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Notes 

The editor extends his thanks to 
Christine Moir, for much invaluable advice and assistance, and for reading proofs. 
Gray Cameron, Business Manager. 
Grant Hammond, Advertising Manager. 
John Staniford, who designed the cover. 
All those who produced material at the editor's request. 
Acme Printing Works, for their patient co-operation. 
His sympathy to Rodger Mitchell, who was to have edited the magazine, but was unable 
to do so. 
It is unfortunate that Dr. Curnow, who was one of six poets asked to comment on a ques-
tionnaire, was unable to do so, since he was preparing for a lecture tour of the U.S.A. 
But we wish him success. 
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Editorial 

There are at least two reasons not to be satisfied with this magazine. The first is plain enough. 
The magazine purports to give a representative selection of student writing at Auckland University. 
This it does not do; to the best of my ability I have excluded bad poetry and prose; and I had, for 
reasons of space, to exclude some good material. The second reason is less innocuous. As a punc-
tuation mark in the book of student writing, 'Kiwi' is at best a tentative comma. It would be extreme 
to see the typewriter as modern man's answer to the Inquisition — as a sinister device which extracts 
ideas and then stamps on them with its neat jackboots. And it would be equally extreme to see 
'Kiwi' as the culminating point of a year's writing. Its usefulness lies somewhere between these two 
extremes. It's a pretty accidental event. Art, one hopes, goes on. . . . 

There is at present something of a vogue for decrying the excess number of first publications. 
But obviously enough, if one wants to, one has to start somewhere, and this is the peculiar function 
of a magazine such as this. Which can be both a good and a bad thing: the magazine can easily be 
a vehicle for the jejeune, the pretentious and the unskilled writer; but (as Olive Johnson reminds us 
in this issue) it can also contain the first appearances of poems by writers of the calibre of the 
late A. R. D. Fairburn. It is always necessarily a hazardous enterprise. The standards of any literary 
magazine are set by the material available. But in our case we can neither draw primarily on the work 
of established writers, nor hope for the same quantity of material from which to make a selection. 
We are in a state of constant and rapid flux. Which, again, is potentially either a good or a bad 
thing. 

However, even taking into account these obvious limitations, the amount of material submitted 
was very small. One always had the feeling that It Must Be Here Somewhere. But as the manuscripts 
trickled thinly in, it began to look as if the creative sphincter of the University was slowly and 
irrevocably seizing up; and even the minor flood over the last few days before copy closing did not 
dispell this impression. One was reminded of Peter Bland's remark in Charles Doyle's 'Recent Poetry 
in New Zealand,' that in our Universities 'We badly need an active and accessible sophistication.' This 
magazine does not claim to provide an instantaneous stimulus: nor, I hope, at the other extreme, 
is it an example of literary bedwetting. But it is divided into two sections; the first could be loosely 
called polemic, the second anthological. This seems necessary if the magazine is to have any dynamic 
function at all. 

The polemic section is made up of solicited articles, and has as its selective principle the observa-
tion quoted above. The two reviews and the drawings by Nikolai Juriss were also solicited. 

In selecting the poetry and prose, any critical criteria I had did not so much pre-exist as emerge 
from the material itself. Many of the poems were weighed down with adjectives. This usually indi-
cated one of two things: either the writer had only a vague idea of what he or she was trying to 
say, or had a clear enough idea but lacked the tools to say it precisely. Form was a major difficulty. 
Many poems were bad parodies of free-verse constructions. Lines were arranged in a particular order 
for no particular reason. So-called free verse, to be effective, demands discipline as well as acentual 
intuition, or whathaveyou. Any reader of Ezra Pound or William Carlos Williams, to mention two very 
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disparate poets, will have found this. Many of the poems submitted to me were just plain untidy, 
often lacking too the sort of kinetic tension which good use of language and syntax can create. There 
were two more faults which frequently went hand in glove: difficulty for difficulty's sake was one of 
the most prominent characteristics of the poems. Not content to let an idea speak for itself, to gather 
complexity by the very directness of its expression, contributors tended to hedge about their ideas 
with 'poetic' obfuscations to the extent that not only was the 'Gestalten' behind words and thing 
obscured, but the thing itself was quite lost — a case of not being able to see the forest for the 
trees; and with this often came an inability to end a poem successfully. I was sometimes excited 
by a piece, only to find that the poet took it too far, felt the need to draw some unnecessary con-
clusion, could not find the right place for the final full-stop or the right phrase to put behind it. 
Some protest poetry was submitted. It would have been included if the objections had been couched 
in original terms. Unfortunately, the suns were all very ordinary. 

About the prose contributions little can be said, since very few were submitted. Perhaps the odd 
free verse poet should try this medium. 

All this of course is unnecessary for the person who wants simply to read the material collected 
here. I have tried not to pontificate and not to state the obvious. Inevitably I have ended up doing 
both. The academic has a horny hide; nevertheless his apologues are frequently apologies. So the 
best thing one can ever do is get on and read the pieces for their individual merit. Remembering in 
this case that there are no conclusions to be drawn from the literary material as a whole: the poetry 
and prose is not a coherent collection which can, in choro, tell you anything about the abstraction 
'Student Writing.' 

Ian Wedde 
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6 Kiwi in the Closet 9 or The 
Possibility of a New Zealand Philosophy 
Rosalind Hursthouse 

When you ask a philosopher to answer the question "Could there be a New Zealand Philo-
sophy?" he immediately does a very unsatisfying thing. He sits back in his chair and says, "Well, 
that all depends on what you mean by 'a philosophy' and 'a New Zealand philosophy' and 'could 
there be?' and . . ." This sort of answer may be unsatisfying, but I submit that it is satisfactory, 
and is, in fact, the only way to answer such a question. 

Most people I have tried my first question on, "What do you mean by 'a New Zealand Philo-
sophy'," have waved their hands and started talking about what they call "the French Philosophy." 
I ask them to be more explicit and they mention Sartre, Camus, de Beauvoir, the Nouvelle Vague 
films, Existentialism, and so on. Let's examine this to start with. 

Talk about "the French Philosophy" seems to be talk about two different things; different albeit 
related. They are the following: (1) a group of authors, with the same nationality, writing in roughly 
the same period of time, with certain stylistic resemblances, and certain similar attitudes; and (2) a 
particular school of philosophy which goes by the name "Existentialism" which has been made fam-
ous if not notorious by Sartre and the people who know or knew him, in particular de Beauvoir 
and Camus. 

Let's begin by taking a look at (1). Does the existence of the sort of situation described by (1) 
constitute evidence for the existence of a philosophy? That is, if we have a group of contemporaneous 
authors, all of nationality X, with stylistic similarities and a common attitude (or attitudes) does it 
follow that ipso facto we have an X philosophy? This is rather hard to decide, because we have 
described the situation so vaguely. If, for instance, Sartre and Camus had had no influence but were 
just an isolated pair, would they alone constitute a French Philosophy? If not just these two, what 
about Sarftre, Camus and de Beauvoir? Or those three and Marcel? Or must there be more? How many 
sheep make a flock? How many authors make a philosophy? 

As soon as you answer this question you are well on the way to answering the question "Is 
there a "New Zealand Philosophy?" if, by "a New Zealand Philosophy" you mean that a situation 
such as that described by (1) exists in New Zealand. 

Apart from this minor quantitative difficulty, we also have a qualitative one. How are we to 
decide what constitutes similarity in style and attitudes? It seems fairly obvious that we do not expect 
all our authors to be the same. The similarities form a family of over-lapping resemblances. That is. 
Camus overlaps Sartre, and Sartre overlaps de Beauvoir, but de Beauvoir and Camus are not very 
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similar; Cocteau overlaps Camus, but has little in common with Sartre. That clears up an initial 
difficulty, but we are still left with the problem of deciding whether or not authors are members of 
the same style-and-attitude family. This decision tends to be subjective. One can never prove con-
clusively, for example, that Byron is a Romantic or a Classicist or both or neither. One's decision 
depends on what factors you count as relevant, how you interpret him and so on. 

This question of style and attitude brings me to another point. It is sometimes suggested that 
not only do modern French authors have similar styles and attitudes, but that there is something special 
about these attitudes — something that constitutes a philosophy, something unmistakably French, 
something which captures the quintessence of the French way of life. We then discover that this is 
not the sort of thing that we can find in New Zealand writing and wonder why. Is there no New 
Zealand philosophy to be captured and distilled in literary form? 

This is another view that needs unpacking. I'll begin with the attitudes which constitute a philo-
sophy, referring back to (2) above. 

There are many schools of writers who have what we call loosely "a philosophy." We talk about 
jhe Romantic school of poetry ard the Romantic philosophy; the Angry Young Men and their " — 
/ou Jack, I'm all right" philosophy: tiie Beats and their "cool it" philosophy. 3ut we tend to regard 
the "French Philosophy" as being a little different. Why? 

I suggest that it is for the following reason. In France at the moment we have a situation which 
.ve do not have in England, America or New Zealand. We have there an academic philosophy (that 
is, a philosophy which is taught and studied by academics) which is reflected in the literature. The 
other modern so-called philosophies which I mentioned (" — you Jack," "cool it") are not academic 
disciplines which are studied and taught. They are particular attitudes which a certain group of people 
have and express but nothing more. This makes French Existentialist literature something very 
special. It accounts for the strong similarities in attitude we find in contemporary French writ-
ing; the remarkable unity of the school as a school. The attitude survives regardless of subject 
matter, whereas in the angry and beat literature it is largely similarity of subject matter 
which I suspect determines our classification. (Anybody who writes about working class 
people or red brick universities is called an Angry Young Man no matter what his attitude; whereas 
many angry young men who write about something else are not; e.g., Auberin Waugh, who has the 
A.Y.M. iconoclasm, but who writes about the same sort of people as his father did, and in much 
the same style. I have never heard it suggested that he is an angry young man.) 

England, America and New Zealand, of course, have academic philosophies also; in fact, Eng-
land and New Zealand at the moment have the same one: it is usually called "linguistic analysis" or 
"analytical philosophy." (The Americans vary — roughly 50 per cent are part of the lingy school and 
the other 50 per cent are studying phenomenology.) Now whatever the advantages and defects of 
analytical philosophy may be, there is one point about it which is quite clear. It is not the sort of 
philosophy which can be reflected in literature. It does not lend itself to expression in fictional form, 
nor does it provide one with any clues as to one's "philosophy of life." From the fact that some-
one is an existentialist one may infer, with a fair amount of confidence, certain things about the way 
he lives and what his beliefs are. One may infer that he is very likely to have his own system of 
morals, founded on certain premisses about individuality; one may infer that he is likely to be a 
pacifist, an atheist and, if consistent, an anarchist (though lots of existentialists are not). But from 
the fact that someone is an analytical philosopher one canot infer anything. Some are Catholics, some 
are atheists, some are God-is-in-here-but-not-up-there people. Some are Communists, some are mildly 
left wing, some are rabid conservatives. Some have Victorian virtues and some are wildly immoral. 
Some of them are literary and write books; others are scientists or classicists or mathematicians. 

One can put an archetypal existentialist in a novel (Camus's "The Outsider") and thus, in fictional 
form, illustrate existentialism and the existentialist way of life. But one couldn't put an archetvpal 
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analytical philosopher in a novel and thereby illustrate the analytical philosophy of life, because there 
is no such philosopher and no such philosophy of life. Of course a particular analytical philosopher 
could well be a character in a novel (e.g., Dave in Murdoch's "Under the Net"), but the fact that 
the character was a philosopher would only be interesting padding — like his being a poet or an 
epileptic — and wouldn't determine how he was to think and act in the novel. 

The point of all this is to establish that when some people feel the lack of a New Zealand 
Philosophy they may be feeling no more than the lack of an academic "philosophy of life," and this 
brings me to the next point: is the existentialist philosophy typically French? Does it capture the quin-
tessence of the French way of life, and could we have a New Zealand philosophy which did the same 
for us? 

Well, of course, I would deny emphatically that there was anything peculiarly Gallic about exis-
tentialism. For a start it is not, as many people seem to think, an invention or product of the French 
nation. You could say it all began with Descartes (French), but one might equally well pick on Kant, 
Hegel or Nietzche (all German) or Kierkegaard (Danish), and just to confuse the issue we also have 
Jaspers, Hiedegger, the English Idealists of the 19th century and, going right back. Bishop Berkeley 
(whom Sartre quotes at the beginning of "Being and Nothingness"), to say nothing of Bergson and 
influential people such as Freud and Marx. 

To say, as I have heard people say, that existentialism is "Typical of the French," "The natural 
outcome of the history of France," is to talk nonsense. Well, perhaps not nonsense, but it is to say 
something for which no evidence can be given. Besides, it lands one in the dangerous position of 
talking about national character and characteristics. Before Sartre et al, in the 18th century, there 
was an age of reason and rationality in France; an age of cheerful humanism and a belief in the 
ultimate sanity of the world. There were Voltaire and Descartes and Diderot and so on ; all with a 
fairly cheerful outlook, a firm belief in morals of some sort and a healthy respect for science. Now 
did they have a typically French philosophy, or have the existentialists at long last found the True 
French Way? And, mutatis mutandis is analytical philosophy typically British because it is unemo-
tional or did we have the True British philosophy when we were muddling through to the Absolute 
in the 19th century? 

I would like to insist that no nation has a typical national philosophy in the above sense. Some-
times several individuals of one nation all study and write about the same sort of philosophy and all 
we can sensibly mean by "a typical X philosophy" (where "X" stands for French, British, German, 
etc.), is that several philosophers, with nationality X, at one period of time hold a number of philo-
sophical theses in common. 

If this is the case, i.e., that there is no essentially typical philosophy, then people who bemoan 
the lack of a New Zealand philosophy in this sense are doomed to everlasting disappointment. No 
one will ever write a book or poem which captures the essence of the New Zealand philosophy of 
life, for the New Zealand philosophy of life is a myth, just as the English or French or American 
philosophies of life are myths. They are myths which are encouraged and perpetrated by Time-maga-
zine-type slick over-simplification. For example, Jacques Barzun has written an essay entitled ^Amer-
ica's Romance With Practicality," which is a staggering example of this sort of thing. The entire 
history of America is packed into thirteen pages; a certain emphasis is placed on the pioneers — their 
rugged lives, the lack of a pre-existing culture to be assimilated — "practicality" is given an incredibly 
vague definition which resembles the utilitarian happiness, a swift mention of William James and Prag-
matism, some sweeping generalisations about the American national philosophy, and in conclusion, a 
rather charming paradox about practicality becoming mystical. Full of sound and fury, etc. Before 
one tries to write this sort of thing, one should always ask, I think, "Could I write an essay supporting 
a different view with equal ease?" and if one rearranged Barzun's remarks, mentioned other philoso-
phers and emphasised different aspects of history, one could I suspect construct a comparable essay to 
he called "America's Involvement With Platonism." 
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I have attacked Barzun's myth-making severely because it comes very close to that which most 
people are wanting when they talk about a New Zealand philosophy. As Barzun emphasises pioneers 
and practical Puritanism and the lack of a ready-made culture, our myth-makers emphasise isolation, 
provincialism, the rugged landscape, and attack our failure to throw off our English culture. It is, 
of course, a good thing to study one's own country and realise that it is not the same as others; to 
accept the fact that we are not suited to becoming the England (or America) of the Pacific, but 
the attempt to extract from these small facts a philosophy of life, a distinctively New Zealand pat-
tern, is futile. 

To say this in no way commits one to saying that there is not something special about life 
in New Zealand, nor to the old cliche that "life is the same everywhere basically." We all know that 
living in New Zealand isn't the same as living in England, France or America. But it must also be 
realised that a judgment to the effect that this novel is unmistakably about New Zealand, that this 
poem is really about life the way we live it here, will be largely subjective, influenced by what the 
person who is judging knows and believes. Overseas readers may be impressed by the authenticity of 
a New Zealand novel which we find artificial and inaccurate, and even opinions among New Zea-
landers may be different. For example, the Crump novels have been hailed as typical New Zealand 
sagas, but as far as I am concerned, if I may make a subjective judgment, they could be set in 
Australia, Canada, America or Scotland and I wouldn't be a bit surprised. The Crump characters do not 
lead the sort of life I lead; they do not know the same scenery, have the same attitudes or even speak 
the same language as I do. 

Finally, what am 1 to say in conclusion? Am I to give a straight "yes" or "no" to the question 
"Could there be a New Zealand philosophy?" By now it should be quite clear that (a) I cannot 
give a straightforward answer and (b) that anyone can answer the question himself as soon as he 
has decided exactly what question he is asking. All one has to do is formulate one's criterion for 
there being such a philosophy and then decide whether or not they are fulfilled. If you demand 
nothing more than a group of contemporaneous authors (say six), with style and attitudes in common, 
then we haven't a New Zealand philosophy at the moment, but there's no reason why we shouldn't 
acquire one. If you demand an academic philosophy taught in New Zealand universities and reflected 
in our literature, then we certainly haven't that and probably won't get one until Britain goes back 
to speculative metaphysics. If you demand a school of writers, or a way of thinking which captures 
the quintessence of the unique New Zealand way of life, then there is not and cannot be such 
a philosophy. 
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Comments on a Questionnaire 

Six New Zealand poets were asked for written comments on an extract from Allen Tate's 
book 'The New Provincialism.' The extract was the real point of departure; the questions 
following it, although direct, were intended more to delineate as much as possible the 
area of discussion. 

The whole thing is an attempt to bring into direct confrontation the views of those poets 
on the long-standing question of regionalism in New Zealand poetry. 

'Regionalism is that consciousness or that habit of men in a given locality which influ-
ences them to certain patterns of thought and conduct handed to them by their ancestors. 
Regionalism is thus limited in space but not in time. 

The provincial attitude is limited in time but not in space. When the regional man, in 
his ignorance, often an intensive and creative ignorance of the world, extends his own 
immediate necessities into the world, and assumes that the present moment is unique, he 
becomes the provincial man. He cuts himself off from the past, and, without benefit of 
the fund of traditional wisdom, approaches the simplest problems of life as if nobody had 
ever heard of them before. Society without arts, said Plato, lives by chance. The provincial 
man, locked in the present, lives by chance.' 

1 Where do you see Mason, Fairbura and Curnow in terms of this statement? 
2 Would you describe New Zealand verse now as either essentially regional or pro-

vincial? 
3 In terms of your answer to the previous question, do you think this trend is toward 

greater vitality or accomplishment? 
4 Where do you see yourself as standing in relation to the two viewpoints? 
5 Are these alternatives — the regional or provincial — relevant criteria in an appraisal 

of New Zealand verse, or is there some other issue that seems to you much greater 
in import? 
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Louis Johnson 
Geographers' Day Dream 

Geographic analogies have never seemed to me to be adequate for the purpose of determining 
aesthetic questions. I could not, therefore, answer your first four questions without accepting more 
of Tate's dicta than I do. Dicta of this sort do lead to the dangers of asking questions like: 'where 
do Mason, Fairburn, Curnow (or oneself) stand' in relation to somebody else's aesthetic? Which in 
turn leads to wrongful reading, bad teaching and false critical evaluations. We have done enough 
of that sort of thing on our own account, and the time has surely come where we must try to read 
our own poets for the detail, and the differences, they have themselves provided. We owe it 
to them not to fit them out with overcoats or uniforms imposed out of a collective wish to attain 
national, regional or local identity. These must remain as incidental, extra-curricular matters — Unless 
the poem itself, the poem being studied, requires them. 

The setting-up of geographic analogies seems particularly self-willed. If one is going to erect 
them, why not go for the widest and most inclusive available? Tate seems to me to merely re-
assemble the old Classic/Romantic dichotomy in terms of landscape and the personal needs of a 
Southern Gentleman. There are other, possible views of regionalism, provincialism and geographic 
analogy in the arts that we ought to look at before taking Tate too seriously. There is Sir Kenneth 
Clark in his talk to the English Association called " Provincialism" (available in pamphlet from 
Oxford Press). He sees provincial culture as being in many ways a reflection of urban culture. The 
city is a centre of style; style emanates from it, moving out like ripples to inform or infect the pro-
vinces. Lewis Mumford tells us that the Western coconcept of culture is essentially the product of 
cities; so that any geographical analogy in defining the arts ought to make room for consideration 
of Urban and Rural influences as well as Provincial and Regional. 

It seems to me that Tate, upholding a regionalist (Classicist?) position, is using it to hold at bay 
the more awkward and personal question of why any man is content to continue writing minor 
verse in an age which has little time for any of it, and in which the teaching emphasis insists there is 
only time to consider the best. 

I resist Tate's definition most in the area for which he would probably claim its greatest 
strength: the regard for tradition. Tate's concept of tradition (the tradition of the Southern Gentle-
man) implies so many other things that I find repugnant — racism, slavery as a source of wealth, 
religion — that his tradition must necessarily take on some of the tarnish of these implications. 
If he sees tradition as a geographic phenomenon, and through it, the tradition of poetry as well, I 
can only say that it must be resisted, certainly not accepted and hallowed. Both Fascist Italy and 
Nazi Germany held regional (officer and gentleman) traditions. Great works of art upholding those 
traditions do not exist. The works that came from those countries at the time were against the 
prevailing geographic tradition; would this mean they are provincial in Tate's terms? I rather think so. 

Is there, in fact, any great danger in an artist approaching "the simplest problems of life as if 
nobody had heard of them before"? How many concentration camps should Georg Anders have experi-
enced before considering the practice sufficiently "traditional" to warrant his writing "Song of the 
Austrians in Dachau"? 

Isn't it one of the purposes of poetry to enable the reader to see, to experience newly? Isn't 
any good poem in some way trying to revolutionise our almost traditional blindness? So it seems to 
me that something very important has been left out between the two blinkers of Regionalism and 
Provincialism that Tate wants us to wear. But the responsibilities and the art of poetry, I believe, 
must lie outside that wilfully narrowed view. 
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Mark Young 
I start by saying that I read poetry out of a DESIRE to read poetry and do not — either at 

the time of reading or later — care or consider whether the poet is regional, provincial, an onanist 
or whatever. 

My main concerns with other people's poetry are: how close to my heart is it? how does it 
sound? and these, of course, are not academic criteria. 

New Zealand poetry, to me, is a desert with few oases. There are poems written here that move 
me, but these come from only a few people and 1 can find no poet here who moves me continually 
as, say, I am moved by Han-Shan, LeRoi Jones or Carlos Williams. 

Also, I have no interest in whatever literary squabblings or placings go on here. I am an anar-
chist when it comes to the dried goose turd of politics in art — I would throw shit at everybody. 

I leave it to others to determine the traits, trends and schools of poetry, for it holds no interest 
for me. If it did, I would do it professionally. 

C. K. Stead 
1 None of them is 'provincial' quite in Tate's sense. Perhaps it is more important to say 

that Curnow *s a major poet, Mason and Fairburn minor ones. 
2. What is 'New Zealand verse'? When is 'now'? Either 'regional' or 'provincial' as a general 

answer would be meaningless. 
3. For my own purposes as a writer, I am the 'trend.' I can hardly be expected to describe it 

from the outside. 
4. I hope I do not 'live by chance.' I hope I never suppose I can do without my share of 

lucky chances. 
5. They are one set of criteria, possibly useful if properly understood. They have once or 

twice been used here in a way Tate never intended. His 'provincialism' is the local consciousness 
without a sense of history; his 'regionalism,' the local consciousness which possesses that sense. His 
'new provincialism' is the modern extension of the provincial consciousness to 'universal' proportions, 
doubly abstracted — from history and from hard fact — so that the sensibility is devoured by abstrac-
tion, and literature starved of its staple diet. It is important to notice, however, that Tate does not 
see the 'regional' consciousness as complete and self-sufficient. Ideally it is enriched by whatever 'supra-
national culture' the region inherits. 

I would guess that these formulations become fully meaningful only at the point when they take 
a practical form and cease to be theoretical — in other words, when there is something to be written. 
And a correct understanding of them will not. of course, guarantee good literature. 

Other criteria? It is desirable that poets should write well. 
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Peter Bland 

1. In Tate's terms I see Fairburn and Curnow as somewhat more regional than Mason. Come 
to think of it, in Tate's terms, they're also more provincial. 

2. As New Zealand is limited in time and space then our poetry must be both regional and 
provincial. Its special qualities as well as its more general inabilities to 'gell or achieve a free stand-
ing quality' seem to me to be a direct result of its being adrift between both. Owen Leeming (Recent 
Poetry in New Zealand) notices that our poetry draws 'rather indiscriminately' on two different sources 
— one free-flowing and concerned with developing images, the other fragmentary and explosive. The 
former he calls 'poetry of the imagination' (Tate's regionalism?); the latter he calls 'poetry of the intui-
tion' (Tate's provincialism?). He says that this is a contest between the post-conscious and the pre-con-
cious mind, and that as New Zealand 'is just becoming conscious let alone post or pre' you would 
expect our poets to draw upon both. That this does in fact happen, regularly and often within single 
poems, would not be difficult to demonstrate. Leeming further states that the intuitive element is 
stronger in New Zealand poetry than it is in English poetry. Leeming's alternatives seem to me to 
be just another way of coming at the same problem as Tate's. 

3. Where 'vitality or accomplishment' occurs in post-war New Zealand poetry it does so in a 
more fragmentary, personal and 'provincial' way than formerly. This is not to say that the best 
poetry of the '60's is better than the best poetry of the '30's — just different. At the moment the 
best New Zealand poetry of the '60's lacks the same kind of central control authority or unifying 
principle that underlies the best poetry of the '30's. It has less to do with New Zealand as a 
spiritual or geographical totality. It is more interested in basic problems of human identity and action 
seen through immediate experiences and personal particulars. This concern does not, to my mind, rule 
out the importance of locality or of man's past. The trend in modern poetry generally seems to have 
been toward 'seeing the present moment as unique.' A good deal of the best modern poetry has also 
been written by emigres and expatriots (Lawrence, Eliot, Graves. Durrell), who wrote about and within 
a chosen or accidental locality rather than their own given one. The point is, one can be acutely 
aware of the spirit of a place and of one's committment to it without having had one's immediate 
ancestors or tribe inhabit that place. Conversely, one's being may select its own ancestry. Surely 
most people these days are not settled or secure enough in themselves to be able to recognise Tate's 
regionalism as anything other than a disciplined and proper nostalgia. 

4. In Tate's terms T must see myself as a provincial man committed to an accidental locality. 
However, I do feel that I am not totally without 'a fund of traditional wisdom,' though this is, per-
haps mainly limited to my own five senses and largely bound up with such ancient institutions as 
hearth, home, the climate, the kids and the Mrs. Armed with a diminished supply of instincts, omens 
and superstitions — and 'living solely by chance' — T catch the 8.30 a.m. Wellington unit with all 
the trepidations of primitive man emergine from his dreamtime in order to inhabit a purely 'regional' 
office where (to paraphrase Tate) 'the habit of men in a given locality influences them to certain 
patterns of thoueht and conduct handed to them bv their bosses.' 

5. Tate's alternatives seem to me as relevant to the New Zealand scene as any critic can make 
them! However, any borrowed criteria, particularly that of regionalism, must have a limited applica-
tion once it is removed from its own region. 
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K. O. Arvidson 

Tate's distinction between regionalism and provincialism is one of those cultural abstractions that 
have tremendous intellectual appeal, but very obscure practical usefulness. The intellectual appeal 
lies in the almost mathematical niceness with which the two areas are defined. The regional man illu-
minates the area of his experience with his consciousness of tradition; the provincial man illuminates 
areas he can never experience with his consciousness of himself. And the practical difficulty of Tate's 
distinction rests in the fallacy that the two kinds are opposites, and exist separately. In fact, the dis-
tinction becomes useful in the study of literature, of poetry in particular, only when the kinds dis-
tinguished are seen to be not opposites, but reciprocal aspects of the creative writer. Good art does 
take up traditional values; but unless there is to be cultural stagnation, that art must advance them 
— reveal them in new ways, refine upon them with new precisions of language, discover them in 
new forms. The artist is not merely the sink of impressions described by Eliot, as Eliot knew very well. 
He is also in some way a cultural antenna, transmitting himself in all directions in a kind of patient 
exploration, and recording the unpredictable echoes as well as he can. Their value will depend upon 
how sensitively he receives them, and how fully he gives expression to them. Life comes before Art, 
indeed. But only chronologically. The best art is equal to life. These too are reciprocals. 

Having eliminated the possibility of doing so, I prefer not to apply Tate's distinction to Mason, 
Fairburn and Curnow. All kinds of categorisation are destructive, and when the categories in question 
don't seem real anyway, at least as far as poetry is concerned, the task is out of the question. The 
one thing that could be done is to study the movement of the regional-provincial pendulum within the 
work of each poet. But the best work of each is achieved only when the two terms are in harmony, 
as in Curnow's Spectacular Blossom for example, or Fairburn's The Cave, or Mason's Old Memories 
of Earth. And space is against the discussion of their inferior work necessary to show that Tate might 
have something after all. 

A major term in Tate's essay is place. Poetry in New Zealand has been bedevilled by the sense of 
place since the days of the pioneers. The sense-of-place problem was essentially that of the individual who 
tried to locate acquired values in a place that had not contributed to their development. In the visual 
arts it seems to be still a problem. Painters like McCahon have battled hard to discover an antipodean 
significance for the central facts of Christianity, for example, related as these are to the seasons of 
the northern hemisphere. In poetry, the problem has gone further. Only Curnow perhaps, and to a 
lesser extent Fairburn, have successfully drawn place and values to a poise. Subsequently, because 
of the emancipation their work and Glover's and Robin Hyde's and Charles Brasch's achieved, the pro-
blem has become a double one. There are those poets who still examine place; there are those who 
choose to ignore it. Those who examine it, and they usually concentrate on its social phenomena, are 
in general either too myopic to discover the values in it that people like Curnow found there, or 
too lacking in values themselves to illuminate what they find. Bland and Doyle alone have made 
some progress. Those who choose to ignore place, in order perhaps to devote themselves more freely 
to the traditional pursuits of poetry, are the true legatees of poetic development in this country. 
Smithyman, Campbell, C. K. Stead are in this gro U p. The important thing to realise about this group, 
the grand qualification to show that I don't really hold with categorisation at all, is that they none 
of them after all have abandoned place. It is simply that they have not felt obliged to peer at it. 
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That job had been done before them. They are free to move forward. It is significant surely that M. 
K. Joseph, himself one of the precursors, and by far the wittiest of them, should have discerned in 
Vincent O'SulIivan's recent Our Burning Time a fusion of three ideas of place — Greece, Ireland and 
New Zealand — in a single cultural vision: ours. The horizons are expanding. And the more poets in 
this country recognise the freedom that is progressively theirs, the further they'll advance. As for 
myself, I can only hope that my awareness of the country that has formed me carries over in some 
way into what I write. But I haven't written about cabbage trees or the Haast yet, so I'd hate to 
have to prove that it does. 

With the progressive emancipation of poetry here, as more and more it finds more to say and 
less to stumble on, criticism will become more purely aesthetic, and less shackled to critical precepts 
of the geographical-political-sociological-ideological, etc., variety. One important phase has to be entered 
upon first, I think. It is the phase of biographical criticism. Already there is something of this sort 
in motion. The fruits of work at present variously in hand will begin to appear in a year or so. 
Only then and in the years following will the literature of this country enter its final dimension. 
Art equals life, is in fact its crystallisation in aesthetic form. From now on we want as much as 
we can get of the whole equation. 

(Dr. Allen Curnow was to have contributed to this, but was unfortunately unable to do so.) 
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The Idea of a University 

Walter Pollard 

As I write these lines the tragi-comedy of the Godfrey affair still lingers on in our minds, and 
it seems to me that the whole farcical business has in some way set the tone for any subsequent 
investigations into the role of the university. I shall accordingly pitch this sketch in the same key 
of low comedy. 

But the subject is too vast, and I would like to confine myself to a few considerations on 
the role of the 'Humanities.' 

The first consideration that comes to mind is the inescapable conclusion that we have failed 
most lamentably. There was a time when the university revolved around the Queen of Sciences — 
Theology. Yet men remained obdurately vicious. Then it was handed over to the Humanities, but man 
still remained incorrigibly barbaric. Now the scientist is in the ascendant and, since he cannot pos-
sibly make a worse mess of it than we have, let us bow ourselves out gracefully. 

The second consideration is the amazing pliancy displayed by the Universities in their career 
through successive forms of society. They started as technical schools within the Mediaeval cities. They 
became theologically orientated institutions for the production of literate administrators. They became 
Training Colleges for the formation of a governing elite. The University can be all things to all 
societies. Now it is again a mixture of Technical Sschool and Training College . . . da capo. 

But somewhere along the line the Universities assimilated a very noble ideal. The idea of a 
University as existing for the disinterested pursuit of knowledge, as opposed to the imparting of 
technical competence in some professional sphere. The University existing for the student as opposed 
to existing for society. 

This tendency can equally well be expressed as a perverse preference for teaching subjects which 
have absolutely no social utility whatsoever. The Arts as opposed to the Crafts. Architecture as 
opposed to Construction Engineering. Literature as opposed to Journalism. Classics as opposed to 
Commercial Japanese, and so forth. 

Of course if these useless subjects are taught there has to be a reason — especially in a society 
like this one which has no parasite class exonerated from the burdensome business of earning a 
living and consequently able to devote a few years to the acquisition of a purely personal culture. 
There has to be a reason — but what can it be? 

The first reason is probably prestige. Apart from the national paraphenalia like a Flag, a 
National Bank and a Government, a country nowadays, in order to present an image of itself as a 
civilising force, has to possess the external and visible signs of a culture: Chamber Music, Security 
Police, Ballet and a University. These things look good, and in the ultimate analysis, that is why 
they are maintained at the public expense. Not to do things, but just to be there in case someone 

20 



were looking. Let us take a few samples. Take a look at Auckland. Then meditate upon the fact 
that there is in existence a Department of Town Planning. Does it not seem that the original idea 
was that there should be a Department of Town Planning free to advise, and City Fathers free 
to ignore the advice? Thus the business men are free to get the most commercial city, the rate-
payers the cheapest city, New Zealand the ugliest city, and everyone is happy. And we have a Depart-
ment of Town Planning just to prove that we really do care. 

Look at what happened when the Fine Arts gave an opinion on a piece of Engineering Construc-
tion. . . . 

And it is the same with the Department of Political Studies. If only the educated end-product 
were in every way indistinguishable from the uneducated raw material fed in, there would never have 
been all this fuss. 

If every Department could only prove that it did absolutely nothing, that education had abso-
lutely no effect on any student, then how happy everyone would be! But when the University starts 
to produce educated people who are not in every way identical with the uneducated, then things have 
to be looked into! 

For the really awful problem facing the present society is: what to do with the waste product. 
That is, the Graduates. For the University has one terrible defect — it produces graduates in large 
numbers. And what on earth is Society to do with them? Just by looking at a daily newspaper one 
can see the frantic enthusiasm shown by this society to obtain the services of the educated — the 
advertisement columns filled with demands for 'Graduates, preferably those possessing First Class 
Honours.' Look at the way the Business World eagerly seeks to employ the educated; look at the 
scores of jobs in Administration thrown open by the Government every year to First Class graduates. 
Seriously ask yourself of what earthly use is education to the student in his future career? If at 
only one point at least in this society there were a demand for the educated, then there would be some 
point in producing them. But as it is one is engaged in the production of something no one will 
even look at. How fortunate New Zealand is to possess such perfection in Business, Public Service and 
Administration, to the extent that the infusion of graduates would merely prove to be a drag upon 
their efficiency. 

But if one really lends one's mind to it one can put almost anything to some use. So even a 
White Elephant like a University can be made into something practical by turning the Humanities 
into an extension of Teachers' Training College. 

Thus all subjects which are not of immediate use to society can be made indirectly useful as a 
training for teachers who will teach these subjects. The only trouble with this idea is that it is 
a closed circuit. Like the Nitrogen Cycle, in at one end and out at the other for all eternity. The 
University produces teachers who produce students who become teachers and so on ad infinitum. But 
this is idiotic. One can make a case either for teaching a subject which is of use to society, or an 
equally good one for teaching a subject which is o f use to the student. But no possible case can be 
made for teaching a subject solely in order to produce other people to teach it to other people to . . . 

Take the study of History as an example. Only those students with a vocation will become His-
torians, say about 2%. That justifies the teaching of the subject to that 2%. The teaching of the subject 
to the remaining 98% can be justified in either of two ways: either that, in these days, a Democracy 
cannot hope to survive as a Democracy with an uneducated electorate, and that no task is of more 
immediate urgency than the production of that indispensable educated electorate; or it can be justi-
fied on the grounds that it is an excellent exercise for the intellect and that no man can be con-
sidered educated who has not a knowledge of History. But no case can be made for History if it 
produces neither intelligent individuals nor an educated electorate, but only teachers of History whose 
sole function is to produce more and more teachers of History. 
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To teach someone to teach is one thing, but it has nothing to do with teaching someone to think. 
It is not that these two functions are incompatibl It is just that there is no necessary connection. 

The 'socially useless subjects' can only be justified by their use to the student as an individual. 
The Humanities are to the mind as the gymnasium is to the body. Either they are that or they are 
nothing. The production of teachers, as we have shown, justifies nothing. The studies of Greek, Music, 
Literature, the Fine Arts (to name but a few), are activities without which society can survive per-
fectly well. They exist solely for the personal culture of the student, they exist solely as a gym-
nasium for his mind. And for this reason it matters very much (is a Bad Thing) that the Final Year 
of University study is not so much the culminating point in the education of the student as the ante-
chamber to the Teachers' Training College. 

But this leads us back to the dilemma already posed — if the graduate did not disappear into 
the teaching profession, where would he go? New Zealand after all has no Foreign Legion. It seems 
a pity that a degree could not be conferred in strict anonymity so that the poor graduate could 
avoid the stigma attached to it and pass as a perfectly normal man or woman. . . . 

The answer would seem to be 'Abolish the Humanities!' And I would be all for it if I did not see 
the most appalling social consequences. For basically New Zealand Society is organised for the pur-
suit and worship of wealth. With money, motor bike and moll as the goal held up for our strivings. 
Where will one find the unsung heroes who have put these ideals into practise? In prison, I suppose. 
And where are to be found all the unfortunates, all the pitiful maladjusted who, through congenital 
inferiority or sheer absence of talent in rat-racing, cannot accept this society as perfect? In mental 
hospitals is my guess. If the University does not take these people in charge, the prisons will overflow, 
the mental hospitals will come apart at the seams. For we alone can canalise their critical and mis-
directed energies into socially innocuous patterns of behaviour. We can make them teachers. And 
they can be taxed upon their earnings. So it is cheaper (invincible argument!) to have a University 
which can turn a thousand misfits into taxable material than to have more prisons and hospitals which 
are not economically viable institutions; and so the University must continue to exist. 

But is this enough? For in the final analysis the University is not to produce governing elites, 
nor competent professionals, nor even sheep-like taxable citizens. It is to produce thinking human 
beings. And this it can do. But not so long as Society resolutely ignores its products. For the crux of 
the matter is that the University is not an institution for producing or disseminating ideas, it is merely 
an inslitution where the young mind becomes tough enough to produce its own. One thing we do 
know: each generation has ideas differing from those of the preceeding generation. And whatever 
ideas the students may finally adopt, they will be their own ideas, not ours! And if Society rejects 
the educated, it is not rejecting the University (which would be fair enough), but it is rejecting the 
educated section of New Zealand's rising generation. 
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Prospects of a Professional Theatre 
in New Zealand 

Chris Smithyman 

THEATRE is "a minority art." The speaker was Clifford Williams, an Associate Director of the 
Royal Shakespeare Company, in a radio broadcast this year. In the present highly-competitive enter-
tainment system in New Zealand, professional theatre cannot support itself unaided. Besides, New 
Zealanders will no longer patronise live theatre activities the way they did when grandmother first 
met grandfather. Yet even if they did it would, as has proved the case in Britain, be insufficient to 
maintain consistently high production standards without skimping elsewhere. But if Britain is to be 
taken as the exemplar of live theatre revival, New Zealand's own revived professional theatre must 
be subsidised on similar lines. 

In Britain the revitalised professional theatre movement, coinciding with a new energy in modern 
dramatic writing, hopes ultimately to establish a series of independent repertory theatres tightly inte-
grated with the life of their particular communities. New Zealand has not the population required 
for such an ambitious scheme of regional theatres, instead we are to have our theatre groups virtu-
ally confined to the four main centres. Virtually, because it has been envisaged that the established 
theatre groups in Dunedin and Christchurch shall continue tours much as they have done in the past, 
though considerably reduced in scope, and that there will be an interchange of successful productions 
and personnel from one centre to another. 

Depression and the spread of the cinema probably killed popular live theatre in New Zealand in 
the 'thirties. The 1948 tour of the Old Vic Company with the Oliviers reinvigorated public interest in 
professional New Zealand theatre. Coincidentally there had been a phase of dynamic growth in amateur 
theatre groups in New Zealand, both the cause and effect of the formation of a New Zealand Drama 
Council in 1945. 

So it was with high expectations that Richard and Edith Campion returned from overseas to 
found in October, 1952, their New Zealand Players' Company. The first production began rehearsals 
in April, 1953, opening in May of that year in Wellington. At the end of the home season the pro-
duction was sent on a national tour to stimulate public interest. As it was then constituted the company 
was the product of private initiative and private investment. It was intended to conduct it initially as 
a non-profit concern. 

In 1956 the situation was reviewed. Although it was revealed that in the second year of the 
company's existence it had made a profit, after overcoming initial losses, the New Zealand Players' 
Company was reincorporated as a public company. Richard Campion, then director of the company, 
urged that there should be a £3000 subsidy forthcoming each year — "a sort of money-cushion to 
absorb the inevitable fluctuations which will always occur." 
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But by 1957 it was clearly evident that the company was not likely to achieve parity, let alone 
profit. Yet the belief persisted that a national professional theatre could most successfully be con-
tinued in the format of the New Zealand Players' Company. 

By July, 1960, the company was defunct. Phase one in the re-emergence of professional theatre 
closed abruptly in Napier with A View From the Bridge. 

And what could be seen? 
Firstly that successive governments, from 1955 to 1960, had subsidised the company from the 

lottery profits to the extent of £31,000. 
"These funds," said the acting-chairman of the Players, "had been inadequate." 
Secondly, that although between 1953 and I960 about 28 plays had been performed, and seen 

by a total national audience of almost one and a quarter million people, public interest in the Players 
had declined. 

Thirdly, that if the Players' Company, or professional theatre in some form, was to be re-estab-
lished, due consideration would have to be taken of the extent of the subsidies, and hence whether the 
box office or artistic discretion was to dictate production policies. 

Paradoxically, while professional theatre waned, shoe-string amateur drama flourished. This fact 
in itself, as Mr. Ronald Barker, with some experience of professional theatre, pointed out (1), may 
have contributed to the undermining of professional theatre by fanatic devotion to its own cause. The 
criticism is rather laboured, but bears keeping in mind. For within the amateur movement is the essence 
of the present-day ambitions of professional theatre: a strong and secure regional-based structure. 

In 1945 when the New Zealand Drama Council was formed to co-ordinate the activities of the 
numerous amateur groups throughout the country, it proposed to raise the standards of artistic per-
formance in drama with a variety of schemes. Many of these entailed small scale subsidising of visit-
ing producers, recommendations in theatre planning and so on. It also perpetuated a long-time cultural 
strand of the performing arts: the limited patronage of New Zealand playwrights and their work. This 
has again been incorporated into the prospectus of our coming professional theatre. 

But the general consensus of opinion on the future of professional theatre in New Zealand is that 
it will lie in the careful exploitation of its regional identities. It is envisaged that regional theatre 
here, as in the successful regional dramatic centres in Britain, will rapidly become integrated with 
the community in which it resides. As Richard Campion implied when addressing a meeting on the 
planning of an Auckland Regional Theatre, it is the sense of community achievement that will ulti-
mately determine whether professional theatre will remain on the periphery of New Zealand culture, 
or be fully integrated into it. An integrated regional theatre group will have a decided influence on 
the basis for dramatic standards, extending not only to the diversified amateur companies, as the situa-
tion exists in Auckland, but presumably down to dramatic activities in the schools. 
(1) "The Auckland Star," 13 October, 1960. 

The deficiencies revealed so glaringly in the past in the design concept of a national touring 
company will be remedied, it is hoped, by the existence of permanent "homes" for the Regional 
Theatre groups. There should, therefore, be a considerable reduction in the overheads that have plagued 
all previous national touring companies. Both Christchurch and Dunedin already have playhouses for 
their respective professional groups. Wellington, of course, will benefit from the £150,000 grant by 
Mrs. Sheila Winn for the Hannah Playhouse, which will embody the latest advances in theatre design 
techniques, as the home of the Wellington Regional Theatre. Meanwhile Auckland has at last decided 
in favour of Haddon Hall. In the three centres, excepting Wellington, modification of the existing 
premises is being undertaken to conform more closely with overseas theatre designs, not only in the 
field of production facilities, but also in audience amenities such as coffee bars and more intimate 
foyers. That barn-like feeling, so well known to patrons of His Majesty's, will be minimised, and the 
new emphasis will be on the theatre as a relaxed and pleasurable experience. 
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The problem of finance has been tackled over the years from various angles. Something dif-
ferent was attempted with the opening late in 1964 of the now famous DOWNSTAGE theatre-cafe 
in Wellington. Here it was intended that the restaurant should provide the income for the rent and 
expenses. But while Wellington does not yet have its Regional Theatre Playhouse, DOWNSTAGE 
receives assistance from the New Zealand Theatre Centre, the controlling body for the promotion of 
professional theatre within New Zealand. The Theatre Centre was brought into existence in July, 1965, 
by the Queen Elizabeth II Arts Council, and funds will be made available to the respective Regional 
Theatre Boards through the agency of the Theatre Centre. But to be eligible for a grant from the 
central trust the capital costs must already have been met within each region. The Trust Fund will 
provide, said a voice from the floor at a meeting for the Auckland Regional Theatre, "not bricks and 
mortar, but professional activity." 

Professional theatre of recent years in Britain has received notable support from public bodies 
and administration, especially from town councils. In such places as Coventry and Canterbury where 
new theatres have been built and a world-wide reputation established in only a matter of years, the 
city councils have provided subsidies and levied a rate for the maintenance of drama as a civic 
amenity. Both the cities mentioned above have considerably smaller populations than Auckland, let 
alone New Zealand. 

But what has been achieved so far in New Zealand's most recent attempt at professional theatre? 
Independent regional activity, of course, has been going on in the four main centres, two of which, 

Dunedin and Christchurch, have had established headquarters for several years. The touring parties 
from the Dunedin-based Southern Comedy Players must have been of some benefit to the many 
school children of New Zealand who normally would not have seen live theatre productions. The 
initial success of DOWNSTAGE stimulated both public interest and hopes in the prospects of profes-
sional theatre. The impact of professional theatre was again felt nation wide with the tours this year 
of Comedy of Errors and Oh, What a Lovely War. 

Total national audience per production for the 1953 to 1960 Players averaged out at 50,000, top 
honours going to Salad Days of 1956 with 96.000. Total national audience for Comedy of Errors was 
33,768, that of Oh, What a Lovely War 24,231. One can legitimately presume the intention of the 1966 
nationally toured productions was psychological: to prepare audiences in the main centres and environs 
for their own professional theatre groups. But in 1960 television in New Zealand was in its infancy; 
in 1966 it probably crippled the two national tours. 

Some think optimistically that live drama will make its impact on the New Zealand audience soon, 
changing its sympathies as it has in Britain or on the Continent. Richard Campion, when questioned, 
dared to suggest that it will take only two years to switch business interest behind live theatre. Some 
public-minded businessmen have already done valuable spadework in the creation of the Regional 
Theatres — but can this attitude be fostered among the business world at large in New Zealand? Or 
will traditional philistine attitudes to cultural activities in this country continue to prevail? 

What can we expect? 
That the trojan efforts of successive years of touring Southern Comedy Players' Quartets and 

New Zealand Drama Quartets around the schools of New Zealand will go unrewarded? In the increas-
ing technical sophistication of our society theatre can only remain a minor, but vital, partner in the 
entertainment field. One manifesto of the New Zealand Theatre Centre anticipates closer co-operation 
and "interchange of ideas between ballet, drama, opera, radio and television." Each medium is a vital 
link in our cultural chain — the absence of one detracts from the performance as a whole. 

The performing arts in New Zealand are faced with a very real problem, lack of concentrated 
population other than in the four main centres. But theatre cannot be parasitic, school children must 
be educated to "experience" theatre, not regard it as an academic chore to be left behind with discarded 
school books, public taste must be re-educated, but not pampered with commercial compromises, that 
the sense of community achievement should be transferred from the "bricks and mortar" to the actual 
productions. 

Then professional theatre will have a permanent place in New Zealand. 
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Juliet Batten 

To a Friend 

Not spider threads, 
not fingers of mist, 
but thick ropes 
knot you to the dock. 
Gently tugs the water, 
but gales' whipped force 
could not sunder those knotted coils 
into fine threads parting, 
nor burst 
their thick grip locked. 
Ah, but had you sure fingers 
the cleaving ties to unknot 
one by one! 
Till you tugged free 
and surged slowly forth, 
tearing away the green weed, 
water heaving a sigh; 
the ropes 
flying into shifting skies 
to be taken by birds, 
crying 
the notes of leave-taking, 
as the dead water shudders and stirs 
and you sail out 
beyond the harbour's bounds. 
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Alan Trussel-Cullen 

Five Senses 

Beauty's not only for the eyes to mind. 
Like one's ears they compare much, 
But taste and touch inform the brain 
And scents find entrance too; so Lady, 
Pardon my five clinging eyes 
For being appetised beyond what seems 
Is decency. As medieval clerics did 
With relics, they now do with news of you. 
When enwombed in the black and white 
Trite world I had before, 
I hermited in books and art and there I found 
Some appetite for quiet perfection, now keened 
By contact with that beauty built in flesh 
And testified to by my wide-eyed senses . . . thus! 

32 



A 
lone 
one 
tends 
to being 
vitally 
crossed 
by the arrogant crowd 
that is 
in the reviling 
of the eye 
that 
corrupting image 
of the sick 
in 
past living 
no 
but beyond them 
a 
way 
for us 
we 
(de)spite those 
in singing 
and all that will be 
in singing 
said. 

The First and the Last 



C.H. 

After childhood unconcern and then the 
atrophy of adolescent anger 
all our hope is in self recognition, 
not the convex certainty of other 
eyes that what awaits is knowing where and 
why. Believing the distortion of their 
smoothly concave soul's reflection 
we expect love's panacea, pray for fireworks, 
friendly stars, plum pudding, poetry. Yet 
these are not our birthright, no nor gifts a 
god bestows, but private moments, only 
meaningful as part of many public 
milestones unperceived along the road of 
our long pilgrimage to the unknown I. 
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Francis Pound 

The Days Black and White 

BIRDS TALK LIKE GRASS 
COOL SHADOWING CONCRETE 
AN OLD WOMAN IN A RED VEST 
BENDS TO THE DAMP WEEDS 
BY A PILE OF DEAD BRICKS 
WHOSE SHADOW COOLS AND DARKS 
THE HOT WHITE SUN. 
BETWEEN BLACK AND WHITE 
IS NOTHING 
BUT PERHAPS GLIMPSES 
OF FEAR BEYOND SHADOW. 
BETWEEN BLACK AND WHITE 
IS NOTHING 
BUT PERHAPS GLIMPSES 
OF FEAR BEYOND SHADOW 
LOOK! The woman dropped 
Her red cracked shell to show 
Yellow bloused and wrinkled arms 
To turn the dry earth. 
Some prefer a rock fence 
Others wire netting 
Others gently embrace 
The street and all its asphalt. 
Unmoved by decorum 
Such a sin is very obvious 
In such a sun 
A bird picks at pebbles 
Dainty and refined in movement 
Hopeless in gesture. 
The sun stroked clouds white 
Whiter than the used sheets 
Of winter or the dyed 
Of rain. 
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It looks as though 
If you were to step 
Beyond the torn hill 
You'd fall into the sky 
Yet the lamposts direct you 
Till they come to an abrupt end 
There is no way out 

no way out. 

As for me — I just sit here watching. 
Yet some day I might walk 
To see if you do fall off the hill, 
Or even what's round the other side. 

The lady — her tired hands clasped 
As if born that way — she is determined 
To die that way. 
MOVE NEARER THE GRASS COOL 
THE SHADOWS' HOLE THE WHITE CONCRETE 
GLISTENED GREEN GLUTTING THE SUN GOLDS 
THE LETTER BOX — THE MEETING PLACE 
OF CONCRETE, GRASS AND GRAVEL. 
IT STANDS SOLIDLY AS A SILENT MEDIATOR 
WHOSE PRESENCE WHISPERS 
BEFORE AND AFTER — ALWAYS THE 
DARK HOLE OF THE BOX 
THE ROUND DARK FERTILE TUNNEL 
WAITED AND WAITED 
SOMETIMES RECEIVING A PAPER 
AS A CONCESSION 
TO ITS OSTENSIBLE PURPOSE. 
I think it's better here 
Near the bushes' interweave 
And the houses' shadow 
Though prisoned by fences 
Even here. 
The concrete posts have no red rust 
Yet stand and bend 
With the sky's blue 
And the bird chatter. 
While the women's voices drone 
Nasal in intonation 
Amusing in consternation 
By the paling sagging 
As flesh from solid bone 
Of corner posts. 
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I wonder who pulled the branch off our runt shrub 
And threw it on the concrete. 
Don't tell me of responsibilities 
Of evasion. 
Let me live here and die here 
Let the day darken with me 
Let me mount the stairs 
To my cluttered room 
Away from blood dust boredom 
Though grass pushes through cracks 
And bottletops and shaving's litter. 
The little girl walks under an umbrella 
Even in the warm sun 
But the wind pulls 
And the sky. 
Don't 
Don't remind me of letters written 
And not posted 
Of tawn hair and cool lips 
Of blood in the eyes 
Of the bewildered idiot 
Running from the graveyard 
To bring me dead friends 
Licking the eyes of buried men — 
A bewilderment which rises 
Glutting beyond all the orders 
Ever given. 
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Dave With 

Doubt 

Denial of the very right to tell 
Of brief portentious glimpses that are seen 
In hazy fragments snatched before they fade, 
Is treachery that cuts into our being 
And murmurs of the perfidy within, 
And tarnishes our sensitivity. 
Such self-betrayal seems to sever us 
From evasive truths we would reveal, 
But is not such renouncement of belief 
The very marrow of the search to find? 
Yet vital amity of minds drawn close 
In union I can hope of spirits live, 
Is venerated by its rarity 
And is the unseen stimulus anew 
To sustain the betterment of mind 
In its groping for omniscience. 
Only sallow infidel as I 
Would dare to doubt the virtues of the verse, 
For how could goldness of the aeons past 
Be battered in so blasphemous a blow 
As to shatter dreams that may transpire, 
If not in perfection, then, in part. 
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Tony Norris 

The Last Morning 

I got out of bed slowly because it was bloody cold for 8.30 in the morning. I thought 
of the packet of rolled oats and tried to work out how long it would take to cook break-
fast. There was time. I struggled into some clothes and blundered through door after door 
to the grot. And on the return trip I rinsed my face in cold water and had a long hard 
look at myself in the bathroom mirror. The towel slipped off the rail as I put it back. 

I wondered why I never shaved before washing. Perhaps that was being too practical 
first thing in the morning. I was almost reaching for the shaver when I remembered break-
fast. 

So I found myself in the cold kitchen fumbling with cup and rolled oats packet. When 
I opened the utensil cupboard everything fell out: clattering lids and saucepans curling 
over and going clonk. I picked out the battered middle one and crammed the rest back 
into the cupboard. 

One cup of rolled oats. 
One cup of cold water. 
I scrubbed the bottom of the saucepan with a spoon until the porridge was a cream. 
Three of boiling water. 
Then click: on to high. 
Salt. 
I shook the salt container carelessly over the brown-white mess. Then I went back 

and shaved. 
I went over it pretty roughly, mainly because the mirror was all wrong and I was in 

a hurry. I left the shaver on the desk in a tangle of white flex. I turned on the radio. 
Nothing. 
I tuned it. 
Nothing! 
I spun the dial, watching the wee needle fluttering down the kilocycle scale. 
Nothing. Nothing! 
I let the thing go and tried to convince myself that I really wanted to find out what 

was wrong with it. I snatched my Picasso curtain and hurled it clear of the two bleak 
panes. 

The sun was shining. 
ft was a crisp, white morning. 
The porridge was bubbling when I got back to the kitchen. How long had it been 

bubbling? I stirred it, massaging out the lumps, fiddling, mixing, moulding. I turned the 
stove back to low. 
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I found what was left of last night's bread and hacked off two slices. Our battered 
toaster, on which Keith had painted a death's head, lay on the table. I loaded it and 
switched on the power, keeping my fingers well clear. 

The porridge wasn't really cooked yet. I wanted milk and a plate and sugar. 
Then . . . 
. . . Arnold was looking up at me. 
He rolled out from under the kitchen table, still looking at me. He had an awful face. 

And he blinked at me out of it as he sprawled on the dirty lino. His feet stuck out, nearly 
reaching the plastic bucket with last night's scraps. But there was something wrong with 
Arnold's mouth. It was hanging open and quivering. His hand was trying to keep it closed. 
I was quite fascinated. He burped at me a few times and smeared his face with his hands. 
His fingernails were black and long. He was saying something. 

'Last night . . . ' 
It was very quietly said. 
' . . . Last night . . . ' 
I could just hear him. 
' . . . After you went to bed,' he said hoarsely. 
I looked at him. 
The porridge steamed away and heaved; the toaster sent up long tapers of blue smoke. 

I changed over the toast briskly and gave the porridge another stir and thought about 
this. 

It was very quiet there in the cold kitchen. It was easier to think. I leant over the 
porridge, sniffing the steam, and watched the pot and thought. 

If anyone had begun counting, he would have reached forty-eight before I moved from 
there. . . . 

I went quickly out and down the chilly corridor to the front door and opened it. 
There wasn't a sound. 
I went out on to the front porch and looked out at the morning. 
There wasn't a sound. Only birds? No whirring trolley buses, blaring horns. No roar-

ing cars and whining bikes on our hill. No sound of traffic and no traffic. 
No people. 
No movement. 
Only a bird. 
Only the clouds. 
It was absolutely still. Silent still. 
And my watch said ten to nine. 
On Thursday morning. 
It was Thursday, because yesterday was Wednesday. 
Thursday morning and no traffic and no people. 
I thought about this out there on the porch. For a long time, it seemed. 
No people. 
No radio! 
Nothing. 
And the quiet. . . . 
The porridge was just about readv when T returned to the kitchen. The toast was 

burning again. 
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Arnold was looking up at me. He lay under the table and watched me pour out some 
porridge into the plate and toss the rest with the saucepan into the sink. I ran the hot tap 
into the saucepan. Were you supposed to use cold? 

The milk sneaked round the edge of the porridge when I poured it — which showed 
that it was just right. I dusted on the sugar and stood the plate on the fridge. It was the 
most convenient place from which to eat standing up. 

It was good porridge. 
And Arnold lay under the table on the dirty lino and rubbed his face and looked up 

at me. 
I washed the plate carefully and stacked it on the bench where it could dry. The 

toast wasn't worth salvaging so I dropped it into the plastic bucket by Arnold's feet. 
. . . By the time I'd had a cold glass of milk I'd made up my mind. I knew what 

had to be done. I was positive. Certain! And there was no time to lose. I put the milk 
bottle in the sink and left the kitchen, fast. 

I went to my wardrobe and pulled at the curtain. The curtain rod snapped out of its 
sockets and dropped. I fought my way clear of the slack fabric and took down my old 
Ceylon tea box. I took out the jars of paint and the water colours and cups. Under my bed 
was a spare bag. In went the paints, with my brushes, some drawing paper and a card-
board backing sheet. I wanted pencils. In they went. Now, water. There was an empty 
coffee jar on the bookcase. I went to the tap in the bathroom, topped it up and screwed 
down the lid. 

Everything went in the bag. Now, on with my jacket. And now go. 
I left the flat and bounced down the curving path. . . . Long strides. 
Crisp air. White morning. Sunlight. 
Suddenly. 
I was terrific! 
I skipped along the footpath and pirouetted. I jumped high . . . double takeoffs, 

feet together. Star jumps . . . Six . . . Eight . . . Ten of them. I ran! 
I charged every lamp post and delivered each a karate foot kick. I danced for miles! 

Here a little sprint. A demon sidestep around this lamp post, a kick turn from this kerb. 
Fantastic! I performed for the morning, in the silent bare streets, singing, leaping, danc-
ing. Bop! on letter boxes with my bag of paints. Flowers overhanging from roadside gar-
dens — snatch! T stamped on weeds and place-kicked all the big pebbles into the roadway, 
a swinging, curving leg action, like a soccer player. I ran! How far? 

Down into the gully I danced. Down amid the struggling houses — faded white 
weatherboards and huddle of red, flaking corrugated iron roofs and frilly bits round the 
balconies, and little spikes. Yes. Stacked, side by side: a measured beat — balcony, bay 
window — thrust, parry. Garage, garden, garage, garden. Blam, blam! 

I met an old lady in my dance. She was lying by her front gate. She watched me 
dance up to her and wave my arms round and bop my bag on her letter box. She was 
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holding her mouth with her hands. She shook round the shoulders. I sprang into space 
and landed: legs crossed, head bowed, arms outstretched, mouth open. 

What did she do? 
Looked at me. And tried to say something. 
But a little river of blood darted down her wrinkled chin. Then tiny bubbles of blood 

grew from around her lips, grew and burst, spattering down her blouse. She made little 
gasping noises in her old throat. I couldn't under stand what she was saying. . . . 

I left the old lady lying on the path by her hydrangea bush and went on. 
On, into the quiet. 
There were planes, forms in light. Then, a tree's stippled shadow. I was here at 

last. 
I found my old spot by the clump of dandelions. The asphalt was warm under my 

bottom, and the picket fence was biting nicely into my back. I felt the place, smelt it, 
breathed it, loved it. 

I scattered the pots of paint around me, both sides, lids off and waiting. I placed the 
water in the most convenient place, arranged the paper on the cardboard in my lap. My 
favourite brush! 

I soaked it briefly and held it up to the sun. I sized up the scene there before me. 
There, broken houses. There, a pile of rubbish and clinging trees. The whole feeling came 
to me as I knew it would. I was in touch with it. I had it! I could crush each fragment 
of the scene in my hands. 

Joy! I shouted at the white morning! Down went the brush into the waiting yellow. 
Deftly, quickly, beautifully, I began to paint. 
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How this climate can plague us! But to be sure I have found an 
excellente way of passing the time and keeping dry withal and 
that is to repaire to the Karangahape Road shoppes where the 
overhanging canopies all do adjoin and a poor studente can keep 
his Duffel coat and Bearde dry. Of course there be other reasons 
too, not the leaste that the emporium of one — George Court, 
has just about all the thynges a studente could require at theire 
most competitive pryces; and a greate boone for one so impe-
cunious as I — five ways I can get me my requirements short 
of shoppe lifting which is a felonie and greatly punishable to 
boote. So I hastene to commend to all my fellow roisterers at 
the Universitie, the Emporium where I get so many of my 
clothyes and do find an amiable dyspositione to shop at all 
tymes. And so to bed — in Georgie Courtie's night-shifte . . . 
natch. 
Post-scrypte — That new fanglyed mysterie, the Telefonie is 
there too withall . . . 32-040. (Not from Pepys' Diary.) 

MULTUM IN PARVO 
Yes! that describes us aptly. Our little chemist's shop (just a few yards 
up from O'Rorke Hall), is well stocked with all those things you need 
from day to day: Toilet and Cosmetic Preparations, Health Foods and 
Beverages. And, of course, our prompt Prescription Service is at 

your call. 

SYMONDS S T R E E T 
PHARMACY 

COLIN G. MAHON, M.P.S. 
63 SYMONDS STREET, CITY :: TELEPHONE 40-037 
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ACME PRINTING WORKS 

Limited 

For All 
Printing 

55 Upper Queen Street, Auckland, C . l . 
TELEPHONES 48-421 — 30-132 
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Mike Jackson 

Against the Dreamtime 

Against the desert dreamtime 
I have been familiar with 
restraining nostalgias of a violin 
along the whitewashed searoad west 
from Portugal half a year ago 
when a girl with me I did not know 
blamed time for building on the windblown 
plain the sunken dwelling, for setting 
into dark abodes illuminated stone. 
As the nomad band flickers on the desert 
all I have been has been undone 
by its oldest recollection, and the sun 
set sands aflame and met the water 
with one mirage, allowing the wash 
to make out beginnings of 
some ceremony, and yours, my love. 
Out there reliving time-honoured 
dreams, night has come, and my contacts 
welled from a dry touch, till couched 
in monoliths at dusk a medieval 
and a dancing race has wondered 
what their fortunes were, and what 
their chance was hearing from beyond 
the past, the faithful in the shadows 
singing, and the dying earth. 
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What the World is Wearing this Year 

Sam has elected to wear 
a colour clash of red and saffron 
and has, without flamboyance, chosen 
a white sash which easily slips off 
to reveal a gold belt underneath. 
Keith follows suit with a striped tunic 
in several shades of yellow, 
offset with a delightful silver brooch, 
just right for a special occasion 
and eminently presentable 
from both front and back. 
Honour sports a loose-fitting gown 
which is easily unlaced to expose 
a skilfully-designed two-piece negligee 
suitable for the boudoir. 
The clipped white wings of the robe 
add an entrancing touch 
without being flighty. 
Hope is happiest in the style of the 30's, 
adapted here to make the wearer 
feel at home at the ranch barbecue 
or at sea, to mention only two events 
of the social year. 
What the world is wearing this year 
is a show both young and old should really see. 



Margaret Watson 

Bird with flat and tramping 
feet and uneven wings. 
Bird hop-skip and living. 
Bird intent on catching 
worms wriggling in the brown beneath. 
Bird who hears the sighing of snails 
filling their shells, 
come now 
Bird, your black spread-tailed 
friend is waiting. 



Now we are gone 
and were only a flight 
Of victory-sign wings 
across a sky. 



Sonnet 

Your mind, my dear, in a smiling 
moment or a nostalgic mem-
ory is not at all the same 
as when perhaps we are talking 
with opposite passion. 

You ring 
the changes on belief (no sham 
showing through your eyes) brashly when-
ever in you Circe would sing. 
You are slim and taut my dear your 
sensational moments as sin-
ewy and quick as a sprung pine 
shifting at its highest, and your 
hands hold, give, silence. 

But in 
your mind your mind is held, 

and mine. 

50 

Ian Wedde 



The Perfumed Garden of the Shaykh Nefzawi 
The Kama Sutra of Vatsyayana 
The Hindu Art of Love 
Available in paperback from the University Book Shop — 
Only 8 / - each 

"When both are satisfied, they will suddenly become embarrassed — they will 
go separately to wash without looking at each other, as if they were strangers. 
Then when they come back, they will have lost their embarrassment — they will 
sit down again as before, side by side, and take betel, and he will rub sandel-
wood or sweet oil on her skin. Putting his left arm around her he shall hold the 
cup for her to drink, while they converse pleasantly together. They will take 
water, sherbet or whatever else their habit and fancy chooses — fruit juice with 
sugar, soups, sour-rice broth; roast meats, mango, dried meat, and lemon juice 
with sugar, according to the custom of the district; he will taste the dishes and 
tell her what is sweet, which are mild and which are plain. Or they will go and 
sit on the roof in the moonlight and he will hold a suitable discourse with her. 
If she lies in his lap looking up at the moon, he will tell her the names of the 
constellations and show her the Southern Cross, the Pole Star and the crown of 
seven stars in the Great Bear. This is the manner of concluding sexual inter-
course." — (Kama Sutra) 
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Susan Moller 

'Stand in the Rain by Jean Watson 

The young girl's observation that 'life is just things that happen' catches in a phrase the spirit 
of Stand in the Rain. The most striking thing about Sarah is her acceptance of whatever happens, 
which stems from her conviction that things happen the only way they can happen. This makes her 
see desertion as the kind of thing she is destined o have happen to her, and her general tendency 
toward fatalism sustains her through many disappointments. 

This is the story of a waiting, supporting, unassertive girl and the man she loves, who can make 
fires in the rain and sing songs, and whose rare, mumbled words of appreciation she treasures. She 
seems so unassertive that we doubt that she ever thought of loving him until he suggested it, but once 
she goes to live with him she is always devoted while he is with her, and patiently anxious while 
he is not. We might tend to become impatient with her complete lack of decisiveness, were it not 
for her constant sincerity. 

That the novel is one of waiting and planning rather than much positive doing does not mean 
that Sarah's and Abungus' relationship does not progress or that their love does not intensify. Always 
just out of reach is the vaguely referred to goal toward which they are moving — when the time is 
right, when the trial is over, when the insurance money comes. It does not matter that this particular 
aim of possum trapping is destroyed by the removal of the possum token bounty; its place can be 
taken by any outback occupation. The fact that they are aiming at SOMETHING is constantly im-
portant. 

Miss Watson's style is so brilliantly simple that her more reflective passages are extremely effec-
tive in contrast. Both narrative and dialogue are written in a colloquial mode which is strange at first 
because of its formlessness, but the writing meanders because the lives of its characters meander, and 
it always flows in such a way that one is compelled to follow. 

She has the power of brief and very effective description over a wide range of subjects, from the 
special feelings of certain places — the mysterious drama of the Rangitaiki Plains and the important 
'going somewhere' feeling of insignificant Taupo — to the idea of the red flower in a gorse bush which 
is the first thing Sarah sees on waking up, as 'the very last ember glowing in the grey ash of a 
dying fire.' She can evoke the mood of a city rooming house with its numerous faceless inhabitants, 
or of an old wood range in phrases whose rhythm suggests the leaping flames. With sheer honesty 
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she is willing to admit that sometimes 'Flat words cannot describe the dark memory pictures in a per-
son's mind,' and so doesn't try to make them, but from a few scattered remarks, particularly about the 
rain, we derive the atmosphere of the most significant things that happen to Sarah. 

In much the same way as the possum trapping is a specific idea simply representing purpose in 
general, the rain is revealed as embodying the general atmosphere of important happenings. Sarah de-
scribes the interdependence and shared quality of her life with Abungus in terms of it: 

'Abungus can make fires in the rain — I can make tea and cook bread in the rain.' 

While not remarkably original except for its simplicity and honesty, this novel suggests that its 
authoress could certainly with a rather less nebulous subject write a similarly direct but better shaped 
work. For to attempt to mould this narrative in any more formal way would have been to impose an 
artificial order on a mode of life that is essentially disorganised and constantly changing. Certainly 
the way it is treated presents a clear and honest picture of a relationship and a way of life that may 
oe strange to many, but which we feel we can really understand when Sarah has told her story. 



Olive Johnson 

Collected Poems 
Pegasus, 1966 

A brief look at Denis Glover's collection of the late A. R. D. Fairburn's poems, by 
the poet's biliographer. 

Denis Glover has collected here all the poems Rex Fairburn himself published or reprinted in 
permanent form and half a dozen that had not been so collected before. Thus there is almost nothing 
new in the book, if you are old enough to remember the original publications or have been fortunate 
enough to get hold of them; for some have been out of print for a long time. He shall not rise, Fair-
burn's first book, which concludes the Collected Poems, was published in England in 1930 and has 
been unobtainable for years, like New Poems, selected by Ian Milner and Denis Glover, where "The 
Sea" made its only appearance in 1934. 

There are one or two very small items that are virtually new because they were originally written 
for private consumption; one of these is "Mr. Fairburn to his bibliographer," which he wrote on the 
flyleaf of a copy of his Three Poems which he gave me in 1955. When I compiled a bibliography of 
his work after his death in 1957, it seemed a good idea to have a facsimile reproduction of this 
verse at the beginning of my book: as it needed to be explained, I called it "Dedication: Mr. Fair-
burn to his bibliographer," and the title has stuck. "Mr. Fairburn" certainly never even thought of 
me or anyone else as likely ever to be concerned with him as the subject of a bibliography. 

Another of the previously uncollected pieces, "The County," was reprinted here from what could 
be the only copy in existence, which Rex Fairburn's brother gave me when I was working on the 
bibliography. It is a slightly dog-eared single-fold leaflet, issued while Fairburn was in England, bear-
ing the legend: "Blue Moon Poem for Christmas, 1931. 100 signed copies for sale. No "; 
on the copy I have the author has written the word "Extra" instead of a number. Where are the 
other hundred copies, I wonder? 

I also have a copy of Denis Glover's original printing of "On a Bachelor Bishop" (this too was 
never reprinted after it appeared in the Arts Year Book in 1945), with the designation "Diocesan Bul-
letin No. 1" in Fairburn's hand above his autograph. Glover also originally printed another of these 
uncollected pieces, "Note on the State Literary Fund." It was put out on yellow paper, two sheets 
folded together, with the imposing cover-title: "Lines composed in the Glover kitchen during a memor-
able visit and printed by the Sumner Division of the Caxton Press, 19 November, 1947," and was 
accompanied by Glover's own "The Lawn Cemetery Inc." Refreshingly unpompous poets! 

A. R. D. Fairburn 
Christchurch, 
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Much else in this book is coloured by reminiscence. "The Rakehelly Man," for many people, will 
be inescapably linked with the wine-warmed tones of Glover reading it to an appreciative audience 
over the gently roasting sucking pigs which were sacrificed on the occasion of the unveiling of a 
memorial stone to Fairburn some years after his death; it was very much Fairburn's kind of occasion, 
and it was hard to believe he wasn't in fact there enjoying it with us. 

Less convivial images come to my own mind when 1 reread some of the early poems, for I dis-
covered many of those first in a series of lunch-hour searches through old files of the Auckland Star 
and the defunct Sun, where the Saturday poetry pages more often than not included something signed 
with one or other of the variations of his name or initials which he was using at the time. The 
floor where I spread out those huge volumes was dusty and the sandwiches and bun I had bought 
on my way down to the Public Library began to taste faintly dusty too as I crouched there peer-
ing hopefully at the pages which, after 30 years, already looked so unfashionable and out of date. 
Most of what I found was already known, if not familiar, to me because of Fairburn's habit of keeping 
clippings of published poems; I just had to go through all those weeks and weeks of poetry pages to 
confirm dates and places of their first appearance. 

Some readers of Kiwi may remember much younger, much more vigorous versions of their pre-
sent selves reading "Since that Zenophila" on its first publication in Kiwi for 1928: along with it in 
the same issue was another called "On walking among the ruins of the old convict settlement, Norfolk 
Island," which, as far as I could discover, never appeared anywhere else, and is therefore excluded 
from the Collected Poems. In 1929 Kiwi printed another of his poems, "Evening," which he included 
in He shall not rise', and twenty years later, in the issues for 1948 and 1949, four more of his poems 
appeared. 

If you have never read any Fairburn before, if you have no nostalgic memories to awaken, you 
are also fortunate, for you have a whole new book to enjoy. I have purposely concentrated here on 
some of the minor aspects of the Collected Poems, because 1 am not competent to do anything more 
— nor is it necessary to say that this is an important book. For me, not a New Zealander by birth, 
Rex Fairburn seems the New Zealander par excellence, and in his poetry I think I find explained 
some of the reasons why I have chosen this country to live in. 
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