The third problem is not as easy. With increased staff and better facilities the question whether the law course should be a full-time one is bound to arise. On this opinion is divided. No one would doubt that a full-time degree course would have



very desirable features. On the other hand it is impossible to overlook the value of work in a law office during completion of the degree. This is not to say that every New Zealand law office sets itself out consciously to provide a student with legal training. Many do not. The important thing, however, is that in the course of their office work students gain experience in dealing with each other, in meeting each other, and in discussing their problems in a far more practical atmosphere than that of a full-time University course. Their work takes them into the Stamp Office, the Land Transfer Office and the courts. There they experience law in action and no one would deny the value of this experience. Their years as part-time students are not wasted. Their working experience complements their degree course and whether consciously or not they acquire one aspect of practical training which it is no part of the University's duty to supply.


A further factor is that it is obviously quite fruitless to think of a full-time law course unless ample bursaries or scholarships are made available. Where the money for these would come from is a question it is not easy to answer. Many would argue that there is no reason why the Government should be expected to subsidize legal education to this extent when it is only in theory that any serious faults can be found in the part-time system. So far legal practitioners, who are possibly the ones who would receive the greatest direct benefit from a scheme of full-time study, have shown little interest in supporting any such scheme — at least from a financial viewpoint.


The last problem is that of every University teacher, and stems directly from the lowered standards of secondary education which have become so noticeable in New Zealand in the last few years. It is elementary that anyone attempting a law course should be able to think, write and express himself with precision and clarity. Many law students coming into the Faculty now are mentally undisciplined. Worse than this, the standard of grammar and spelling would, in general, disgrace a Form III pupil of fifteen or twenty years ago. In some modern educational circles it is considered almost a crime to insist that a child perform unpleasant and uninteresting tasks, such as learning to spell. The child must be persuaded, not compelled, to learn. We are now reaping some of the fruits of the disastrously feeble policies of the pseudo-scientific educationists. Many first-year failures in the law course are not so much the fault of the student as the fault of his primary and secondary school teachers who have not insisted on some form of mental discipline from an early age. To a certain extent, therefore, the present-day law teacher finds himself obliged to supply some of the more elementary education which so many students now seem to lack.


In a broadcast talk just before the Dominion Legal Conference last year, a lawyer of some note remarked that Wellington was the seat of the Law School of the Dominion. 'What medicine is to the University of Otago', he said, 'Law is to the Victoria University of Wellington'. Victoria has retained this position since the first law lecture in 1899. In doing so it should be said that the Faculty has always had the friendly support of its students and Wellington practitioners. There is no reason to doubt that Victoria will continue to hold its place as 'Law School of the Dominion'.



B. D. Inglis
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The Life and Work of the University



Eight Hundred Years Ago the position of Christianity in the University was clear and sure. To the schoolmen, at their best, theology was the 'Queen of the Sciences', synthesizing the discoveries of subordinate disciplines to form a world-view in harmony with revealed religion. The Universities aimed to turn out learned Christians.


From this point almost up to the present, Christians have been fighting a defensive action, all too often on the wrong side of truth and humanity, thoroughly discrediting the idea of a Church-or State-controlled, and finally of a Christian, University.


New conceptions of a University have partially filled the vacuum. The one most of us respect, with a touch of nostalgia, is the aristocratic-liberal tradition — a society training men to love knowledge for its own sake, opposing to fanaticism, intolerance and short-sightedness the broad understanding and lofty values gleaned from living and working among an intellectual elite in a tradition dedicated to pure scholarship. The prerequisites are leisure, breadth of interest and a corporate life of sufficient maturity to form an adequate focus. The number of students at Victoria to whom such a conception is really relevant can only be a handful.


More realistic in this utilitarian country is the idea of a higher technical school — asking no fundamental questions but seeking to better man's lot by improving our knowledge of how to produce, distribute, teach, administrate. We have limited time, limited concern outside our chosen field, and perhaps an over-healthy scepticism of ideas not empirically demonstrable.


Our Universities have of course tried to maintain a neutral attitude to all ideologies, religious and political, tolerating individual Christians or Communists but remaining as a body uncommitted. The question 'how shall a man live ?' has come to seem irrelevant or embarrassing to the academic world 
per se. 'Some think God exists, some think not, some think it is impossible to tell, and the opinion grows that it does not matter.' Neutralism on these issues is not possible. Victoria reflects the spiritual indifference of New Zealand society as accurately as the Schoolmen reflected the Christianity of theirs.


Nor can we claim that the University succeeds in imparting its own 'culture', standards and traditions to its sons to serve as a strong centre of affections and standard of conduct in after life. Corporate life is growing, but still comparatively weak and shallow.


To return to older conceptions of a University is neither possible nor desirable in New Zealand. Today's Christians may work to undo some of the violent reaction against the obscurantism of their powerful seventeenth century predecessors. We may hope to see theology tolerated at Victoria as a junior department if only as a basis of much of our culture. Little more can be expected.


What we must keep firmly in mind is the huge responsibility which has passed to students voluntarily organizing themselves. What was once considered the important part of a University's task has gone by default. If students are to gain a coherent world-view, synthesizing and giving moral purpose to the proliferating



branches of specialized knowledge, they must gain it for themselves, forming to a large extent their own corporate traditions. That this should be on a religious basis will not appeal to everybody. Yet only the religious societies at Victoria are seriously attempting the task. Having almost on their own a positive world-picture as focus, they must rise to be a University within a University', T. S. Eliot's 'creative minority'. That this task is too big for the little Student Christian Movement and the others, lacking staff inspiration as they generally are, goes without saying. But the temptation for these groups to accept the caricature of themselves as one-sided escapists, fanatics, simpletons or visionaries must be resisted. The task is too serious-helping students to live integrated lives in God's world.



Tony Reid
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Northern Crossing of Tararuas (Easter, 1960)


From various records of easy day trips, long mountaineering expeditions, bridge building and but birthday parties — and, of course, ordinary tramps — we have chosen this account of a classic crossing of the Tararuas.



Leader: John Ross.



Party: Ray Hoare, Bob McFadden, Syd Moore.



As Only four members were attempting the crossing, we split into pairs and hitch hiked our way to Levin. Bob and I left early Friday afternoon; the other two, John and Ray, were to follow up later on. After a frustrated effort in finding the high track (an hour of solid bush-bashing provoked by the obstinacy of Bob), Bob and I took to the river, which we found to our surprise seemed to be the accepted highway. After another hour we located Ohau Hut, and to be quite frank I thought a herd of elephants had been through the neighbouring bush. But closer inspection showed us that this absolutely chaotic devastation was due to the army in one of their exercises. At approximately 8 p.m. the others arrived so we had tea and bedded down, sleeping outside as the but was so dirty inside.


We rose at 5 a.m. to a drizzling, cold, grey morning. By six we were away up the river. Another hour saw us at the South Ohau Hut, which was in the process of being rebuilt by the Manawatu Tramping Club. We slogged for two hours to Te Matawai Hut, dined, then moved on to Puke Matawai only to be enveloped in thick mist, a typical Tararua 'pea-souper'. An argument developed as to whether we were



actually on Puke Matawai or a subsidiary peak. The only way to make sure was to go on to see what happened, and the way the country tied up with the map. We plunged down to a small saddle and up to another peak, which I was sure was Arete, but John was still undecided and wanted to go on a little further. There was quite a strong wind blowing and the mist was even thicker, making visibility no more than five yards. Playing on the safe side John and Ray went further in an E.N.E. direction, while Bob and I stayed on Arete and put on our long trousers. About fifteen minutes later they returned, and were now reasonably sure we were on Arete, it now being a matter of getting off it onto Tarn Ridge. Another fifteen minutes later after much consultation over the map, and extensive exploration of the Southern aspect of Arete, we plunged off into the dark murk. A freak, momentary rise in the mist saved us an unprecedented trip into the Park Valley, for a couple of hundred feet above us and to the left of us was the small saddle between Arete and the Waiohine Pinnacle; a brief sidle across and up the intervening gap rectified our error. It was four in the afternoon when we tackled the Pinnacle, and we were periodically lashed by heavy rain. We battled our way along Tarn Ridge. Darkness was only about an hour away when John very wisely decided we had better find a place to camp for the night, as we were rather uncertain as to how long it would take us to get to Dorset Ridge Hut. We chose the 'Prominent Rock Campsite' as it seemed to afford the most shelter. After pitching the tent very low to catch less wind we prepared a meal in cramped conditions, then bedded down like sardines. (I don't know who said it was a four-man tent; it seemed more like a two-man to me.) A cold, damp night was spent by all, especially John, who seemed to own his own private swimming pool. The thing that surprised me most was that the tent hadn't disappeared into the wild night, as I was sure it was going to take off a couple of times.


Dispelling all hopes of having breakfast, we decided to make for Dorset Ridge as fast as we could go. It did not take long to pack our wet gear and we were away. Not far from the turn-off we were grimly reminded of the fatal efforts of Basil Blatchford the Easter before, for his memorial cross had been erected the day before by the Deerstalkers' Association. Without any further misadventure we arrived at the but thoroughly saturated to find the but occupied by six members of the Deerstalkers' Association. With their usual generous hospitality they supplied us with a little dry clothing while we burned through all their wood drying out our gear. We decided unanimously to stay the night, as none of us relished the thought of making a dash for Mitre Flats. The wind was now very strong, and was lashing the hut with rain.


Sunday morning was gloriously sunny with not a breath of wind. Before long, after a good breakfast and a short pull, we were basking in the sun on top of Girdle-stone. This sunshine we felt we had rightfully earned. We ambled our way down to Mitre Flats Hut after the short haul up to Mitre itself, had lunch, then made off for the pines at a fast pace, reaching there in 21/2 hours. Here a farmer gave us a lift to Masterton, saving us a long three hours walk. Once on the main road we easily obtained a ride home to a hot meal, bath, and warm bed.


In all, a most enjoyable weekend.



S. Moore
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Essay on the Higher Learning



Somebody suggested to me that I might write an article about Higher Learning in New Zealand. From a writer's point of view. A new angle of approach. It troubled me to know what to say. Indeed I had had a long, unsuccessful love affair with the Higher Learning, beginning when I timidly entered the Registrar's office at Otago University, with a head full of bad poems, at the age of seventeen. But had I ever really 
got there? That was the question.


My mother was a graduate of Newnham College, Cambridge. She studied Old French for her 
M.A., and enjoyed punting on the Cam. I think she hoped that some day I would climb the ladder of academic distinction, and go there too, go and get some manners, and come back to be a Senior Lecturer. I almost felt I ought to. What else was there to do? I remember also the clear warning she gave me before I arrived at the Registrar's office — 'James, you may meet some girls at University who want you to sleep with them. I'm not saying you will, but you may. Keep away from them. That kind of thing is wrong and it only leads to trouble.' There was a strong, loving wish to be of help behind her words, and I appreciate it better now than I did then. In one sense her prophecy was erroneous. No Otago girl ever tried to rape me. For many long months I searched hard for such a siren, without success. Those iceberg virgins never melted. But my mother had made a correct estimate of her son's character. My ambitions, then as now, were pudendal rather than academic.


But I was seventeen still, and a strange glamour rested on those grey pseudo-Gothic arches. On a lawn that resembled Dante's Limbo one could sit and watch the waters of the Leith Stream sliding endlessly over weirs. And one of those grave, charming, untouchable nymphs might appear and sit down on the green grass and say, 'Hullo'. At that time I attributed the mental paralysis that coated my faculties with a thin ice film to the deplorable practice of nightly self-abuse. It did not occur to me that Boring, Langfeldt and Weld, those grave-diggers of the human psyche, or Merrimée's 
Carmen, written in a language which was then and is now still fortunately Greek to me, might have had something to do with it. Yet the primitive self that writes my poems for me must have suspected it —




'Where evening darkening in dejection



Can hear, monotonous, profound,



The too long dead for resurrection



In suspiration from the ground,





'Attenuate ghosts expound their lean



Philosophies of When and If,



And oft on that enchanted ground



Chimera mates with hippogriff ...






'Per ardua ad astra: blind



Inscription from a catacomb.



Lost, one original heart and mind



Between the pub and lecture room.'







Per ardua ad astra is the motto of Otago University; and the last two lines of the poem are designed to call to mind those tragic messages one sees pinned on Varsity notice-boards —' Lost, a gold bangle with the initials J.A.' I composed the poem later on in the less inhibited atmosphere of an iron rolling mill, sweating out the night's beer over a forest of red-hot half-inch rounds. But it does put a finger on that peculiar schizoid calm that characterizes University life: the calm of a populous graveyard.


Good things came to me from Otago. My incipient alcoholism took wings like a bush fire, leaping fence and river, in the 
Bowling Green, the Royal Albert, the Captain Cook, the Grand, the City, the 
Oban, the 
Shamrock (on Sundays), and the 
Robert Burns (my best friend had a flat above it). The Furies, those Muses of black-humour poetry, roosted on my doorstep like great scraggy chickens, and never left it again. It is, after all, their proper home. A female medical student taught me another kind of knowledge in her Castle Street lodgings —




'The street-lamp shows me where she lived.



Re-entering that square untidy room



Where cups lie mixed with fingerbones



I find her again. Forehead too full,



Opaque blue eyes, bruised archaic smile



Dug from under shards. Pleasure,



A crab gripping the spine;



A mouth lent, not given;



Hair like marram grass that made



On the short sofa, a burglar's tent. . .'



God also, whom I had not met till then, revealed Himself to me one day when I had reached the middle of a disused railway tunnel, in the grip of a brutal hangover. But was any of this a necessary part of the Higher Learning? It is hard to say. Aphrodite, Bacchus, and the Holy Spirit were my tutors, but the goddess of good manners and examination passes withheld her smile from me.


Well, I had a difficult session with my mother. She felt (rightly) that I was in danger of becoming a hobo, and should return to Varsity to work. I thought (privately) that I had to find out who I was or else take a large dose of strychnine, and that I needed more elbow room to get on with living and writing. I won the duel, but went out afterwards and wept under a gum-tree on the river-flat below the house.


A year or two later, after much apparently useless experience in various factories, farms, dens, bedrooms, pubs and hovels, I travelled to Christchurch, ostensibly to begin a second Varsity career, actually to visit a Jungian psychiatrist. Somehow the Higher Learning still eluded me. I lived inside the spiritual bomb-shelters erected by Rimbaud, Dylan Thomas and Hart Crane. The irrigating river of alcohol flowed continually through my veins. I annoyed the landlady of the girl I was later to marry by climbing down the fire-escape at five in the morning. Once or twice I sat in a lecture room and watched the inaudibly moving jaws of that wise and brilliant man,
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Sinclaire, who had then reached his dotage. I worked in a TB hospital and as a copyholder on 
The Press; had something suspiciously like the DT's, and edited a literary page on 
Canta. It was particularly convenient to have access to the 
Canta room for an amorous rendezvous or a place to lie down in when one couldn't stand up. In Christchurch I associated with Denis Clover and Allen Curnow and became a member of the Church of England. This was unquestionably a seeding-time, when I became a man of sorts and ploughed under everything I had ever known, as a farmer ploughs in autumn before the hard frosts arrive.


Later on I married and came to Wellington. Ever since I had failed in Otago to



master the Higher Learning, a sense of incapability had gnawed like a rat at my diaphragm. To quiet this rodent, I acquired extra-murally a unit in Greek History, Art and Literature, while working in the Wellington abattoir. After a year or so as a postman (I was sacked from that job when the bosses found me asleep dead-drunk with my head on a full satchel of letters in the Karori post-office) I came to Training College. There I associated frequently with Louis Johnson from whom I learnt to write about the kind of things that make most people silent. It was possible at that time to take two Varsity subjects a year.


This period is a trifle foggy. I gave three Macmillan Brown Memorial lectures. I passed Stage II Latin with the help of an admirable tutor (the Latin was a help to me in reading my missal when I became a Catholic) and passed Stage III English, after two failures, with the help of a tutor in Anglo-Saxon. I can remember trying to convince the long-suffering lecturer in Symbolic Logic that 'p implies q' was a sexual symbol; and I remember more vividly sitting an examination in Stage III English Literature after two days spent on a Home boat drinking gin with the engineer. Well, I got my 
B.A. and have it still.


Along with a genuine admiration for the character-shaping power of our institutions of Higher Learning — some of the toughest psychotics in the country inhabit those walls — I feel that they have had little effect, except a negative one, upon the processes that make me tick as a writer. Writing, in my case, has proceeded entirely from Lower Learning, learning who one is. And this is not learnt in a lecture-room or library, but in the jails and torture rooms of a private destiny, or conceivably planting potatoes, or conceivably kneeling blindly at the Mass. In fact, I believe that the gulf is so great between these two kinds of learning, that I would never take a permanent job teaching at a University, in case the seed-beds of my life should be turned, by accident, into a concrete playground or the foundation for a building devoted to Aesthetic Research.



James K. Baxter
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1. 
Fiddling Blues




I started playing the fiddle when I was seventeen,



Yes, I started playing the fiddle when I was seventeen,



My boss's wife she taught me how to play it, and I was mighty green.





And then I met a housemaid, she played the fiddle all night,



I'd wait outside her bedroom till she turned out the light,



I brought my bow for company so she could do it right.





I've played on many a fiddle, and now I'm sixty-two,



When your fiddling days are over there's damn all else to do,



My bow's got a bend in the middle and I reckon that I'm through.





If you want to play the fiddle, you've got to pluck the string,



If you want to play the fiddle, you've got to pluck the string,



And when your bow is broken —



(
in a sharp sour voice) I guess you've just about had it, boy!









2. 
Wellington Blues




When you're beside me, baby, the sun will never go down,



When you're beside me, baby, the sun will never go down,



But when I'm walkin' up Haining Street alone



I get those blues, baby, I get those Wellington blues.





On Friday night I got me a bottle of gin,



Came to your house, baby, they wouldn't let me in:



Saturday races, I had no money to lose,



I got those blues, baby, I got those Wellington blues.





Sunday morning early, you came up to my room,



Sunday morning early, you came up to my room,



Told me that you loved me, baby, helped me to lace my shoes,



Beat those blues, baby, beat those Wellington blues.







3. 
Sally Ann Blues




I wouldn't want a palace; I'd live in a railroad van,



No, I wouldn't want a palace; I'd live in a railroad van,



If I could get me a decent kind of man.





Workin' in that old hash shop, ain't no lousier dive in town,



Workin' in that old hash shop, ain't no lousier dive in town,



Dirty old boss won't let me be, always smellin' aroun'.





Don't know where I'm goin' to lay my head tonight,



Don't know where I'm goin' to lay my head tonight,



All day drinkin' by myself, and still I don't get tight.





Don't know why the flowers grow, why the moon keeps shinin',



Don't know why the flowers grow, why the moon keeps shinin',



All day drinkin' by myself, I can't keep from cryin'.





I wouldn't want a palace; I'd live in a railroad van,



No, I wouldn't want a palace; I'd live in a railroad van,



If I could get me a decent kind of man.




James K. Baxter
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Fiddling Blues




I started playing the fiddle when I was seventeen,



Yes, I started playing the fiddle when I was seventeen,



My boss's wife she taught me how to play it, and I was mighty green.





And then I met a housemaid, she played the fiddle all night,



I'd wait outside her bedroom till she turned out the light,



I brought my bow for company so she could do it right.





I've played on many a fiddle, and now I'm sixty-two,



When your fiddling days are over there's damn all else to do,



My bow's got a bend in the middle and I reckon that I'm through.





If you want to play the fiddle, you've got to pluck the string,



If you want to play the fiddle, you've got to pluck the string,



And when your bow is broken —



(
in a sharp sour voice) I guess you've just about had it, boy!
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2. 
Wellington Blues




When you're beside me, baby, the sun will never go down,



When you're beside me, baby, the sun will never go down,



But when I'm walkin' up Haining Street alone



I get those blues, baby, I get those Wellington blues.





On Friday night I got me a bottle of gin,



Came to your house, baby, they wouldn't let me in:



Saturday races, I had no money to lose,



I got those blues, baby, I got those Wellington blues.





Sunday morning early, you came up to my room,



Sunday morning early, you came up to my room,



Told me that you loved me, baby, helped me to lace my shoes,



Beat those blues, baby, beat those Wellington blues.
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3. 
Sally Ann Blues




I wouldn't want a palace; I'd live in a railroad van,



No, I wouldn't want a palace; I'd live in a railroad van,



If I could get me a decent kind of man.





Workin' in that old hash shop, ain't no lousier dive in town,



Workin' in that old hash shop, ain't no lousier dive in town,



Dirty old boss won't let me be, always smellin' aroun'.





Don't know where I'm goin' to lay my head tonight,



Don't know where I'm goin' to lay my head tonight,



All day drinkin' by myself, and still I don't get tight.





Don't know why the flowers grow, why the moon keeps shinin',



Don't know why the flowers grow, why the moon keeps shinin',



All day drinkin' by myself, I can't keep from cryin'.





I wouldn't want a palace; I'd live in a railroad van,



No, I wouldn't want a palace; I'd live in a railroad van,



If I could get me a decent kind of man.




James K. Baxter
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The sun and the city


there'd been a party Saturday night, and after making it home at half four in the morning, i'd decided to do some reading. i was sitting in the back garden reading Henry fames, and watching the sun come up and shine on the hills around, when i was gassed by the idea that i'd like to dig the sun and the city so i put on my duffle coat and shot out on my way to the top of mt johnson. the milkman thought i was mad — who wouldn't on seeing a wild scratchy-bearded maniac complete with duffle coat and dark glasses shooting through at six in the morning? i trotted madly through deserted sabbath streets and paths and lookouts and the sheep on the hills and their shit on the hillside paths.


southerly clouds gave the effect of sun shining through dust onto sleeping houses and the wrinkly harbour and the country residence of the crematorium with its garden of chinese graves and jewish graves and soldiers' graves, and soames island divided by the radio masts on top of tinakori hills and looking a little like a tropical atoll. i propped myself against the metal pole that showed i was at the top of the hill and just looked around.


and the feeling of being on top of the world, by myself but not alone, with the sun and the crematorium and the seven o'clock churches, was terrific. i smoked a couple of cigarettes up there, just sitting digging the harbour and the hills and the sun and city and the reds and greens and occasional oranges of the roofs.


i ran down the hill, skipping from stone to stone, slipping in the mud, tripping over branches but not caring, feeling alive and happy and glad to be around. the milkman saw me again and just stared with amazement. i expected him to drop his bottles at any minute, but i couldn't have given a damn if he had.


a couple of friends came up later on and we sat and talked, played chess, listened to records of the early blues singers and the modern jazz quartet and generally messed about — nothing in particular, doing and saying what came into our heads next.


about five, i got a ring from this chick who'd been out visiting a friend at porirua. it had depressed her and she seemed in a pretty bad way so i went down town to see see. i met her, and we walked about talking of her friend and mental homes and psychiatric treatment and how glad i was to see her and how glad she was to see me, and i told her about morning excursion, and how the city looked at seven a.m., and how the milkman had looked at me.


we were walking past the town hall when an old alcoholic stopped us and asked me for a cigarette. i gave him one and lit it for him, but he didn't seem to want to go away, so we stayed there and the three of us talked, with the old alky doing most of the talking. 'i've just come up from down south, arrived here yesterday, and spent the day out paekak drinking with some friends. i can't stay off the booze. it ruined me as a surgeon a few years back — but i'm still a good doctor. old billy fell down the steps at this party last night and i fixed him up and called the free ambulance and they came and took him off to hospital. i went up there to see him this morning, and the doc up there, he told me that he'd trained at sydney and he couldn't have done a better job of patching old billy up himself and that if it hadn't been for me old
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billy would have died and where had i got my training and i told him at otago university. i told him that doctor mac, that's me, doctor torn maccormick, t.m.c.' —here he rolled up his sleeve and showed us his tattooed initials — ` t.m.c. used to be a good doc before the drink — you got another fag there? ta. yeah . . . old tom mac was the best. i been a prisoner of war in germany for a year when the old commandant called me into his office and there was a gestapo there who looked at me for a minute and then said, "doctor maccormick". i didn't know whether it was the gas chamber or the firing squad or what. "ja", i said. "doctor", he said to me, "you're going home. they want a doctor on the red cross ship". i'd seen their gas chambers and their tortures and what they'd done to the jews, and when this gestapo came up, i thought it might be my last day alive. but they wanted a doc, and t.m.c.' — he rolled up his sleeve again — 'yep. t.m.c. was the best.'


i offered him a smoke, took one for myself, then gave him the rest of the packet. 'thank you, sir,' he said, and, turning to the chick, 'you keep this man and never leave him. he's one of the greatest people i have met. make sure you and your fiancé' — he pronounced it 'fiansi' —' get married. don't ever leave him — you don't know what it's like to be lonely.'


i gave him a couple of bob and watched as he rolled slightly on his way to a nearby flop house.


we walked to the bus stop, and i thought of an old man surrounded by people, but still lonely, and of myself, a youth surrounded by nothing but sky and hills and yet not alone. and my arm drew my fiansi' closer.



mark young




— i was that age once, the old lady thinks,



as she sees the young girl getting off the bus.



— i was that age once,



and always had to walk home.





— i hope i'll never be that old, the young girl thinks,



as she sees the old lady walking along the street.



— i hope i'll never be that old



and have to walk home.




mark young
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Passing a City House





Just Now it seems a disguised flamingo,



Scuttling on hen's legs into the street;



It has the haunting persistence of a fairy tale



Transposed (a house with iron spiked teeth).





Is it Baba Yaga in town this evening?



Patterning shadows on the fading sea



In shapes of helmets, for these newcomers



To watch from lighted windows the continuity?





The gramophone, with excited foreign cries,



Peoples the street with friends, benevolence;



And you hear discarded wine bottles from the Armada



Clink down the centuries in pockets of silence.





Yet if these Spaniards, these guardians of the Camargue



(Their horses snatching at the trellised roses)



Were suddenly to emerge, laughing, unsteady,



Into the alley by the green painted window boxes,





Or appear, framed by the blowing curtains,



Or thrown in shadow on the footpath's face,



You would be disappointed, and ignore the street;



The mystery gone, the house is commonplace.




Kirsty Northcote-Bade
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The Prodigal Son





The Summer Lags. The daylight brings



No new surprise. My father sits



Half in sunlight, half in shade.



I always dream of wandering



Beyond that open door where he



Lies stretched. His eyes are half on me



And half on where the dead sun sets.





Asleep, he sometimes stirs and mumbles



Gently in a foreign tongue.



I never know what it is he says



But it sounds warm — warm as the love



He used to load on me. They say



He wandered far in his own lost youth



Although he never speaks of it.





We brood apart. He drops stray hints



That things need mending — sometimes hits



The door-post with his fist. I shrink,



Not knowing what to say — not



Daring to ask what thought it is



That angers him. I almost think



He wishes I would go away.





And so I must. These childhood hills



Hold no secrets for me now



And all that was alive and good



Has grown to nothing. I must go,



Though not alone because the far hills call.



My love grows cold, and I have to choose



Even though there is no choice at all.




Peter Bland
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The Prodigal Son Remembers





Returned Now to my father's house



And father in my turn, I pause



To remember that my own son too



Will soon be leaving — and to lay



Fresh flowers on my father's grave.





Strange that he never questions me



About what lies ahead. He knows



My distant story, but has grown



Into it himself — disowned



Anything that I can say.





It's not easy, wrapped in age,



To bear his secrecy. The flame



Of wanting to be gone has turned



His love away. He does not dare



To ask me what it is to burn.





He will be back. I can content



Myself with that. Then why this pain?



Is it because I am as lonely



As he is — knowing that he will return



To lay fresh flowers on my grave?





O why this silence? Does he think



That I returned unscathed? Perhaps



He half believes that having left



I should have stayed away ? I name



My old loves now, re-smell the sty,



Watch him preparing, and burn again.




Peter Bland
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Two Imaginative Landscapes




I


Hawk and Rabbit


(
An episode from a Chinese painting)





The Hawk is death, is buffeting the air



Above a blue but lost horizon.



No clouds, no other wings in sight,



No sun even, just the bare



Chill of infinity — and his eyes



Burning across the quiet fields, to where





Sleek in his innocence the rabbit lingers,



Tingling to stiffness, half aware



That time has already stopped. He nibbles



His green day back to comfort, stays his fear



Just long enough to let that far speck stumble



Upon a dark, insidious dive, that waits





To whistle across the landscape like a breeze.



In between cold fur and burning feathers



A farmer ploughs his customary scene.



Long furrows creep behind him, but he steps



Into his future like a visionary —



Half turning to trace where he has been.





His is the dead end of domesticity;



The groan of earth's deep bowels; he heaves



The whole weight of his days across



His turning fields — unseeing, sees



Only the crisp curd of his passage curl



The soil aside. He hardly breathes,





Intent on some dim pattern marked



Upon the ground beneath him. See



How light leaps in to cauterize those weals.



As he turns, a falling hawk



Will haul this more than likely scene



Into one small corner, one red pin-head





Of sudden violence where a life will bleed.



Meanwhile, the farmer ploughs his field



Into eternity — where even now



The lingering rabbit outstays its scream,



The hawk hangs suspended by its burning eyes;



The farmer is the landscape he would be.










II


High Moon





The Hills are barren, we are told,



Grow nothing — even shepherds swear



They'll talk to the valley in the fall



And there grow old in comfort. Only



Our wild, infertile children share



An equal passion for fields nearer home



And for that other, high, crag-twisted air.





And even they, in growing up to courtship,



Step down to love among the lower slopes



Where screes, stray blossoms, bramble bush,



Provide a shelter for stray hours. Of course,



Our men, even the married ones, sometimes



Dare the highest peaks with guns and ropes.



Flesh bedded down, they need to love alone.





But always, always, there are some,



Maiden and man who cannot love alone



Nor yet sleep snugly, even together,



In the warmth and ritual of harvest home.



Something, scratching at their sleep, can still



Make a husband bristle, a young wife whimper,



And long again to race the moonlit peaks.





It seems it is never enough for them,



Our glowing roofs I mean, where warmth



Waits for the thin thread of desire to snap,



Catching the flesh in comfort as it falls.



Our elders shake their heads and point to graves



Where lovers lie in knots, found frozen cold



Beneath the high moon's bleak malignant gaze.




Peter Bland
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I


Hawk and Rabbit


(
An episode from a Chinese painting)





The Hawk is death, is buffeting the air



Above a blue but lost horizon.



No clouds, no other wings in sight,



No sun even, just the bare



Chill of infinity — and his eyes



Burning across the quiet fields, to where





Sleek in his innocence the rabbit lingers,



Tingling to stiffness, half aware



That time has already stopped. He nibbles



His green day back to comfort, stays his fear



Just long enough to let that far speck stumble



Upon a dark, insidious dive, that waits





To whistle across the landscape like a breeze.



In between cold fur and burning feathers



A farmer ploughs his customary scene.



Long furrows creep behind him, but he steps



Into his future like a visionary —



Half turning to trace where he has been.





His is the dead end of domesticity;



The groan of earth's deep bowels; he heaves



The whole weight of his days across



His turning fields — unseeing, sees



Only the crisp curd of his passage curl



The soil aside. He hardly breathes,





Intent on some dim pattern marked



Upon the ground beneath him. See



How light leaps in to cauterize those weals.



As he turns, a falling hawk



Will haul this more than likely scene



Into one small corner, one red pin-head





Of sudden violence where a life will bleed.



Meanwhile, the farmer ploughs his field



Into eternity — where even now



The lingering rabbit outstays its scream,



The hawk hangs suspended by its burning eyes;



The farmer is the landscape he would be.
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II


High Moon





The Hills are barren, we are told,



Grow nothing — even shepherds swear



They'll talk to the valley in the fall



And there grow old in comfort. Only



Our wild, infertile children share



An equal passion for fields nearer home



And for that other, high, crag-twisted air.





And even they, in growing up to courtship,



Step down to love among the lower slopes



Where screes, stray blossoms, bramble bush,



Provide a shelter for stray hours. Of course,



Our men, even the married ones, sometimes



Dare the highest peaks with guns and ropes.



Flesh bedded down, they need to love alone.





But always, always, there are some,



Maiden and man who cannot love alone



Nor yet sleep snugly, even together,



In the warmth and ritual of harvest home.



Something, scratching at their sleep, can still



Make a husband bristle, a young wife whimper,



And long again to race the moonlit peaks.





It seems it is never enough for them,



Our glowing roofs I mean, where warmth



Waits for the thin thread of desire to snap,



Catching the flesh in comfort as it falls.



Our elders shake their heads and point to graves



Where lovers lie in knots, found frozen cold



Beneath the high moon's bleak malignant gaze.




Peter Bland
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The Motor Car



A Car is essential, thought Willis. He kept thinking about this all the afternoon. It was important to have something pleasant to take his mind off the job. He was cutting manuka. Thick, tough, hairy old manuka; the sort that gapped bushmen's axes and sent them off on long, frustrated jags. The sun glared offensively from the theatrically blue sky and Willis slashed on. He left the branches piled in heaps to be burned later. He kept looking longingly towards the shady parts on the edge of the bushline where the energies of the pack of vultures who'd pioneered this piece of valley not quite a hundred years ago, had petered out against a tangle of birch forest and thick undergrowth. He wondered why he didn't stretch out there and have a quiet sleep for an hour or so. Only thing that stopped him was some vague feeling of provincial pride which he was surprised to find he possessed. He was sure no sensible human would put up with all this heat, thirst and monotony without some powerful reason. In his case it seemed to be that he wouldn't like Alf to find out that he couldn't keep up the pace.


'How'm I doing?' he asked Alf when the billy came up at smoko.


'Not bad for a townie,' said Alf.


Willis knew he'd say this. They leered at each other and started pushing and kicking about in the scrub with Alf's hat for a football. The game ended in a draw with the arrival of Mrs Buttons the housekeeper.


Here's a nice plate of scones I've just made,' she said with what she thought was one of her mature sex-cat smiles.


'That's very charming of you indeed,' replied Willis in what he thought was his imitation English-public-school-type-who-is-down-on-his-luck voice. 'Awful old bitch but she can cook,' he added silently.


'Yak it's better than those dry old biscuits you used to bring me,' said Alf with a knowing leer.


'Now come on sit up and eat them like good boys.'


'Christ Almighty you've made a hit with the old girl,' sneered Alf when she had gone. She never used to feed me up like this when I was on me own.'


'Oh balls, she's old enough to be my mother.'


That's all right about that — I wouldn't be surprised at anything you foreigners get up to. Man's got to watch you jokers all the time.'


'Well watch me attack these scones then,' said Willis. He selected the one with the most jam and butter and turned away to study the view down the valley so that he wouldn't see Alf's jaws chumping up and down with bits of scone and jam getting outside his teeth and falling down his chin and having to be pushed back inside the machinery again with a dirty thumb.


Willis had arrived on the Coast by a process of logical exhaustion. He was keeping out of the way of the police because of some false cheques he had foolishly written. This meant staying away from places like Auckland (his home town), Wellington and Christchurch. His last real job had been as a junior reporter on one of the rags



up North. Before that he'd been bumming round England and Europe with a bunch of other impecunious Kiwis. Now he was seeing New Zealand.


Alf was an older man who was employed permanently on the farm where Willis was scrub cutting. He was also an expert on the power saw. Whenever Willis struck something in the second growth scrub that was too big for him to handle. Alf would, lug the saw across and belt it down.


The Coasters had no artistic delusions about landscapes. With the aid of a horse or a crawler tractor to snig away the logs, All and the power saw would turn any romantic bush-filled valley into something approaching an Australian desert once they got stuck in.


Willis lay back in the sharp smelling manuka boughs and thought about the West Coast roads crawling with almost every kind of vehicle. There were some fine new cars which had been laboriously and expensively shipped out from England and America, but for every one of these there were droves of antediluvian monsters clattering about the highways. He sometimes fancied the whole valley as a technological museum with the faculty of perpetual animation. And its curators seemed to spend their days in idyllic creative labours, arranging and comparing their exhibits after they had dragged them triumphantly from swamps, ruined barns, tumbledown black smiths' shops and overgrown junkyards. The quaint mechanical mutations which were the by-products of their researches fascinated him. He had gained considerable respect for the Paleolithic society of Westland when he saw how its people unconsciously transmitted their repressed energies and skills into such discarded junk and obsolescent oddities of the outside world as came their way. Their creative talents went eagerly into putting old motor cars together in ingenious hybrid combinations.


'I can drive anything boy,' said Alf one day. This was literally true. All these folk were at ease on anything from a camel to a ninety-ton tank. What was more, they could keep their transport going with nothing more elaborate in the way of roadside equipment than an axe, a few lengths of fencing wire and some swearing. Willis had seen their experts dive boldly into the complex bowels of imported machinery to give a snick here and a snip there with the pliers, plucking out whole fistfuls of vital organs like surgeons on the battlefields. Then they stood back and said: 'Give 'er a go now.' Generally the corpse writhed back to life and performed prodigies its original manufacturers had never dared dream about.


For, out here on the perimeter, not just motor cars but all the machines were made to work twice as hard and last twice as long as anywhere else. Instead of being scrapped when they wore out, they were revitalized through many elaborate stages of reincarnation.


Here on the frontier there was a functional, highly utilitarian view of life. Here was no carefully-staged, Polynesian-postcard scenery, no tediously-contrived tourist bait, no sycophantic jollification on the part of nature, no primping in front of the tourist bus or the colour camera. The quartz mines had long shut down, but the symbols of their greedy conceit had lingered in spite of vague therapeutic attempts on the part of the fertile climate. Old pipes and sluice channels lay rotting in the



ferns amongst the wreckage of deserted mining settlements. Ponderous chunks of iron squatted balefully in the ruined frameworks of the stamping batteries like ancient desecrated monoliths whose worshippers have been hurried off to oblivion by some irresistible complication in the machinery of fate.


The present day populace from time to time snigged some of this old iron away to make up a shipload of scrap for Japan, and continued to improvise happily in the remaining debris. Old steam engines and crude, roaring, grinding structures bolted on to the rear of tractors slaved equally in the fields beside the occasional expensive, more recent importation. Hedges were cut, ferns and blackberries squashed flat, the earth scoured up, gorse scarified, ditches dug, firewood and timber sawn, logs snigged out, stumps uprooted and winches driven unceasingly as if the patched up, motley array of machines were the obedient slaves of eternity and no doubts or uncertainties as to their continued servility or final intentions were ever to creep into this remote Eden.


'Where do you think I might be able to get a good car cheap?' Willis asked Alf.


'What sort?'


'Oh, any sort, must be cheap though. Even an old job would do. I might be able to get it done up perhaps.'


'What the hell do you want a car for?'


'To get around in of course.'


Ah ha! You must have a little sheila on the go somewhere already eh? What did I say about you Outlanders!'


But after tea at the homestead Alf led the way round the back of the cowbails to where the scrap heap was.


'You don't wanna get crunched up by them second-hand car sharks,' he told Willis. We could fix one of these ones up for damn-all.'


Willis looked in dismay at the assembly of beaten-up old wrecks and vintage vehicles that lay scattered in the attitudes of painful, violent death.


'Some good old waggons,' muttered Alf. 'See that Model T over there. We could jack her up easy. No. no! We couldn't. I forgot the old man rebored her during the depression. She's about had it now.'


He marched over to something massively upholstered and reminiscent to Willis of pictures he had seen of the Bristol coach, and he poked around under the bonnet.


'Here's the first Cadillac in the district. They used it as an undertaker's van until business got a bit slack and then they put another body on her — Ha! Ha! Ha ! — and they ran her as a taxi. Lovely motor, lovely motor she's got. . . Now see that 35-horse Moreau-Lupton over there. That belonged to me grandfather — I was nearly born in that, they tell me!'


'What about something more contemporary?' suggested Willis.


'Okay, how would you like that Arrol-Johnston in the corner then?'


Alf pointed to a rusty tangle where a dozen fowls were nesting. 'No,' he added. 'On second thoughts, she's too good for you — you wouldn't appreciate her.'


After a long discussion on the pedigrees of all the wrecks that were visible above



the mud they decided on a '26 Chev which was mating in the weeds with a horse-drawn chaff-cutter.


'Hellishin good machine that to start with eh ?' said Alf. 'Go anywhere.'


'It's got no wheels.'


'Aw what's the matter with ya ? We'll rat the wheels off that old Hup in the corner. Wheels are nothing. You can buy a few spares easy enough to finish the job, and we'll cannibalize the odd bit here and there from some of the other cars, and we'll have you jacked up in no time.'


Willis went to sleep that night weaving wonderful schemes for the future. He'd give the South Island a last chance, he thought as he listened to the rain snickering against the iron roof of the bach where he slept. Up till now it had been disappointing. Everything down South had turned out to be shabbier and increasingly under the neurotic domination of Wellington. As far as he was concerned the whole of the South could just as well be given to the tourists to play in — a sort of glorified dude ranch with race meetings day and night, as many trout as you wanted to catch, as many deer as you could shoot, and as many pigs as you could barbecue. But as an attempt towards establishing a human society it was just as big a failure as the North. Perhaps it was a bigger failure, because at least there was some living space down South and consequently there wasn't such an excuse for ineptitude; for example the show wasn't cluttered up with Horis and side-tracked by squabbles over the divvy-up from the Maori Wars. There weren't so many politicians and policemen either, so you'd have thought people could have evolved something pleasant in the way of survival — but no, here they were dodging around on the same grubby manoeuvres as the mob up North.


It was important that he should have his own car. It didn't have to be a flash one either, because he would be able to get kudos out of doing all this pioneering with the old Chev. This was in conformity with the powerful social traditions of the valley. It was bound to impress Beverly to see him triumphing over his handicaps as a newchum and creating the vehicle for his ambitions with the pioneer requirements of a screwdriver, a 
Bsa spanner and a pair of pliers, which was as far as his acquaintance with the mechanical world went.


To a man in Willis's situation the motor car was really what the patio and guitar were to a passionate Latin, or the boudoir to a skilful Frenchman. He fell asleep dreaming of a classical elopement by moonlight. Thundering across the Alps in the old Chev to Christchurch. Then a quick killing at the registrar's office. Deal with the father later...


For the next two weeks Alf and Willis spent their spare time with the mysteries of backyard mechanical engineering. They dragged the old Chev into the big barn where All did his blacksmithing and general farm repair work and fiddled around with the homestead lighting plant. Methodically they stripped the chassis down. They cleaned and overhauled every working part and assembled it again. Alf would give instructions and then disappear for long periods on work of his own in the back



of the shed, leaving Willis to do quite a few of the jobs himself. He found he was even gaining some slight manual dexterity.


'Do you really think we'll get her going all right?' he asked Alf.


'Yak, we'll do the old bitch up better than she was when she left the manufacturer, you see.'


'Now look at Alf,' thought Willis. 'Superficially he's your rough, hard-working, boozing, gambling, intellectually-dormant Pig Islander. But when he jumps on that bulldozer or starts work with the welding torch he's away up in the front line of human activities. He seems to respond to the subtleties of the apparatus in his charge just as some of the peasants in the valley respond to older, more primitive forces and assume unconsciously the tireless habits and sensitive, wary identities of the animals they are always hunting, and the trees they are continually felling in the vast weeping forests...'


This literary reverie was interrupted by a loud sustained Buurraaaap!' from All (they'd had onions with the chops at lunch time). Then in a voice like a blunt crosscut saw he demanded: For Chrissake pass the Perkin' hammer will ya?'


'Oh, sorry,' said Willis, coming back to reality to see Alf glaring round the bulge of the back axle assembly.


Willis pottered about happily in the rear compartment of his car. He had so many plans for it. A pale pink aesthetic interior would be an interesting style. Perhaps some indirect lighting too. Carpets and blue-flowered ceiling would make a chic addition. What about a cactus plant and some personal scent, like pines or tropical fruit, in the corners to give that subtle illusion of space and masculinity? A red satin plush sofa with built in cocktail bar would be an asset for quiet seductions; later on he might experiment with etchings or water colours. Then a radiogram . . . Beethoven, Chopin, Liszt and of course some Brubeck for variety, maybe a few Bessie Smith and Leadbelly discs for the traditionalists. Girls had such funny tastes these days. It might be possible to arrange readings from Shelly, Keats, Dylan Thomas, Auden and maybe some of the New Zealanders. Yes! All the trappings of romance. 
La vie spirituelle! None of this revving around in hotted up V8's broadsiding in front of all the milk bars and playing chicken with the railcar on one-way bridges. He'd show them something in creative energy too. They'd only begun to explore the artistic possibilities of transport in this country. He'd apply to the New Zealander's mechanistic vitality the transforming guidance of European art forms, and the result would be a magical, voluptuous regeneration, a second renaissance, no less! A new Humanism! He'd show them all.


'She oughter be goin' by the week end,' All announced as he poked his head through a displaced floorboard.


'That's good news.'


'I was wondering if you'd be able, to do something for me?'


'Most certainly. As a matter of fact I'm very deeply obliged to you, my friend, for all the work you've done on this, and I'd like to show my appreciation in some way.'





'She's right, I like workin' on cars — but I was wonderin' if you'd help me out on Saturday.'


'Eh?'


'The races next Saturday. The big Cup meeting. I told old Clara Buttons I'd take her.'


'Oh yes?'


Well I can't. I've got something else I gotta do.'


Now, that's a pity isn't it?'


'Yair, well will you take her instead?'


'Me!'


'Yes, you.'


'Oh but I'd made other arrangements. But — oh well, yes of course I'll take her if you can't manage it.'


Aw that's good. The old girl likes her day out at the geegees. You better watch her though boy. Don't lend her any fivers to put on roughies. And don't forget she's a tiger to go when she gets on the plonk.'


'I'll watch her,' said Willis grimly. That was going to make things complicated. Mrs Buttons. Hmm. Randy old nuisance. He'd already arranged to take Beverly. Well it couldn't be helped. He'd take them both.


Race day. Blue pin-stripe suits taken out of moth balls, floral frocks and tailored costumes ruthlessly levered and stretched and corseted on to rebellious figures. New hats studied with anxious finality in bedroom mirrors. Everything on wheels old and new, rushing along the dusty roads. Much hilarity and jingling of cash registers in wayside pubs. The smell of green turf, pies, canvas awnings and horse manure; the shining alcoholic faces of old Friends and relatives mixed up with the shrieks of swarming, lolly sucking children.


Willis was ready right on time. He came up from the bach where he had been making sure his sports coat and grey trousers were neatly fitting, and he attended to the serious business of starting the Chev. He had carefully checked the oil and petrol, and polished the car up the night before.


'Cod-damn the bloody thing! Why won't it go?' swore Willis after he'd nearly flattened the battery by grinding the motor over and over. Ignition on — yes — petrol —yes — choke out — yes. What the hell could be wrong? And Alf nowhere about to help. What sort of luck was this? Perhaps the most important time in his life — to be stuck with a car that wouldn't start. He peered frantically under the bonnet and fiddled with everything in sight. It took half an hour to discover that the high tension lead had unaccountably come unfastened from the distributor cap. Then it was only a fluke he noticed something dangling loose and saw where it had to go. He couldn't understand how this could possibly have happened, but there was no time to worry about that now. He dashed up to the house with apologies ready. Mrs Buttons was there, smiling brightly at his concern.


'Is Beverly ready?' Willis wanted to know.





'Oh she went half an hour ago, said she couldn't wait, but never mind I waited for you,' said Mrs Buttons.


Willis ground the gears by way of reply and pressed on. Crouching over the wheel like a Queen Street taxi driver with a maternity case, he roared into the racecourse parking enclosure after a jolting ten-mile trip. He was bitterly enlightened when he got out with Mrs Buttons. They were in time to see, reclining languidly among the cushions in a regal phaeton — a gleaming red and yellow custom built 1922 Hispano Suiza — who but the goddess Beverly, smiling and waving aristocratically across the grinning figure of Alf. And it was a fresh-scrubbed, clean-collared, best suit-rigged Alf who blandly flicked the steering column, as the equipage under his masterly control glided noiselessly towards a distant rank of cars belonging to officials and members only.


So that's what that rotten bastard was up to in that shed of his all the time,' Willis realized. 'And that's how that wire came loose under my bonnet this morning.'


Hours later, down the drain for twenty quid, gritting his teeth to the sour, flat bite of racecourse beer, he stared with dismay across the barrels into the shining maternal eyes of Mrs Buttons. Outside, the band played selections from 
Rose Marie and H.M.S. 
Pinafore. He had a momentary cognizance of all the struggles he was to endure in this lonely country amongst these deceitful people; and in the sweating clamour of the race crowd he was able to detect only grossness and futility, which he fancied in his angry mood was all they had, in spite of their ingenuity, for an answer to the challenge of all the space and freedom surrounding them.



Les Cleveland
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Elegy for Bob Crusoe




I




At nine your parents go to bed,



The cobwebs which your mother sews



Still lie festooned about the room



And slowly out the fire goes.





There is no other way to take



And there is nowhere else to go



But toss for sleep in a cold bed



Or walk the streets — as you must do.





Apprentice on five quid a week



Too broke and lonely to get tight



Your eyes are sealed with Cook Strait mud



You dream of girls like gelignite.





You do not see the hall — now dark —



Of church run clubs where jazzmen play



Heaven hired trumpets for the just



Who are quite anxious to be saved.





O some late lady'd cross the street



Quick to avoid a loitering lout,



A child has smudged the moon with soot



And one by one the stars go out.








II



Beyond this street the black sea boils



Round rocks like cookies which your mother made,



An all-night petrol station's the one light



Now that the ghostly picture theatre's empty



And milk bars in their shutters go to bed.





If even one was open you might find



Someone to offer what you'd dare not ask for



And wear your linked hand like a wedding ring,



But walk till morning now and you'll find no one



Either to love you or to ask you in.





I do not know what special picture floats



Upon your restless mind's sargasso seas



What real or hoped for girl waits there to send your



Eyes into copper coins, your footsteps ringing



Down streets which lead to nowhere but the sea.





III



The hopeless thing is, all the club is doomed,



Your savage death runs silent through the years



To catch you like a tiger;



In twenty, thirty, fifty years you must lie



Lost in a junk heap of cheap masonry



Which is more permanent than anyone;





These words for you are written in the sun



In this land, the minority club of the living,



Of those with all their skin, and hands and feet



Who dare not look



To see mortality spread like a stain,





For you who walk alone in midnight streets



And hope for something which won't make the difference



It has to make, finger the change of truth



When windows darken and the trams are still.





Watched by the hordes of resentful dead



And by your own angry ghost you stare



At the blank where your reflection should show



Hell-deep at midnight, in your twentieth year.








IV



House windows seemed a certain



Exit from that no-place where you go,



Their brightness leaks beneath venetian blinds,



The solid union of bungalow.





Yet still behind the window wait



Bored wife and tired and silent man



Made separate by the paper like a dyke,



And children in curtained bedrooms wake to listen



For the lunatic goblin without a name



Who moves occasionally behind the door.





Behind the warm and lucky windows both



Woman and child whisper private charms



Waiting for morning and the picnic sun —



Nothing has changed since your first memory, look



Elsewhere for saving symbol, wanderer,



Bob Crusoe upright in the wind's heart.





V



If you must stay lonely as Abaddon,



My faceless brother Crusoe, then avoid



All the wrong sorts of pity, don't remember



The time you first found grass can cut the hand



Or solid stones fall from an empty sky.





Learn to ignore the murmur in the breast



Which grows to thunder in the night's confessional



And threads through any morning's business —



Some girl perhaps who gave you loving arms



For prestige of a lover, a seat at the pictures,





And left you when she found a better bargain.



I say ignore — I'm not the one to tell you



The way to live, and know, and not remember,



That there are always stains on the full moon,



That self sufficiency's confined to tramcars





With their own nationals, and a place to go.




Elizabeth Allo
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Realization





I saw a bird sitting on a chimney stack



Warming a feathered bottom on blue smoke



An event trite in a trite day



Because drunkards went on unconcerned on their drunken way.





Horrible how twenty four hours float by



Like toi-toi on a sobbing creek



Disaster accepted by bourgeois wives



Slowly cancelling their petty lives.





The calendar is the devil's medium



Browbeaten by an ageing sun



Packed by night into rubbish tins



Thrown in the ditch with ancient tins.





Although I witness this unfair strife



The prick is wasted on the giant's foot



My protest jolts for but a day



Because drunkards go on unconcerned on their drunken way.




N. W. Bilbrough
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Youth's Objection





The people are forever pushing the past



On to our so young selves



Throwing experience's entitlement at our faces



Yet their experience grows stale and discontented



In middle class ruts



Rotten and untruthful in bourgeois decay.





Our places are under the ledge



Beneath the lip of adults mouths



Tolerantly and intolerantly drowned



With when we were young and



Your immaturity is personified in your face



But then ironically from their mouths.





Perhaps the hurdle is surmounted or even



A water jump left behind



But still age's pride



(Pride is a sin)



Retreats behind stubborn mountains and



Always the past's dusty regurgitations.




N. W. Bilbrough
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On the Prospect of Non-Existence





I have tried to envisage the end of time



When clocks dissolve and poems don't rhyme



An end not hastened by countries' obliteration



And the engulfing dust of atomic radiation



But the aweing impossibility of time's departure



And man's reaction at the earth's crumbling picture,



Then his existence after non-existence until



He crawls up to God and sponges his fill



Swearing that he was against man's final mess



Confidently offering his lying mouth to bless.





Will we pack our bags and instruct our friends



To lock up the house when it all ends?



Perhaps the garden needs a final hose



— And tie the tomatoes in case it blows.



Will we catch the unlimited at ten past timeless?



Aimless and bewildered down tracks that are lineless?



Or perhaps we will non-exist over a cup of tea



Or melt — how could it happen to concrete me?



Like Icarus's disbelievers we go merrily on the way



Till the cancerous unbeing hits us the next day.





I'm sure Father Time tripped over his scythe



And cut off his head thus finishing life,



So in this shut room in the period of nothing



Where air is airless and humans have no stuffing



We will desire the alarm bell of awaking



The metallic sound through sleep loudly breaking



Or foreseeing this unforeseeable decomposition



Like our soul before God's eternal mission



We will live a life both full and giving



And justify our reason for laughing and living.




N. W. Bilbrough
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Construction Under Ward 8





We dug a hole



In the middle of a hospital



With drill, pick and sweat



Unrespecting of the chaste silence.





Between three buildings the hole



Was dug beneath leering antiseptic windows



Sneering antiseptic windows from which did hang



Deadpan nurses



Now not going anywhere because



Nurses always seem to be going somewhere



To duty, gossip or bed



Prim in complete worlds. Ignorant of



Muddy labourers and



Common blistered hands.





The heat and dishwater



Leaked down and was trodden with our boots



Lost but always felt



Lost but always smelt



With that sweating hole's bite.





But in the sometimes easy rhythm of work



We were cut off from



The automatic stares



The painful cares



Of that great impersonal city



Lost in the grudge of the shovel



And howl of the drill.




N. W. Bilbrough
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Public Speaking





I am an orator, profound and lucid,



Before the bathroom glass



The fluency rebounds from the mirror



And arms complete the animated farce.





It is a face, vain and familiar



Seen by one other, it leers



Confident by its single sight



Undaunted by the non-existent sneers.





If a crowd could become a face



One nose, two ears and hair



As this surface reflects, I could avoid



My stumbling tongue and their foreign stare.




N. W. Bilbrough
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Nightfall


— You're not scared? the boy said.


— No.


— You sure?


— Yes.


— I think you are, the boy said. I think you are really.


The girl said nothing. They squatted on the needled pine-forest floor. Near them lay a sugar bag, slack and emptied, and strewn articles of clothing, various foods, and several blankets. One of the blankets was spread flat. At the centre of it, where they had just eaten, there was a scatter of crumbs and an uncorked thermos-flask.


— You're not fair, the girl said finally.


She was young, perhaps thirteen, and dark; from her long tangled hair a blue ribbon hung loosened. Her white print frock fanned over the dark needles, splotching bright in the twilight.


This time the boy was silent. He would have been near her age, younger or older; the difference imperceptible. But for his pale legs, arms and face, his body merged into the gloom : heavy dark school shirt and shorts clung tightly to his chunky body; his hair, dark too, fell unclipped round his ears.


Before them, framed elaborately by young pine-trunks, the land dropped sharply away to a small creek which, though they could hear it splashing, was hidden from their view. The land rose again to reveal unkempt paddocks with ragged perimeters of manuka, fern and blackberry; here and there, still showing in the fading light, were faint sprinkles of yellow gorse. Then grew the hills, gaunt pyramids broken with limestone outcrop and erosion, healing in the blue night; winding down between them was the white road. It descended towards the forest, twisted uncertainly between the paddocks, and then curled past them on a parallel with the vivid horizon.


Perhaps neither would have admitted to watching the road. But they did not turn their eyes from it.


Sharp notes of thinning birdsong wheedled through the silence. The girl shifted slightly.


— I'm not scared, she said. I've never been scared. Right from the start.


— Yes you have. I know. You been scared all the time.


— No.


The girl set her face stubbornly; they did not look at each other.


The boy started at a distant sound : presently an articulated timber-truck crawled down from the hills, jerked round the corners, and lumbered past the forest; fine white dust sprayed behind the bumping wheels.


— It's you who's scared, the girl said.


— I'm not scared of anything, the boy said.


—Anything, he repeated.


But she had the advantage.


— Not of that truck ? she said. I saw you jump.


— Not of anything. He sounded angry.





— Not of your father?


— No.


— Not of your mother?


— No. Not of anything.


— Not even if we get caught?


— No.


But he seemed angry. He twisted round to glare at her : she seemed, for the moment, to float white and solitary among the darkening trees.


— Why don't you shut up?


His voice must have been louder than he expected, for he appeared startled by its violence. She did not speak for some time. Then her voice was faint and hurt.


—I wish I didn't come now.


— You wanted to come. You said you wanted to come.


She didn't answer.


— You told me you used to think of running away lots of times.


— That was different, she said.


— How was it different?


— Because I was going to run away by myself.


— I don't see what's different about that.


— It is different. You know that.


— How? he persisted.


— Because —


She faltered a second.


— Because I wasn't going to run away with a boy, she said. A girl running away with a boy is different.


—I don't see any difference, he insisted. It's just running away.


— It is different. You're just being stupid.


— You're just being scared.


— I'm not, she said.


— Not of your father ? he taunted. Not of your mother?


— Not of anyone.


She hesitated.


— I'm not as scared as you anyhow, she added.


— There, he said with satisfaction. I knew you were scared.


Again they were silent. They looked out through the pines. All colour was lost now : hills, paddocks, scrub, gorse, road — all washed with the same thickening dark. Above them, where the thin pine-tops pricked at the sky, the stars had begun to shine through. A bird, in final voice, uttered the one piercing call.


She moved nearer him.


— I'm sorry, she said. I wish we didn't fight.


— You are scared then? he said, unrelenting.


— Just a little bit.


— You still wish you didn't come?


— No. I'm glad I came. I'm glad we —





— And you don't want to go back? Ever?


— I don't want ever to go back.


— Ever, she repeated firmly.


— And you still hate them like you said you did?


— I still hate them. If you hate yours, I hate mine. I don't ever want to go back. I'm glad I ran away with you.


He did not look at her; she moved still nearer him.


— What about you? she said. Are you glad you came with me?


— I don't want to go back, he said. I don't ever want to go home again. I hate them.


— But are you glad you came with me ? she persisted.


— I'm glad.


She seemed unconvinced; she darted quick glances at him. But his eyes were still fixed ahead, apparently towards where the road had retreated into the calm and cooling night.


— It's cold, she said presently.


But she made no move towards the blankets.


— Aren't you cold? she said.


He didn't answer.


— I'm tired, she said.


There was a plaintive note in her voice. She still made no move to the blankets.


— Go to bed then, he said.


He didn't move; he didn't look at her.


— Aren't you tired ? she said. Don't you want to go to bed?


— Not yet.


She seemed to become aware of something new. She looked at him shrewdly.


— I know, she said. You're scared of me.


— Why should I be scared of you ? he said with contempt; but he still did not look at her.


— You are, though.


— Go to bed if you're tired, he said.


— Fancy a boy being frightened of a girl, she taunted.


— Go to bed if you're tired, Leave me alone.


— I didn't know boys were frightened of girls.


She laughed. He jerked to his feet, rushed at her and pushed her over. They began wrestling. She scratched his face and then he pinned her arms. She began to cry. He rose and went back to where he had been before. Presently the girl stopped crying and eased herself from the ground.


— Aren't you sorry ? she demanded. Aren't you sorry for hurting me?


— I'm not sorry for anything, the boy said. Not if you're not sorry for saying I was scared of you.


— I'm sorry then, she said.


He hesitated.


— Aren't you sorry? she said. You said you would be if I said I was.


— All right, he said. Fm sorry.





They fell silent. It was colder: yet the girl still ignored the blankets. They both looked out through the trees again.


They had not long to wait now. Presently a faint glow grew brighter in the sky and then the pairs of headlamps swung over the hills : one, two, three cars. The head-lamps raked from side to side as the cars began the winding descent : they moved slowly, close together.


—I told you, the boy said. I told you they'd look for us here. I told you we shouldn't have hid in this place.


—I got tired, the girl said. I couldn't have walked any more on that road.


—I bet that farmer on the horse seen us and told on us. I told you we should have hid when we seen him.


The girl seemed to wake suddenly: she darted to the sugar bag and began to push things into it.


— Come on, she said. Aren't we going to run?


The boy did not move or answer: he watched the road. The cars, sliding on the loose metal, had come to a halt, one by one. The steady hum of their engines diminished until the final engine clicked out. The road and the cars remained lit in a dazzle of headlamps. Doors slammed and small figures moved from car to car. Voices, muffled by distance, rose up to them.


— Come on, the girl said.


Jigging torches began to flicker through the scrub and bloom over the paddocks.


— Don't you want to run? she said.


The boy hesitated, looked towards her.


— They would only chase us, he said.


The torches were spread in an even line : they came towards the forest, sweeping to right and left, their thin whiteness lighting fantastic shadows : one beam lifted and flashed over the pines in front of them.


— They would only chase us no matter where we ran, the boy said.


The voices were much nearer now : another beam shone over the front pines. They saw each other in the fleeting light : the boy's position was unchanged; the girl was frozen over the bulging sugar bag.


For a moment the torches were lost in the gully before the climb up to the forest. Feet smacked through the creek and crashed into scrub; a man cursed.


The girl whimpered. The boy at last moved towards her.


— Don't, he said.


— Will you hate them? she said. Like I hate mine? Always, no matter what happens. Will you?


— Yes.


— Are you glad you came with me? You're not still scared of me, are you?


— I'm glad I came. I'm not scared of you.


— You were scared of me, weren't you?


— Not any more.


— I'm scared, she whispered. I been scared all the time.


— It doesn't matter, he said.





They drew closer in the darkness. And in the moment before the world exploded with violent light and hoarse voices, before rough hands clawed and dragged them apart, they crouched together under the cold sky and sharp stars and dark pines, pressed to the musky smell of the dry earth, to the brittle prickling of the scented needles: they crouched together and waited.
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smooth sensuous shining silver and



cold bold brittle brass



with lazy curve,



fine wire,



hint-tint of golden laughter



give me my music.





simple subtlety



swells with complexity



jabbering hammering,



lilting wilting,



soft breeze wafting



to me o joy





the phrase turns,



the line flows,



stammers, wild utterance



. . . sweltering





river rhythms



rushing surging



pain joy joyous sorrow



ecstatic following



swallowed in the torrent.





the torment over



shivering puzzlement;



the lazy gray metal is cold to touch.
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'If anybody rings me, I'll be back at nine!'



The girl has gone before there's time to call



an answer back. It does not greatly matter:



nobody 'phones, or if they do, the line



is faulty and whoever tries will fail



to find this number. Somewhere in the clatter



of combinations shuffled at the sub-exchange



a relay sticks because of heat and stress



or for some other reason. The puzzled caller



hears dry silence, insect etchings or a strange



half-irritated voice which answers 'Yes?'



Technicians will tomorrow spot the failure,



apologies, perhaps, for routine tests.



Meantime the borer mines the hiding place



of silence in deaf cells behind the wires.



The lady of the house is busy knitting vests



for niece or nephew not yet born; her fingers race,



missing a stitch un-noticed as the muscles tire.



It's almost nine and nobody has rung



to leave a message for the girl upstairs



who does of course have 'phone-calls on occasions,



who is not unattractive, still is young



though does not take much care with what she wears.



No-one has 'phoned. The borers' small abrasions



— those broken songs the lonely leave unsung —



are all the distant dreamed-of caller ever hears.
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The Stack-Room





Finally the blackbird's beak has broken through,



has pecked away the yellowed weatherboard



beneath the eaves, and now he flies between



the ranks of filing cabinets, the tiers of shelves,



between those ageing papers and a window shored



with struts of dust against the outside blue.





Their structure cut, the buttresses reform



whilst he is causing storms of dust elsewhere,



prising away at archives long forgotten,



bringing to birth events that had been buried.



This room was locked by people with a flair



for smooth administration, bent to set a norm





of sheer consistency throughout the enterprise.



The files were piled with inconsistent claims



by angry clients, plans that aimed too amply,



letters left unanswered, interim reports



too near the truth for comfort; hence such pains



to store it safely all away; hence the cries





of 'Too much paperwork!' and Simplify



the premises and process of decision!'



Appropriate directives were prepared



consigning all the files to fire but then



the carrier forgot to call. Revision



never brought the matter up but let it lie.





And now the blackbird makes his ancient nest



from scraps of foolscap yellowed by the light



and crisply curled by tongs of heat and time.



Dartingly he disappears into that room



singing freely though confined in his flight,



making the dust dance gold, dance wild at his behest.
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Jocelin



Jocelin was a tall girl, and a girl who is tall is more tall than girl and may feel her strangeness and acquire the air of a little lost rabbit. Jocelin was too tall perhaps. One noticed her tallness and forgot she was a girl.


'Children,' she said, 'now we are going to sing. Stand up, form a circle and let us sing. .


One always seems to giggle when one mentions week-ends on Monday mornings, going back to the office or to whatever work one does. One giggles and winks and tries to be casual. She could not keep her eyes open and she felt bruised and crushed by big Peter's hands and body, which were the hands and body of one of the footballers of the town's team.


She had drunk too much; she had gone to bed too late; she had been made love to, under cover of drunkenness, by Big Pete, who did not want any responsibility and did not know how to take a girl without getting sozzled first.


Somehow she could not giggle and sighed instead.


'Peter smells', she thought. 'Perhaps because he is a Maori : you notice them in a bus or at the pictures.'


She thought of John and the thought of John was as clear and pure as that of a mountain air : John and Peter were two different things, or two different men. Does that mean anything?


The piano was playing; then she realized that she was hammering at the keys rather carelessly. The children in her classroom were trying to follow the tune but there was no tune and each child seemed to go his or her own way, forgetting the lines and forgetting the melody.


Jocelin closed her eyes and saw Father O'Reagan, the only priest who would go through, with her and for her, some perfunctory gesture he called absolution. She did not believe in the laving power of his words or his hieratic hand-lifting any longer, and still she could not think of doing away with them altogether. She felt like a dope-addict. Father O'Reagan grinned at her from behind the grates of his confessional. What's the use of repenting ? It'll happen again and again and again.'


Why did John leave her?


She looked out, on the play-ground with the swimming pool, and followed for a moment a few boys running after a ball and tackling one another under the drizzling rain.


The grass seemed greener and tired. It reclined on the ground and waited for the sun to come out. The hills of Waikato have the same hues at times. . . She saw herself on her father's farm, not so long ago, a country-girl wanting to go to town, where big footballers are fun and want to marry you. 'Does Peter want to marry me? Do I want to marry him ?'


She was too tired to stay and teach. She wondered if Mrs North would take her class so that she could go home.


She stopped playing, shushed the class, and said, 'Be quiet for a moment. I'll be back'. She went into the class-room next-door.
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'Oh Eileen', she sighed, 'I'm so tired. I don't know what it is, but I must go home. Would you take my class?'


'What is it, my dear. What's the matter?' Mrs North said.


Jocelin realized that now she had to tell her or tell a lie. Eileen loved knowing other people's affairs. 'Perhaps', Jocelin thought, 'it's because once you've been a farmer's wife, you always remain a farmer's wife, even if he's divorced you. Gossipping and being curious are the only things that seem to relieve monotony.'


'Nothing, Eileen', she said, 'Perhaps it's just my time to be off colour.'


'Oh dear', Mrs North said, why don't you get married? That's the best cure, you know.'


'Look at yourself', Jocelin thought. 'Maybe', she said. 'Would you take my class then?'


Well', Mrs North sighed, 'shouldn't you see the headmaster first? I wouldn't want to go over his head.' She smiled. Jocelin thought, 'Why doesn't she say she doesn't want to do it?' and said, 'I'll see Mr Donegan then. I shan't be a moment. Would you keep an eye on my class in the meantime?'


'Yes, I'll do that.'


On her way to the headmaster's office, Jocelin peered at her class from behind the window-pan6. The class was like a miniature bedlam, with a Lilliputian crowd milling restlessly over the small tables, around the desk and at the piano. It was like looking at people from the top of the Eiffel Tower, from the wrong end of some field-glasses. 'And you can't even spank the blasted brats,' she thought. 'You can't even think that you've thought you want them all drowned in that swimming-pool at times.'


She opened the door, peeked inside, waited against hope that the noise would abate, noticed a group of small boys fighting in a corner and a tiny blond fellow in tears, and felt her irritation grow.


'Oh God,' she said, 'they'll never be quiet again.'


'Quiet, children,' she said aloud, and banged gently against the door. 'Quiet, please. Mrs North will look after you. Nov, be good and don't let me down.'


Nobody heard her; she slammed the door shut again and walked towards the head-master's office at the end of the corridor.


The secretary was in the ante-room, behind her typewriter, and barely lifted her head when Jocelin went in.


'Hi', Jocelin said, 'is Mr Donegan in?'


'Come in, come in,' Mr Donegan said from his room. Shut the door', he said, 'sit down. What can I do for you? Anything wrong?'


She shut the door, sat down and said, 'I am not very well and I think I ought to go home.' 
And you think what you like. 'Can Mrs North take my class for the rest of the day?'


She was looking at him, from the other side of his desk, and did not really care who he was or what he was. She noticed again the wart on the side of his nose, that looked like an overblown fly on the side of a mountain, and his bald head and his large blue eyes. She felt as if she were on trial, one of those strange, undefined



revolutionary Middle-Eastern trials, where accused sit on ordinary chairs at the bottom of a pit-like enclosure, with the crowd looking down from the galleries and the court looking down from the bench, and the prosecutor gesticulating from the bare red-tiled floor.


Mr Donegan had come around close to her chair and was expressing his concern for her and how she should think of herself more and how the class was unimportant. 'You are working too much,' he said, and she did not know what he meant really. She said, 'Thank you. I'll be back as soon as I can.'


Standing up, she was taller than Mr Donegan, and Mr Donegan was just an old man with a wart and an incipient roundedness where the waist should have been.


'I don't want to teach,' she thought, 'I don't want to do anything but have a man and a family of my own.'


'Good-bye, Mr Donegan. I'll tell Mrs North.'Bye,' she said to the secretary. 'Get well quickly,' she answered and, when Jocelin was out, she shook her head and looked at Mr Donegan. 'I wonder . . .' she said. 'Since Johnny left her, she has been a different girl.'


Everybody seems to know everything about everybody else,' he said, and went out.


Now that Jocelin knew she could go home, her tiredness had disappeared. She walked along the corridor and looked at the doors and felt like pulling faces at the other teachers inside. 'You are so utterly stupid, useless and full of your own importance. Who cares about the brats?'


She thought of what was supposed to be a teacher's sacred duty and could not see any sacredness in it. 'We are supposed to bring them up good and nice, but then what happens ? 'All they need to be is farmers, rugby players and jolly good fellows. They'll be afraid of marrying a girl who dresses smartly or who seems to know more than they do.


Was that the reason why John had left her


The girls will want to catch a man and work him to death and have an American car and £10,000 in the bank.


Was that what she wanted of John ?


And, still, there are girls who marry for less.


With a sudden change, the weather had improved. The rain had stopped and she looked forward to her three miles by bicycle, from the school to where she lived, and the lazy day ahead. She would go home, open a tin, eat something, have a bath and lie on the carpet in front of the electric fire. She was glad her landlady would be away for a week, somewhere on a farm near Ruatoria.


Her class was in an uproar. Mrs North had not done anything about it and the children seemed to have run amok. She did not bother but went to Eileen's class and said, 'Mr Donegan says it's all right. I'll do the same for you some day.'


'I never feel sick,' said Mrs North tartly. How long do you think you'll be away ?'


'I don't know.'


'It's hard to have two classes,'Mrs North said. Then she saw Mr Donegan at the door and added, 'But I guess I'll manage. Now, you go and have a good rest.'





'Thank you; 'bye.'


Out of the school grounds the road, at that time of the morning, had little or no traffic, except for a few cars driven by women, and some delivery vans.


'I am glad I am not well,'Jocelin thought and smiled at her little lie, 'I could not face Peter tonight.'How funny it is that a tall girl seems to fit only one of these beefy, sixteen-stone human locomotors. When you've finished with one, you can only start up with another: it stays all in the team, a family affair.


It was not true, and she knew it, but she liked to dramatize. Actually, if she had been a man, and a girl had done to her what she had done to John, she would not have behaved in any other way. More than anything else, it must have been his pride; or, she could say, his lack of understanding. But a man like John does not break an engagement with a girl after he has been going around with her for three years. Perhaps the problem was: did she care for him? So, now, it was Peter. Who knows what Father O'Reagan will say? He should know, anyway. He knows what happened before John and with John, and should have enough imagination by now. But Father O'Reagan, of course, is not a man; he is not a woman either; he is something half-way, in between: he is a long-frocked priest. And priests are not quite normal, are they? Oh God, what did I say?


She went up Artillery Street, looked up at the twin rows of leafless trees, thought of the birds up there in the summer, said 'Hullo' to the pump attendant who had come out of his cubicle to put some petrol in the tank of a car. 'Look at him', she said. He whored and gambled and now hasn't got a penny to his name.'At the intersection, she got down from her bicycle and decided to walk on the pavement and look again at the shop windows. There was nothing new: the same colours, the same goods for sale, the same lack of imagination. She saw the bamboo curtain of the 'Expresso Coffee Bar' and saw the shop was open and went in. That was the centre of the intellectual life in the town : a few teachers, the unmarried ones, and the reporters from the 
Herald and one or two public servants sat there when they were off duty. But, truly, everybody was intellectual and artistic these days : it gave the necessary added interest in life. The watchmaker from across the road, who painted water-colours and the scenarios for the plays of the Theatrical Society, the grocer who wrote poetry, and all the clerks in the various solicitors' offices. What was the use of going to Paris, she mused, when she had everything here? Perhaps, she said, I want to go to Paris only to have two or three love affairs and I don't want to admit it.


There was only Herbert in the shop, and Julie. Julie was giving him a hand cleaning up and getting ready for the day's business.


'What are you doing here at this time?'Julie said. She had a typical country voice, a typical New Zealand voice, with drawls and nasals and distortions that one could never quite come to accept as only another, but just as good, facet of English. Her hair gave her face a spiritual, indefinable quality. People raved about her, after she had been elected Miss Country Town the year before, and they were proud of her achievements, the way they were proud of their prize-winning cows for the firmness of their flanks and their milk output.





Jocelin said, 'I did not feel very well. I was going home when I saw it was open and came in.'


'I'll make you some coffee.'


Herbert said, Jocelin, I am so worried about my costume. It doesn't fit me. I can't wear those trousers. They are too big.'


'Oh keep quiet,'Julie said. Jocelin can't do anything about them. She is in charge of the musical arrangements.'


'Gee . . .' he said, 'I'm afraid they'll have to do without me, if they don't fix my trousers.'


'You'd think he were the male lead,'Jocelin thought.


'Isn't he just like a girl?' said Julie, coming back. She was the leading lady, in spite of the fact that she could not sing. Everybody, however, had thought that 'Miss Country Town 'would look well on the notices and that — if she were in — her father would partly finance the show.


'What was the matter?'Julie said.


'Just Monday morning, I guess.'


'How is Peter?'


'All right, I think : he drank a lot last night and nearly smashed the car. Why?'


'No reason. I saw you two getting out of town yesterday after Mass.'


'We went to Morere,'Jocelin said.


'Did you have a hot bath ?'


The things people want to know ... and the reasons why they want to know. . Just curiosity, I guess. There were the thermal pools at Morere and three huts with small concrete tubs full of hot water, where one 
Had to get in without a costume '
because of the sulphur'. It does not mean, of course, that, if a girl and a boy go to the huts together, they have to get into the tub at the same time. And, anyway, what if they do?


'We didn't have a bath,' she said vaguely.


'Will you be at rehearsal tonight?'


'I'll have to see. Perhaps not.'


They sat, looking out; Herbert mumbled something from behind the counter. Jocelin stirred her coffee very slowly and then thought she had forgotten to pour any sugar in it.


She tried to catch what Herbert was saying and turned towards him when the bamboo curtain was pushed aside and she saw a man stand undecided at the entrance. He came in eventually and Jocelin recognized him: a travelling salesman she had met at her cousin's house three months before. He 'did' the town regularly, and she heard that he got mixed up with girls occasionally, but he was not a local boy and nobody knew exactly what he was like with a girl and the reputation of a girl was never really ruined. Furthermore, he was a foreigner, a chap from Holland or Italy, somewhere, and everybody knows that no good girl would be so stupid as to get involved with a man like that. There was a story about the little Droily girl getting into trouble with him, but that was a rumour. And, anyway, the girl was so young. . .





Jocelin remembered the boys she had met on the Continent or thought she remembered the way they were and he suddenly seemed to her like a plank of brightness in a sea of boredom and conventionality.


He recognized her and nodded and she said, 'Hullo there, Julius. Come and sit down here.'


'Hullo,' he said.


'You know Julie, don't you?'


Who doesn't? But perhaps she doesn't know me.'


I've seen you around town,'Julie said, 'I've heard about you.'


'Small world...'


'Are you working? I have always envied salesmen: their time seems to be their own . . Jocelin said.


'I should be working, but I don't feel like it. I envy all those other bees in shops and offices instead. I wish I had £30,000 a year tax-free.'


Who wouldn't ?'


'Well, what are you going to do ?'Julius said.


'About what?'


'The thirty thousand.'


Silly, that's just talk. . .'


'All right, then. What are you doing just now?'


A pick-up at this time of the morning, she thought, fancy that.


'I am going home, because I am not feeling well.'


'I'll give you a lift,' he said. 'I've got my car outside.'


'You foreigners . . .' Julie said.


'We what ?'


'You foreigners are so fast and smooth.'


'Keep them here for more than two weeks and they are foreigners no longer..'


I've got my bike with me,'Jocelin said.


'Leave it here. Where do you live?'


'Yes, do,'Julie said.


Well, why not?


Now she was resenting his presence. She regretted accepting the lift, asking him in, speaking to him at all. Life was already complicated enough as it was. For her, at least. Juilius was sitting in an armchair in the sitting room, while she was making her bed. Couldn't he see it was nearly a brush-off ? She never managed to get up in time to tidy her room before she went to school. And she had to have a bath.


'Jocelin . . .' Julius called.


'Yes . . .'


'Have you got a boy-friend?'


People don't ask questions like that.


'Well, have you ?' he said again.


The cheek.


'Why?'





'I was wondering . . .' he said. 'You are too tall; your dresses are too smart for a place like this; you don't seem to fit with the men around here. There are plenty of cow-cockies, but somehow I can't see you marry one of them.'


Apart from that, what else can you talk with a girl about? He thought there was nothing else a girl could really be interested in and that it was naïve and strained to tell them about the weather, the beauty of the flowers in the garden, the exhilarating experience of pig-hunting and rugby-scrumming.


Jocelin felt the directness of the question and warmed up to him, grateful in a way for what she took to be an interest in herself, in her own, big, personal self.


'I am tall, I am well dressed, I am clever. And that is me in three short sentences,' she thought. 'And I am not offended by his lack of propriety and he is not supposed to know anything about me.'


'I guess I'll marry a farmer, sometime,' she said.


He had been leaning against the door jamb, watching her and talking, and did not know what he wanted and whether he would get it and where the whole thing would end.


'What does it feel to be as tall as you?'Now that he had found out that she responded to that sort of personal approach, he decided to follow it and to remark on what was obviously her most noticeable characteristic.


'You know?' she said. 'It sounds corny, but I feel like crying at times. That is, I felt, I 
Felt, like crying at times. But then I got used to it and started to emphasize my tallness with high heel shoes and short dresses and so on. It is just another trick, but it helps, and one gets tough and thinks that all men are short and that one doesn't care.'


'How are you going to talk to a cow-cocky like this?'


'I won't.'


'That won't be hard. He'll keep milking his cows and saying that his wife used to be a school-teacher; you'll keep spending his money and carrying his children. Somehow it doesn't seem right to me. . .'


'I should be angry, Julius,' she said. 'You are saying too many things you oughtn't to. I shouldn't let you if I didn't think that you are not from here and that, where you are from, everybody behaves like you. Do they? By the way, where are you from?'


'From a piece of ground just like this : a bit older, maybe, a bit better. . .'


'Where?'


'It doesn't matter,' he said. 'I leave it to you people here to worry so much about the place you come from. Perhaps you do it out of an inferiority complex : you haven't got a tradition and you are trying to build one up. But the way you go about it is sickening.'


'Aren't you proud of the place you come from?'


'What for?'


'You must be Italian.'


'Why?'





'They haven't got any national pride usually.'


'Maybe they have overgrown the stage of tribal allegiances.'


'Are you Italian?'


'Ever been to Europe?' he said without answering.


'Yes. Most girls here have.'


'The finishing touches. . .' he said ironically.


'What do you mean?'


'Where did you go?'


'I went to France and Spain. But I only spoke English and I felt terribly out of place.'


'Did you go before or after your engagement?'


'Who told you I was engaged?'


Your cousin, three months ago. She told me you'd been terribly upset.'


'She talks too much.'


'Did you go before or after?'


Jocelin had finished making her bed and now gathered some stockings and other underwear from a chair and threw them into a drawer. She turned to look at him and said, 'Didn't you blush?'


'No,' he said.


That's hopeful.'


'Have you noticed how we talk about things and never seem to say anything definite?'


'Do we?'


'Jocelin,' he said, are you a virgin?'


'Yes. This is definite, isn't it?'


'It is. It must be hard.'


So that is how he starts making advances.


'You people have got sex on your brains all the time. We have discipline, self-respect,' she said.


'I see.'


'How easy it is to lie,'Jocelin thought.


'What do you see?'


'How everything runs smoothly here and how everybody outside the Anglo-Saxon world is a sex-maniac.'He was nearly sure that Jocelin had lied. As far as he knew, to find a girl still a girl at eighteen was a much more unlikely possibility than earning his thirty thousand pounds a year. But, on the other hand, she had positively said that no man had ever known her. Although it was difficult for him to imagine no 'moments of weakness', no 'sudden, irresistible impulses', no 'nasty deed' by some man or other, in Jocelin's life, no drunken parties, no curiosity, none of the usual justifications for her love affairs, he thought he ought to try and admit that there was just a chance, slim as it was, that Jocelin was still what she claimed to be. And that thought moved him slightly and made him look at her as if she were a rare specimen of a nearly extinct species.


'How do you like it here?' she said.





Imagine if the question wouldn't pop up sooner or later. 'What do you expect to hear?' he said.


'The truth:


'One is stuck.'


'We don't like to hear it.'


'I beg your pardon. It's very good.'


'You can always go back, if you don't like it here.'


'That's right.'


'Why don't you go?'


'My missionary spirit,' he said. 'These are still Pacific Islands, you know. I do feel you need being saved.'There was no point in explaining that a man has only a certain number of years to waste and throw away and move around and that, after-wards, he must stop somewhere.


'Let's have a drink,' she said.


'That's an idea.'


'Do you like whisky?'


'I am becoming civilized: I do.'


They had not moved till then, and he was still at her bedroom door when she brushed against him to come out and go to the drinks cabinet in the sitting room. He stood still as she went and said, 'You 
Are tall; but you are slender and doe-like.'


'If Father O'Reagan knew what I think,' she thought he wouldn't like it: 'You know,' she said, 'I was just thinking of Father O'Reagan and his eyebrows if he knew I am alone with a stranger.'


'Are you a Catholic?'


'In a way.'


'Isn't it all nonsense?'


'I don't know. What are you ?'


'An atheist.'


'Don't be ridiculous.'


'You are the one who is,' he said.


That seemed to end their discussion. She did not wish to analyze the validity or solidity of her beliefs, but she had an ingrained, indistinct notion that atheists are dangerous and on the fringe of either lunacy or stupidity. It was true her religion did not seem to help her much, but that was her fault, not the religion's or God's. However, she felt she liked Julius now. He was easy to talk to and to be talked to by and she did not want to have to be unpleasant.


Julius went back to the armchair and waited for Jocelin to go to him with a glass. She half-filled it with whisky and said 'Water?' and he said, 'Neat. I am the hero of an American novel written thirty years ago.'


'The prehistoric era.'


'Do you know any of the American writers?'


'Blasphemy,' she said. 'I am a good girl.'Then she laughed. Then she added, 'Can they write? The Americans, I mean ?'


'Well,' he said, 'of course they owe a lot to the English ones.'





'I thought so,' she said. Then she gulped her drink and shuddered and sat down and pulled faces. How can anybody. . . ?'


He drank too, and the drink affected him immediately and went to his head and made him feel easier and optimistic. It did the same for Jocelin, evidently, because she said, 'I never thought it could be like this.'


'What?'


'Everything. Let's get maudlin. . .'


'And cry a little? and sigh ?'


'You don't understand,' she said. 'Tell me I am slender and doe-like again.'


He told her and she drank again and said, 'Pull the blinds down, switch the fire on and then come back and say something. I thought I hated you half an hour ago.'


While he did what she had asked, she sat down and lay relaxed, with her eyes closed, thinking of indistinct shapes that looked like Johnny and had Mr Donegan's wart and Peter's skin and Julius's voice.


He came back at last and thought that perhaps he should do something and then he thought that these girls were different; that perhaps she gave him ideas but she did not really mean them and that he had better wait and see what game she was playing.


'Are you from here?' he said.


'No,' he said. 'I was born on the best little farm in the Southern Hemisphere; I bet all farms would look or be the same to you, but we've got 
Pride in our lousy stinking birthplaces.'


'Don't worry. I don't care. What else did you do?'


'Training College; Europe; teaching since I came back. I've been giving piano lessons to little snotty girls, too, and playing at theatrical shows.'


'A full life,' he said teasingly. 'That's why people need God, isn't it ?'


'Maybe,' she said. Although it never seemed to lead you anywhere. A girl starts somewhere, say on a farm; she ends up somewhere, say in a paddock, or in the rear seat of a car, or on a farmer's wife's Axminster carpet, talking to a salesman who doesn't sound like a salesman. That first boy who took me home, she thought, and I don't even remember his name and I waited for him and God didn't send him back and I was longing for it and I didn't know what it was. And John. And the blond South African rugby player who was just another sort of salesman like this one and I went after him and John didn't like it when I lost my head like that. And John. And Antoine who was such a lousy bastard, and Gustav who gave me a lift to Barcelona and wanted me to whip him, and this foolish, blundering Julius, and Peter, and John again. That was somewhere, wasn't it, this nowhere a girl does end up into?


The house, the street outside, another street further on, the shops, people like Mrs North and Mr Donegan and Julie and Herbert. But it is all right as long as nobody knows. The way things seemed to her, though, nobody was supposed to know what really went on. And that was good. Only Father O'Reagan knew about her, for instance, but he didn't matter.


'What does honesty mean?' shes asked. She was depressed again, but not the



same depression she had felt in her classroom, earlier in the morning. Why doesn't he do something to make me forget where I am?


'The fact is,' she said aloud and belligerently, 'that I could simply be called a bitch, but that I do not think of myself as one. You nearly made me laugh when you believed that I am still as I am supposed to be. What do you think I went with John three years for?'


'Engagement you call it, don't you ?'


'That's the name,' she said.


'Did you go to bed with him ?'


'How naive can you be?'


'Did he drop you?'


'You talk too much.'


'I want to know where I stand.'


'You'll never get anywhere.'


'Listen to me : shall I make love to you ?'


'You stupid fool!' she cried. 'You stupid fool — you have ruined everything.'


'Look here, what did you want me to do? Start pawing you without saying anything?'


'Whoever said that Continental lovers are marvelous?'


'Not I,'Julius said. 'Why do you get so upset? I would like to make love to you, really.'


'But can't you see? You've broken it; you are like a flat-footed elephant in a china shop.'


He looked at her wondering at what had happened, sure in a way that he had behaved logically and sensibly and just beginning to be impatient at what seemed to him an unnecessary raving.


'You've made me very unhappy,' she said.


'Try and get a Social Security benefit.'


'Don't try to be funny.'


Ask Father O'Reagan to help you, then.'


'He isn't any good when I am all gone and unnecessary-like.'


'Now you are the heroine of an American novel written thirty years ago.'


'That's the trouble here,' she said, that's the trouble: we are always half a century behind.'


He felt he had to go : Jocelin was like a discharged spring now and he should just put her to bed and see her again at some other time. There are always unforeseen spokes getting into people's wheels : what was the matter with her? 'I'll have to see her again when she is sober.'


'I think I'd better be going, Jo,' he said, 'but I'd like to make a date with you.'


'Where are you going?'


'Up the coast. But I'll be back on Saturday night and I'll take you somewhere on Sunday, shall I?'


'Don't bother,' she said. 'An awful lot of driving just for a tall girl.'


'I'll take you to Morere. I've got nothing else to do.'





'Why don't you start building a financial empire?'


'No guts. And I love my fellow-beings too much.'


'Laziness.'


'Maybe.'


'Stick to small girls; they are easier to handle.'And she was not sure whether she wanted him not to come back. But if he came, what would happen with Peter? She would stand by and watch them fight and she would be terribly flattered and pleased, like a lady of old at a knightly tournament.


'Bye, Jocelin. Thanks for the whisky.'


'Don't mention it.'


She did not see him out and he found himself walking towards his car, wondering what the little piece of world he was now on was to other people : a dot on a map, a handful of air under a naked tree.


He wished he had been working now.


Is there a girl by the name of Jocelin anywhere? He moved away from the house, then stopped and turned because he thought Jocelin might have come to the window. The blinds of the sitting room windows were still down; the place was dead and uninhabited. And as he was looking, it was as if, from the house, there came upon him the fundamental quality of the whole country, its essence, a representative sample of its utter loneliness and uncommunicativeness. 'And it isn't even as if it were haunted,' he thought. 'I wish I could believe in ghosts, because, at least, ghosts are something.'


And when he started the engine, Jocelin heard the growling and rustling away of the car and mumbled to herself, 'What did I bring you here for? I know you won't come back on Sunday.'



Renato Amato
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Penelope's Song





'... You must talk a well-cut oar and go on till ...'


— 
Book XI







When I was a girl my mind did wander



Over the hills and valleys of foam



Beyond the islands that held no wonder



To the lands where my husband felt at home.





Beyond the edge of the merchants sea-ways



Beyond the fields the farmers have sown



Beyond all thought of village byways



To lands no one but my husband has known.





For he came back from the ends of the earth



He came back to our hearts delight



He came back and with blow and curse



Set our own house to right.





He came back to our joy and our sorrow



He came back and told his tales



He came back his fields to harrow



But also to mend his long-ship's sails.





No longer a girl my mind will not wander



Over the hills and valleys of the sea



I am captured, imprisoned, by something far stronger



The thought that he never will come back to me.





'In the blackness of the tenth night the gods washed me ashore on Ogygia, the home of Calypso, the goddes with the beautiful locks. . .'


— 
Book XII






Indomitable soul! Where do we go from here?



I give her the old one two — Bit of flattery, make



it sound a bit old-fashioned, chivalry and all that, rake



in Helen for love interest, hint at some reason to fear



a god's animosity, work up a useful bit of sympathy via



tales of privations and what not yet keeping it poetical, slake



her thirst for someone to pity, the old Othello stuff, then take



courage in both hands and appeal for help. The mere



reciting should be enough to win a maiden's heart. But



what do we get? 'Was the weather fine at Ilium? My mother



said it always blew?'Would I like a cup of wine? What damn



fool game is she playing? She seems to have got into a rut



and a maiden-aunt-ish one at that with no men around or other. . .



Why I do believe she's just as scared as I am!




Llewellyn Richards
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