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No use to n,ljly 11131 It is hardly known 011 their natlvc hcath ! That I 
only malccs conluion.worse. Ye1 lhc simplc uu:h of the rn;ttLer Is that ' 
bcattcred htcrury work ol great valuc has becn donc In Australla over the ! 
Last sevcnty years; Lhnt it amounts to something coluilderablc In bulk aud 
hi15 had n dccp lnflucncc on the national Ilfe; but Lhnt, through a vnrlcLy 
of circumstal:ccs. it has remalned lur?clv unknown. 

, 

I;___;! FEW years ago, r h c n  in London, I was u U d  by the ULerury 
I - i A  cditor of thc .*New Stntmnim'' to m~l t e  an nrticle explahhg 

, why Auslralia had done sq much less in lllcralurc than in the 
, = i',! o t l y  ark .  The dnnand. ],wed in this doublc-edged way, w u  

n l~ t t lc  disco~iccrling-rather like bclng made to answcr the old 
questlon. "Iinvc you left o1r bcatln:: your wife yet?" I fourid 

. . 
IIteralUre. I t  has been allowed to nortr!sh Lhe roots o: the country, but not 
to show As head above Eround. Sometimes It stuns as If the practlce of 
litcrary CsTrculon was dcllberntcly discouraged. No on0 would admlt thls, 

:I that nothmg wm known of what Austrulia really had done in litcrature. 

:! I t  w u  !.,:.!!n for granted that some creatlve woil: hnd bcen going on in 
I music, paintm: and nrchitccture: hui that 111 111.. matter of wrltlng Hcnry 

; Hondcl Richardson w u  a lone s w a l l o ~  who dltl not make n summer. ! Lllile wiu  known of Hcnry Lawson; nohing of Tom Collins, Chris. 
Drcnllan, Dcrniwd O'Uowd, nnd other pcoplc who licld sl:niAcnnce for ;I Al1stl.alin. And, i l  Is h:ird Lo cicrnoli>lratc Lo n n  outsider thc Importancc .I of work unlalnilinr to him. Onc can  only do it by dircct statenlent, and 

I lhat does not carry convictlon very far. 
"Ii lhclr work 1s intcrcstiiig," comes the query, "why isn't It known 
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Tcm Collins's "Such is Lilc" will nfiord nil csample of what I mesn. 
Thls book w3s puhlishcd over thkty yenrs agc-larje, unwieldy, pxkcd 
with vilt. philasopliy, bush lore-and i t  hns gone on Iinding its readers ever 
slncc. So wide has 1:s inflr~ciice beconlc that practically cvery literate 
man In Australla  ha^ comc ln contact with it a t  some tlme or othcr. But 
its circulation 11- bcen pccullnr. Though it h u  aliccted the minds of 
large numbers of pcop!c, particularly wrllers, less than a thousand coples 
have bccn so!d within a geilcrntlon, mid I have never seen a copy In a 
booksllop window. Evcn b d a y  thc namc of thc author relnalns compara- 
tlve:y unknowl. When a 1nonor131 to  him u8vs unve~lcd a t  Yarrrr Glen a 
Icw montlu ago tllcrc was no representative ot our seats of formal learn- 

but there are ~uestlons hovering In the alr a h v e  our busy streets. so 
C n i  1 1 1  J :ill I I l 1 s .  Why ill1 :I11 1 u s  nboUL illt\'inC a 
litcrnlur , of our o\\w ? Why wnstc time wrili~i!: books when "1111 thc best 
and all thc 1alt.sL" can bu imported a0 easily lroln oversea3 ? 

The answer. of coursc. Is that boolti which urc revclalions of our own 

in% but instead 3. Gennnn professor of English from Bonn. 
This trentment nl "s~.rch !? Llfe" is tvolcal of our m s t  ntl.ltudr !o 

I 

I 
I- 

- 1  

- ~ . ~ 

I life can't bc imported, and that they are lleccshary to our full growth. 
, Litcr.1ry c sp r~ 'b s io~~  !s just &s nlnt~~ral to civiliscd people es breathing, for 
; llirouxh it thev ltnd thclr adrustnients to thc soclcty nbout them, nrld to ' ihc un~vcrsc 1i1 gencrn:. I f  i v c  livcc! In iS coniplciely centraliscd a'orld, 
I with no frnnlipts nn vs.rirlv n o  lnra~ rilffcrcnct-s nf ~:liarnrLw nnd irmli- 



niu, r r v  r r u r r i r a r n ,  r r v  ) ~ L I Y L . J ,  110  I U L I ~ L  UIILL'IL'IILC.? U i  ULIuEucLcr, 8Liu IILDLL- 
tutlons, there uwuld be less need of natlonn! literatures. Books would be 
produced a t  somc metropolls, llke everything elre. that called for highly- I concentrated efinl.  and ut is ts  would wt l l t r  there. leaving theoukr  spaces 
to wool-growing and raisin: wheat. But sincc the world Is &vided lnto 
nations and ~oclcilff,  it 1s necebsru'y that thmc s11all flnd thelr own forms 
of ex~rcsslon. each auhtlv diRcrcnt from the others. 

That is the ~oclnl aspect of the question, a partlculnrly important one ! here in Australla. W e  have to discover 0u r se lvea -a~  churacter, the clurac- 
' ter of lhe country, the part!cular kind ~f s w i ~ t y  Lhnt has developed here- ' and this can only be done throuoh thc searchlng exploratio~is 

or literature. I t  ls one of tlie limltntlons of the human mlrid 
that i t  can never grasp things fully till thcy arc presented through the 
n~edlwn of art. The ordlnary world Is a chaos, a kaleida.cope, full of sv~irc 
meaningless irnpresslol~s that eRace one another; the world of a well-pan: 
dcred novel or drama 1s dcsianed as on orderly n~brocosm where people and 
things are shou'n In thelr true slgnlflcancc. And so unless a country hau 

I Itu life rullp mirrored In books It will not show a very rlcli intell!gence In 
:hc bushiess of living. 

For one ihlng. l i d  knowln- ltself through its llterzture, It will-6e un- i sure of itself, fusslly self-consciocs in thc prcsencc t f  strnnners. ~t will be 
continually pressin*> visitors Lo say what they I.hink of l t l l t s  climate, its 
landscape, its sportinz achievements. No onc evcr finds Engllshnien or Renew 
men with thls kind of curloslly. Their rlualltles have been discovered for them 
long ago. 

P e t ,  lt would bc no harm lf us:, had a real curiosity about our- 
selves that '\vent below the surface. Ihis curloslty Ls one of the lhlngs 
that llteraturc sets out to satMy. or to tcmpt into deeper chan- 
nek; and in lhc past scventy years we have learnt a httle about 
our own qualities and Salllngs. We hnvc l x y n  the spiritual adJustment to 
our surroundlne8. We have even learnt to Llve with our own bonny earth In 
a spirit or allucllon. I t  rs not the snme hugnard landscapo our nncestnra 
looked on with loathlnc. We search out ft.9 bcauty &pots: we decorate our 
houses wltll its foilugc-gum-Llps, waLtle bloom. 

And we are gradually coming to cxplore u'lth Interest the soclety n c  have 
brought into bein::. T @ c  novel has becn the chief histrulnent for thk,  and 
it will become lncreuslngly lnlportant in the next flfty years. A luge  area 
has been sifted by our writcrs. and they have bunowed back Into the pazt 
wlth tlie purpose oP uncovering our roots. There has been LLe themc pmo 
of Lhe exile who could not adjust hlmsclt ("Fortunes of Richard Mahony"), 
of the cxilo WIKI adjusted him!;ell af tcr  years of torment ("Landtnkers"). 
of the :cuccewful fmnrhtion of n fsmiiy in Sydney ("A House Is Bullt"), 
and in hfe!bournc ( 'Thc Montlcris"J. 

Uul thc exiic theme is only a possing onc In our fictlon, and not the 
niost intercstin~. The problcm of the immlg~ant spiritunlly lasL in n ncw 
world is largelv r. lhing oi  yestcnlay. and pe rhap  i t  was rarcly very acute. 
Lately writcrs h;ivc shown 11 dlspwltlon to turn their eyes to realltles nlore 
Inmicdiatc. Thcrc: is Llic tl1e:no of Ltie vian!sllinS racc. wilh 11s wild charm 
nnd its trnalc clonm ("Coonnrdoo"), of Wle rebel herd bzing dxlvcn back bc- 
fore Lhc icncr ("Man-Shy"), of thc newly-conscious AuLralla a t  war ("Plesh 
in hinor") ,  and 11s li~lnking youth lace to face wlth the unlversal econo- 
mlc problems ("S?vci~ Poor .Men 01 Sydney"). 

All thls malccs UD a considerable body of wrltlng, In scope and quality, 
and yet 11. Is only a fn~r ly  random picking from the books that hnve bcen 
nublishcd durk!: the Illst Lcn vcars. The raliarkable tlllna about this new 
ivritlng Is its shcerlty and l<s incrc%slng nir of confidenie. There was a 
time, and not so Ion: a€@, when Australian novels were written wlth a l a p - '  
alr o i  agolog).. They had to maka themselves acczptablc Lo Emjlish publish- 
crs. and were not sure of Lhe rirlit wav to clo it. This brou~ht .  uncertalntv 
lo 'tliclr imnner; lhey were c;y, p~o~ lnc ia l .  "coloniul." 0xii felt that thk 
eyes of their authors were on t.hc end9 of the carth, no? an rhc things they 
\ \ w e  wrltlng about. Lucklly we have grown out of all that lnto a more adult 
v;orld . . -. - - . 

At lcust part of thh 1s due to the recent surprising growth of publlsh- 
ing ill Auslrslla. Tlic books Lhnt have poured out from these presses have 
been uneven in qumt!ty, and some havc had small literary value, but a t  least 
they have taken the Austvallan backgouncl lor granted, and lhat has marked 
rtn advance. Often they Iruve been purely books of experience, necounts cr 
ndvenl.tire or ordinary living in odd parls 01 the uontlnent, like those of Ton 
Idrless. There is no ar! In Lhcsc, Iiothin; of permanent worth; but they serve 
their purpwe as skctcby surveys of counl.ry yet to b~ ploughed. I t  wlll bc 
onslvr to write 91 futurc because of scenes and characters such BUthors have . .. ... .. - - ~ -  - 

brought Into the general view. 
AII this rer-ms to emphxslse the Soclal function of ~ t s m t u r e ,  I t s  role 

of helgln:: people to bdjU~L themselves to Lhcx surr0unding.i or thclr 
suroundlncs to then~sclvcs. Wcll. that  Is the tendency OK tho t l m .  From 

~ - 

Russ~u, where writcrs arc eomp16tely concerned with the  new exparlcnces 
of industrial organlsation. to Endand. whcrc tho yolulg poeB like St*,hen 
Spender v c  call!ng on their fcllows to make pa-try a llvlng force amln. 
the lrnpulse 1s to insist on lltcrature's social importance. Foetry. In Its 
mture, is lnorc concerned wlth man's rclation to the unlversc than to his 
fclloas. The most distl~rp?ds!led oP our own younger poets. Bertram Hig- 
?Ins, has always lyiored t11c limits of L!me and placc. His Mordecaius is a 
Ro:nanlseci Jcw: his intcrevt is in problelns that are absolute and eteKnal. 
But he Is. sornethlng of a "sport." Of our chiel poets of the older genern- 
tion Bernard O'L7ou~1, Furnlcy hdauricr, Hugh McCrae and Shaw Nellson. 
the two llrst hnve always bcen modern in relatlng poetry to the world 
about them. 

Our maln lack ln Lhe literary field Is II lively and lrlkllleent critlclsm. 
There are  colunlns of gosslp about books cnd nuthors in all our papers. 
but littic scnsc of values. Crllicis!n in Australla ha5 laggrd badly behlnd 
crrntivc work. Onc cannot forget that  when the nrst volumc of Henry 
:landel Rlcharclson's masterly trlloby appeared It ww hardly reviewed a t  
811, and thc connncnt of our chlcl literary pnpcr was that It must Iin\'e 
k e n  written by a retlred groccr. The crlticlsm of nluslc, palnling, even thc 
drama. 1s t ~ k e l l  seriously n~ld  done by exllerls, but when It comes to litern- 
ture people bolieve that one person's opinion about n book Is as good a s .  
nno~her's, onc votc, onc value. 

This does not allact wrlters so much in their work (slnce they are used 
to Eettlng full and free: crltlcism I'ronl thek fellow craftsmen). but i t  
makes It nlore dificull for them to find thclr proper audience T h l r t v ' ~ y r  

- 
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h ( l - p n n ~ ~ f i ) ; $ ~ ! l ~ r  ,, bouk's ~nLentlon, sttrrlng up interest in F 
TimL is why thc very sn1R11 flow of goad wrltlng in those aays cut d c h  -.' 
n deep bed. A comparutlr,ely unimportant writer llke Albert 1)odllgton 
could then make n blggcr impresslon . than Leonard Maml b d w .  

Yet in the  st tell \rears ti hlgh general standard of wrimg has IEen 
reached, and one feels iis vltality in lhe sir. There has been. a bubbling 
in our dr#>ught-scalcd sprlngs. I believe the ncw IlteIUrY impulse 
have n tremendous enecc on A u s t ~ d l ~  In the next A I ~ V  years. I t  will 

quicken IL?~ ~magtnutlon, stimulate its powers or intrm~ectlon, and m*e i t  
as interestlny to itsclf as  every coui: y should b% . ,- 


