
FOREWORD :- 
\Ye believe it is high time Australian writers faced up 

to the present dav. 
I n  the past thebes t  of then1 have done so. We liave a 

fine literary tradition. To-day it is repressed, half- 
forgotten, for writers and poets may no longer speak of 
social realities and be ptlblished. All but a few, who 
have battled through to a precarious reputation, restrict 
thenlrelves-or are restricted by the co~~imercial press- 
to the retailing of sentimental falsehoods, the tedious 
adventilres of detectives and murderers, lore-lorn but 
socially useless peroxides, and upper-class unen~ployed. 
Bedtime stories for grown-ups! 

Under the present scheme of things where Profit is 
dictator, it would be utopian to expect the daily press 
to  see its daily bread in anything better than material 
whicli panders to the most cheaply aroused emotions. 
In the same way Holl j~~rood's  millions are made, not by 
deepening nian's cultural acl~iere!nents, but by stupify- 
ing audiences with visions of eternal bliss, half-naked 
"omen or a pair of lips thirty feet wide upon a screen. 

M'riters canuot be developed without freedom to ex- 
press themselves, dealing with the real problems of  
society, the hopes, passions, beliefs and sufferings of 
humanity. Occasionally journals have appeared with this 
intention, only to be starved to death, or quietly gar- 
rotted behind board-room doors  Others, struggling on 
with a courageous disregard for the profit motive, have 
had their policies limited by a national parochialism, 
academic narrowness or "intellectualistic" posturing. 

Hence Australian X'ew Writing. 
Ar t  is a means of coming to grips with reality, of 

understanding the processes of society and the human 
heart and mind. By throwing a searchlight on everyday 
experience, revealing truthfully how people act and why, 
what is false in our way of living, what is constructive, 
the artist has a s  important a role t o  play as the scientist, 
teacher or the politician. T h e  most valuable contribu- 
tion he can make to-day is to br ing his talents to bear 
upon the vast array of problems troubling the world in 
general and Australia in particular. W e  hare  reached 
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a crisis in the history of civilisation. W e  are confronted 
with the most brutish, tlespicable and rlesl~nctive force 
mankind has ever known-fascism. 14'e have been 
plunged into the most devastating of all wars-and let 
us deterniine it shall be the la.:; a war that has to be 
fought with every \\.capon we possess, both material ancl 
intellectual, so that fascism may be destroyed 

A war ei-fort in this struggle does not mean only the 
and use of guns, collecting waste rubber. 

Austerity campaigns. I t  means a nelv approach to life, 
a devotion to democratic principles, rt respr~nsible exami- 
nation of social trends, forces and ideas, greater syni- 
pathy with the struggles of the people. 

T h e  war is a clash of two irreconci1al)le ideologies: 
fascist against democratic, barbaric agai~lst  civilised, 
hysterical brutality against reason. I t  is 110 mere v a r  
.for markets and possession. but a People's War  such as 
Abraham Lincoln spoke of du r i~ lg  the American Revo- 
lution : 

"It is for us, the livinp, to be here dedicated to the 
great task remaining before us . . . that this nation 
shall have a new birth of freedom: and that govern- 
ment of the people, by the people, and for the people, 
shall not perish {rom the earth." 
Writers, then, should also dedicate themsel\,es to the 

task of freedom, as  the greatest of their predecessors 
have done, from Shakespeare to  Lawson, Euripides to. 
Gorki. They vigorously asserted man's right to freedom. 
to determine his own destiny and destroy those who 
would oppress him and foist their narrow7, money-grub- 
bing dictatorships upon the people. 

-Australia's essentially democratic literature was itself 
born of the great political and intellectual ferment of the 
'Nineties. In  the words of Hagtley Grattan, America's . 
leading student of Australian affairs : "The influence 
which I regard as most important of all-social rebel- - 

lion-was in the air . . . Pride of country, revolt against 
the status quo, glarification of the common man, high 
hope for the future, run through all of them. These 
writers were critical of the world in which they found 
themselves, but they believed in the possibility of fruit- - 
ful change-change, moreover, that was to  be directed 
by and for the benefit of the Australian common man." 
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To-day we have rcaclicd another such pel-iod of sccial 
awakening. The  approach of fascisnl to our oxvn coast- 
line, the ncw awareness of  Australian values, the tleter- 
mination of the mass of the people to build a better 
social order when the u a r  is won-all this has produced 
a ferment strch a s  we have not known for 50 years. 

This cannot fail to result in a new impetus to creative 
art. More and more Australians are going to  feel the 
urge to write of their expericnces and the social excite- 
ment they sense around them, just as Lawson did in the 
'Nineties with his creed of mateship, or Banjo Patterson, 
Milcs Franklin, Tom Collins-or Bernard O'Dowd when 
he wrote: 

That  each s'hall share what all men sow:  
That  color, caste's a lie: 

That  man is God, however low, 
I s  man, however high. 

W e  do not claim to have discovered genius, but are  
confident that this first issue has soinething new to offer, 
notably the short stories by Ken Leavis and Sarah Mait- 
land, both new writers, both with a critical approach to 
modern social conditions. Of the poets, their avoidance 
of personal, subjective themes may offend the cloister- 
ridden critic. .Not one is concerned with love, landscape 
or lotus blooins. Rut those poets who stili write ~ l m o s t  
exclusively on such themes are only repeating what  

. has been said and said again, and much better, through- 
out the 19th century. (For a further examination of this, 
see "Art and the Working Class," page 65.) 

To-day the experience of this majority demands ex- 
pression, and to them Australian New Writing opens its 
pages. Already in this first issue we can claim that only 
five of our contributor? are professional writers; the 
others include a coalminer, three school teachers, a 
typist, a working journalist and three soldiers who have 
.fought in the present war against fascism. 

W e  are part of a literary tendency that has already 
appeared in Western Countries, China and America. I t  
is a tendency toward realism, toward an art compatible 
with democratic living, and as  such it will play its part 
in Australian literature. 

-The Editors. 
Pwe Blx -. 

P!R'I# OF A DAY 

Too long have t i e  fields lain d~>solate in the night, 
The crops on the plains have withered, 
And [he cattle 1~az;e gone from the 1 ills- 
For t11e cold i;ngers of darkness hace been as the fingers of  

. 

death. 

Our ears have gr07.n weary 
O f  children crying in the night, 
And-women mo:lrnir~g in the night, 
And the 1, o!:ndeE, in the night, 
Babbling del ir iody 
O f  greenness and cool rivers. 

We have grown sick in our bellies 
Of ~tumbli,ig ouer the dead, 
Of smelling the rottenness of the bead. 

We have grolijn tired of the stamping, 
Jackbooted murderers 
Who strut blindly, 
Monstrous mrioneues, 
Through the rubble and ruins of our homes. . 

We, the licing, are weary of slaughler, 
We zuill shatter the walls of night. 

This is our hour, 
A'ow i n  the east 
Already the sun's red bayone& 
Thrust at the throat of this black Incubm, 
And the voice of Freedom mightily calls ~w 
T o  hurl the torch of Truth in the night's face 
And glady march forward 
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FROM NEW GUltEEA 
Rfs.  Briekerqd Thrassetl 

Lil!le soldier of Nippon,  
1 ,  i!R your blanket of earth ' 

tucked-up 
t o  3 our shoulders- V 

Cones 
sticking out 
f rom  shrivelled bools- 
curled you lie 
as if sleeping.. 
Rut you're dead, 
soldier o f  h r i ~ p o n .  
You're d ~ d .  

What  zoas your fixme- 
stinking helmet 
~bhere your head used t o  be- 
h'o. , 

hiunzes don't matter now. 
"Number fifteen thciisand 
killed i n  action." 
And so, 
some heart will die. 
Some  tired eyes 
stare d ry  tears. 

W h y  did you fight, 
soldier? 
Wasn't the sky blue 
i n  Japan? 
Weren't there flowers, 
and masses o f  clouds 
over distant hills? 
Didn't you talk with friends 
and eat, 
and love? 

. h'o blazing flag, 
* ?LO spreading empire, 

is worth these things. 

Tell them that, 
dead soldi'er. 
Tell jour 
to make their own lives happy.  
Tel l  them to fight 
for peace 
and freedom . 
from the greed of over-lords 
who drove you here. 
soldier of A'ippon, 
And then, 
your rising sun 
will rise 
with the S u n  of all mankind. 
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THE 
PLACE 

"Going out again to-night?" 
The  atnlosphere stiffened bet\veen them. He  stoppeJ 

scraping his pudding plate, and pushing back his chair, . 
felt in his pocket for 111s pipe. Both were on the defen- 
sive now. Both looking across the table, spread ~t- i th  
dirty plates, a t  each other with suspicious eyes. Looking 
for the thrust, ready to defend. 

"Yes! Got to go to  a Union meeting." 
"You ~ e n t  to one last week. I thought they ue re  only 

monthly." 
"That was only an executive 111ecting.- This is a general 

one." 
"You \\ere out last night too! At  a Labor Party meet- 

ing! 12'hat do you find so attractive about meetings? 
If you \\ere of some use I could understand. But they'd 
manage quite all right for once without you! IVhat are 
you goiilg to do to-night that's so important? One person 
wouldn't be missed. And I wanted to go to the pictures. 
You never told me you were going out and I've asked - 
Jilrs. Brown to come over and mind the kids so  that I 
could go. I haven't been to the pictures for ages, sitting 
here night after night by myself. You're always'out,  , ' 

every night in the week, or if you're not, you're too tired - 

to \rant to go out with me. Just  this once, please do what 
I want you to, and take me to the pictures. I very rarely . 
ever ask you to do anything, just this once put off your 
meeting !" 

God ! How difficult! I t  wasn't that he didn't want to 
take her to the  pictures, but it was most i n l~o r t an t  he - 
went along to-night. There was a contentidus matter 
coming up, and as  a member of the executive it was up 

, 

to him to help explain the recomnlendations they were 
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going to make. But she wouldn't understand, she'd 
think i t  a slight on his affection for hcr, and would make 
it a personal issue. "You care more ahout your union 
than you do about me!" But  he couldn't let them down, 
that lvas far more important. Hc coulcln't allow ~ e r s o n a l  
things to interfere with the objective work he had to do 
Other\\ ise nothing waul(! ever be accomplished. God ! 
\Yhy couldn't he make her vndcrstand! 

He looked a t  her, her eyes \\ere fixed on his face, she 
\vas nai t ing . . . weighing . . . testing, ready to read into 
his ans\ver what she dreaded, just to prove to herself her 
doubts were real. She \vas al\vays testing him, always 
lvatching for some infinitesinla1 sign that would add to 
the score of poiilts she had already made against him 
and against herscli. H e  doesn't love me any longer. 
"I rarely ever ask you to do anything. Just this once, 
please !" 

There! IIe  was again driven to a point where he was 
forced, by his anslver, to  pro\.e something to her that 
was not the truth, and he was powerless to do anything 
about it. H e  just couldn't explain these things to her. 
A feeling of slight i r~i tat ion arose in him. Anyway, she 
had forced him to the point, it was her own fault if it 
hurt her. No! that was not quite fair! But what else 
could he do?  

"How about .to-inorro\v night? We'll go to-n~orrow 
night." He'd be so bloody tired after t\vo late nights, 
but it'd have to do. 

"It's no good to-morrow night. Myra won't be able 
to  mind the kids-I've asked her to-night, She's put off 
her arrangements to suit me. I can't expect her to be a t  
my beck and call all the time. It's decent of her to do 
it as it is!" 

"I'm sorry, dear, any night but to-night. It 's very im- 
portant that I should go. How about asking somebody 
else t o  go with you to-night . . . Mary or Mrs. Dunlop. 
I'll shout you both." 

When he went out, hot tears of disappointment burnt 
behind her eyes, cheeks snlouldered with resentment. So-  
silly to  have t o  explain. I t  had been a trying week. All 
sorts of little things went wrong. Betty had fallen over 
and ripped her new school tunic yesterday. T h e  water had 
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been turned off for the most of the day Monday, and 
she hadn't been able to do her washing till Tuesday, 
nrhich threw the whole of her week out. And she'd had 
that pain in her back again ; ever since the birth of baby, 
she'd had it off and on. O h !  it wasn't anything ln11c11, 
it only needed a little rest or a slight opelation. But she 
just couldn't spare the time now. , 

To-day was IVednesday, and somehow as she'd stood 
ironing the big basket of clothes-Jim's shirts, Betty's 
and Roy's blouses, apart from the endless pile of nap- 
kins-she'd thought about the pictures to-night. Sinking 
back in the lovely cushiony seats a t  the theatre, listening 
to the music, letting all things slip away from you, all 
responsibilities and the never-ending trivial dutirs that 
repeated and repeated themselves day after day, week 
after week, year after year. Betty was eight now and 
Roy six. They were both going to school, and she'd 
thought that now they were away all day and getting 
a bit older, she'd have a little bit more time. And then 
the baby came. How she'd hated the tl~ougllt. She 
hadn't wanted to have it, and done all sorts of things to 
get rid of it on the sly before she told Jim. I t  wasn't 
fair! H e  could go out and enjoy l~iinself and leave her 
with the kids! That  was her job, her responsibility! 
H e  earned the money and could do what he liked w-ith a 
certain bit of it. And then he never stopped home a t  
nights, or if he did he'd read. He'd sleep lvith her. Oh, 
lie expected that. Then,  that fiilished, he'd turn over on 
his side. Sometimes she wanted to talk. There were 
millions of little things that happened during the day- 
little bits of gossip, something funny the children had 
said. He'd lie there and say "hlmm." She'd go  on 
talking, and then, suddenly, there'd be a snore, and she'd 
realise he hadn't even been listening a t  all. I t  was rather 
a lonely feeling, lying there in bed beside him, knowing 
that he wasn't really interested in you, only the bits 
that affected him. 

Their lives were so  difierent . . . she didn't have the 
. time . . . working for him and the kids took all that . . . 

and he took it for granted that she would not be inter- 
ested in what he did . . . she'd overheard him saying t o  

,, Mr. Maroney when he had come to ask her to be on some 
women's committee of other . . . overheard him saying 
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it before even she'd had the chance of answering for 
herself. "Oh, my wife wouldn't be i~jterested in that. 
Anyway, she finds her time cut out looking after the 
kids. I'll ask her, if you like, but I'm afraid it won't be 
any use.'' 

They were growing so far apart . . . she didn't y a n t  it 
so . . . she was so fond of hiin still. Even when he used 
t o  talk to her about his work and politics and things, 
she'd be wanting to  listen, but there'd be so many little 
tliings that had to be done first. She'd say, "Just a minute 
till I see if Roy's asleep yet." Ile'd a habit of getting 
into mischief when he should be asleep. She always had 
to  keep her eye on him until he dropped off. O r  the 
kettle'd be boiling over, and she'd have to say, "Just 
wait till I turn the kettle off.'' Then he'd get huffy, and 
stump off. I t  was so unreasonable, as if she could let 
the kettle boil all over the floor. . . and it wasn't that she 
wasn't I,lterested. But when she had so many little 
things on her mind that had to be done . . . she just 
couldn't concentrate. hlen expected the world to  stand 
still lvhile they talked, but they'd be the first ones to  
conlplain i f  things were left to slide a bit. And now he 
never talked t o  her. He'd just shut liiinself away in a 
book or  newspaper, or tolerate her chatter about every- 
day things, answering absent-mindedly ; he wasn't really 
interested. She could see that. And then she found she 
couldn't chatter any more, because it'd irritate him. 

"I waht more out of life than just slaving day in, day 
out. I'd like to read too; I'd like to have time to  think 
a bit more about how I looked, be able to keep my nails 
nice and get  my hair set, like I used to before I was 
married. I'd like to be able to spend a bit more on 
clothes, but I can't even buy a new hat this season. Roy's 
got to have a pair of shoes . . . and Betty's growing so 
. . . even when I let her last year's frocks down they won't 
be fit t o  wear except just around the place, they're so 
short and faded. I'm getting o ld ;  when I look in the 
mirror I can see wrinldes round my eyes, and lines that 
droop from my mout11 and ones between my eyes. I've 
lost my figure. I've barely any waist a t  all now after 
baby. If I'd been able to afford to  take time to take care 
of myself a bit. I t  needn't have happened. And look 
a t  my stomach, and my breasts have dropped. You can't 
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help that after feeding three kids. 1 don't want to grow 
old. I'm too young for that. I'm iiot even thirty." 

To-night! I t  ~vould have been nice to-night i f  we'tl 
gone to the pictures. I'd like for him to have come home 
and gi\-en me a hug and a sort of lingering kiss . . . and 
say, "What bout going to the pictures to-night? There's 
a good progranime on . . . and we haven't been out to- 
get'lei: for a long time, helve n . ~ ?  \\'e don't have as inlicl~ 
time together as I'd like, do v e ?  \lTe'll have a bit of  a 
spree." And then he g i ~ e s  me an affectionate squeeze 
and says, "Hurry up n i th  the dinner, and 1'11 give you a 
hand with the washing up." Or ,  better still, say, "You 
go  and get ready, I'll attend to the dishes." 

Yes, it's a l o ~ e l y  night, to-night . . . all dark with stars 
shining . . . walm and velvety. \\'eld u v  shut the door 
behind us, and it uould've h e n  nice the short walk to 
the pictures. And when we'd got  there, he'd just slip 
away for a mo~ i imt  and he'd come back with some choco- 
lates, the kind he kno~vs  I like. I'd say, "It was awfully 
extravagant, we couldn't really afford it" . . . and he'd 
say, "Oh, rats! I have my tobacco, I don't see why you 
shouldn't have a little indulgence occasionally. Anyway, 
this is my treat, and you take it and like it, so long as 
you don't make too much noise eating them during the 
pictures." And we'd laugh and feel nice and warm with 
one another. We'd settle down in the comfortable seats 
. . . sink back . . . Greta Garbo was on to-night . . . Jim 
doesn't like her. It's funny that . . . men never Seem to. 
They always prefer Alice Faye or someone like that. I 
think she's a very common-looking thing . . . sexy . . . 
that's what I'd say. And a t  interval we'd have an ice- 
cream each. And in !hose love scenes, not that I par- 
ticularly like them, mind . .'. I'd feel him close beside me. 
And he'd take my hand !ike he used to before we were 
married., MTe'd really feel a bit tired coming home, and 
it'd be welcome the hominess of the place when we got  
in again . . . I'd put the kettle on . . . and while it was 
boiling we'd get undressed . . . we'd sit in the kitchen in 
our nightclothes and have a cup of t e a .  . . and talk about 
the picture . . . and we'd feel so close and friendly . . . 
not lonely . . . everything would seem wzirm'and happy. . . . . grid the kids would be sleeping . . . I'd have to change - . - 
baby's nappie first, of course . . . - . .  
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Rut we're not going to the pictures! . . . and he's gon-e 
out!  . . . and when he comes home, 1'11 say . . . "Ilow 

' 

was the meeting?" And he'll say, "Not too bad." 
And 1'11 say, "\\:ho was there?" 
.2nd hc'll say, "Oh, nobody you k11o\v !" 
And I'll say, "\3'as Rill Thomas there?" 
And he'll just grunt . . . and he'll go on grunting to any 

other questions I ask . . . and he'll either get undrcssed 
and get into l ~ e d  \vith a book.. Or  else he'll just turn out 
the light . . . get into bed . . . give me a peck on the cheek 
and say goodnight. Turn his back on me and start 
snoring. 1'11 just lie there, and think of to-morrow and 
the day after t h a t .  . . and the day after t h a t .  . . changing 
napkins, cleaning, cooking, w:41ing, ironing, cleaning, 
cooking, washing, ironing, cleaning, cooking, washing, 
ironing . . . on and 011 . . . getting older and older . . . 
Oh ! I'm so tired of it all! 

Yes, it's a lovely night . . . makes me yearn for some- 
thing . . . sort of ache inside'. . . and I don't know what 
for. I nish we'd a bigger bit of lard.  Still, that flame 
tiee is w r y  preiLy. I like standing underneath it when 
the flames are out, and looking up a t  the blue sky through 
them. T h e  clear red against the blueness and the dark 
brown limbs. But it malws a lot of mess shedding its 
leaves . . . strewn all over the place . . . and Jim never 
beeps it tidy. It's always left for me to  sweep up. 

I wish I hadn't married when I did. If I knew then . 
what I do now, I wouldn't have. I'd have got on quite 
well with the work I was doing, and I could have gone . _ 
about a bit and enjoyed myself. I'd quite a lot of beaux - 
beside Tim. and.1 would've had time to read a bit and -.- 

. learn a b i t  'about politics. But I got married and before 
- ' I knew i t  I had kids and then I was tied down so. Not 

. . that I would be without them now. And when one gets 
old enough and you think you've a bit more time to your- 
. self another comes ?long, and you just haven't got time 

- to do anything else but slave. And the years slip by. . 
Men have the much easier end of the stick. I know Jim 
thinks I'm stupid and not worth talking to, but what 

, would he be like after washing nappies, and scrubbing 
17 - and cooking for eight years. .4nd he thinks I really L I K E  

tt l  He goes out  and enjoys himself, and probably meets 
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a lot of younger women. It's because of hiin I had the 
kids, it's because of him I've gi-o~vn older and plainer and 
don't have time to anything. Solnetilnes I think 
of just walking out and leaving everything, but I really 
couldn't leaye four of them. I'm too old to change. But 
they'll grow up one day and leave me. What  will I have 
left? I'm good for nothing else but a s!avey. Every- 
thing's against a woman. 

Tears  welled in her eyes and rolled in loncly drops 
down her chceks. She thought: "I'm too old to cry, I 
should know better. Getting so upset because I can't 
go  to the pictures. And Mrs. Brown will be here soon, 
I mustn't let her see me like this." 

And she ran inside to  tidy herself t o  meet Mrs. Brown 
with a smile. 

As  the door banged to  behind him, Jim drew a deep 
breath, as i f  drawing freedom througl~ his veins, and, 
with a lighter step, he strode up the street. I t  was a 
relief to get away f r ~ t n  Daisy. Women expected too 
much attention from a man. They expected the same 
ardor and attention all the time as  when they \vere first 
married. Couldn't they understand that after ten years 
of intimacy and habit, relationships between people 
change. H e  didn't think it was because he was any less 
fond of her. God! W h y  had he married when he did? 
A t  twenty-four! Oh, the explanation was very simple, 
he saw it very clearly now, one of those many threads 
in life that bind a man down in bondage before he has 
time to find his freedom and know his own strength. 
Life's web is already spun for a man from his birth. 

Anyway, what was the use of thinking now. Besides, 
he was still fond of Daisy, he supposed. Habit of years 
spent together, he'd miss her if she wasn't there. H e  
was fond of her and the children : he gave her a home, he 
didn't look a t  other wornen, so why couldn't she let it go  
a t  that and let him live his life? Didn't she realise that 
he'd like to spend more time at home? Didn't she realis'e 
he got  fed up with having to work so hard and go  to so  
many meetings? She seemed t o  think every time he 
went out it was to have a good time, or because he 
wanted to get  away from the house, which, or  course, 
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would be her. I t  zoos getting to be like that  now;  it 
was almost a relief to get away, but only because of the 
way she went on. All the time picking a t  him, always 
looking for some sort of slight, misunderstanding what 
he said. 

Oh, he knew the answer to it all! She was all right, 
she was a good motlier and wife. She just didn't have 
much above the ears, that was all. Such a linliied out- 
look. They \yere miles apart. A man likes to  have some 
one to talh to, not chatter about minkres t ing  little fish- 
wives' tales. I l Jo~nen  were all the same. Looked a t  
everything personally, were incapable of thinking im- 
personally. 

Oh, well, it Jvas his own doing. God! if he had only 
known as much a s  he did ni,w, before he married, things 
wouid have been a lot different. T o  be free, unham- 
pered with domestic responsibilities! Still, he never 
co~nplaincd of that. W h y  didn't Daisy accept her end 
of the bargain? Ah, well! there were plenty of other 
things to think about to-night without wasting time on 
useless regrets. 

Reaching the corner of the street, he saw his tram 
coming, he ran across the-street and leapt on as  it moved 
off. 

Months slipped by to almost a year. Relations between 
Jim and Daisy became more and more strained, bursting 
with increasing frequence into bitter quarrels. Jim, 
coming home for dinner found himself in a hostile camp, 
for Daisy's bitterness was seeping into the children. She 
would do anything to hurt  him. If only she coiild find one 
little chink in his armour of indifference. A11 day she 
would simmer with resentment, as  she went about her 
housework. There was plenty of work to  do, she never 
stopped going all day, but the work was merely physical, 
calling for no mental effort, and it left her mind free to 
chew over and over the bitterness;the frustrati\on, the 
resentment against her husband. He was in her thocghts 
most of the day. She talked about him-to her neigh- 
bours, to her friends, and to her children. They  began to 
hate their father;  didn't they see their mother slaving 
all day;  didn't they see her unhappy and tired, and their 
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father coming home cvery night, eating his dinner, get- 
ting up and leaving immediately afterwards, or, i f  he 
stayed at home, burying his nose in the ne\vspaycr or a 
book. He'd never even help her to clear the things away 
iron1 t l x  dinner table. "'l'hat's your job," he'd say. "I 
earn the Inone!; 1)y ivorkilrg hard all day, it's your job to 
do the cooking and ho~~se\vork." 

"Yoi~ only have to  work eight h w r s  a day ;  i f  you work - 
longer ).ou gct paid overtime, my ivork never ceases. 
You and your union1 You get up in arms i f  any of your 
bosses exploit the men. But you exploit me \verse than 
any bloody boss." 

"Don't be such a little trollop. If you organised your 
work a bit more eflicientl!-, you'd have plenty of spare 
time during the day. .Don't blame me for your incom- 
petence." And he'd walk out of the room. 

Oh ! how she hated him. 
Jim felt Daisy lining the children up; only the baby 

smiled a t  him and liked him. One day they were rolling . 
on the patch of grass in the backyard together, baby was 
shouting with excitemellt and laugllter. Daisy, looking 
through the kitchen windo\\-, saw them playing together 
and ran out, snatching the baby up. "Stop escitirlg her, 
always interfering. It's a pity Y O U  didn't do a bit of the 
work looking after her." 

of her The  baby, shocked by the sudden uprootin, 
enjoyment, opened her mouth and screamed unconsol- 
ably. When she would not cease crying the mother 
smacked her furiously. 

Jim's thread of self-control snapped suddenly. ITe 
sprang to his feet. White with fury, he took hold of Daisy 
and shook her, shook her till her teeth rattled and her  
hair fell all over her face, digging his fingers into her 
plump arms. 

"You bitch! Call yourself a mother! \?hat do you 
mean by messing the children up like this. You might 
hate me, but don't you dare take it out  in the children. 
I could kill you, you slattern! Wha t  do you mean by 
making my children hate me? YOU dirty, sordid little 
bitch !" . Daisy started screaming in terror, and in a second a 
cyclone of little arms and legs were upon him, The  sight 

. . 
a. 1 

\ -  - 
, - 

of tile tense white face of his son, and the words, "Don't 
. you touch my mother, don't you touch my  noth her," 

brought him to IGs $enws. I l i s  arms dropped limply t o  
- his sides, he turned and n c n t  out, through the back door, 

down the  r0~1gl3 path t o  the gate. 
Mrs. Brown, irom next door, was running anxiously t o  

her gate. "It's all right, 1. haven't hurt her," he said, 
a s  he,passed her. ' 

"You brutel" I l e  wa!ked on. "You brute!" I-le smiled . . 
, bitterly a s  he slvung dowll the-road. This mas the end. . . 

I t  had finally degenerated to this. They could go  on , 

- living together no lon'ger. Strange that i t  had come to  . 
- this. H e  didn't really dislike Daisy, and he knew she . . 
: wouldnot  be so bitter i f  she did not.really 1ove.him under -: 

. al l  this. Wha t  had happened t o  them? If p l y  they . 
could have gone on living together, even if things were - 

' not quite right bet\veen them, surely they could have 
patched things over for the sake of the kids. W h y  must  

.-.+ they be dragged into this sordid fight? W h y  must it be . 
. dragged out  into the open for all the public to see? I t  ' 
\ . - .  
: was no good, they co~lldn't  go  on like this, now tha t  this . - ' 

'. ' had happened. She made it  impossible for them t o  live - '  

tbgelher. H e  would have been coritent enough to have- , 

. . .  let things be; each -living their own lives. I I, 

, .- . ' Then he thouglit : "Whi t ,  is her life but the kicIsda<d , 
' me?" That 's the trpuble. She has nothing outside t& to  

- 
*' 

interest her. I suppose I could have helped her a bit 
>, - 'more. I haven't bothered to  understand her, ,to interest  . ' 
, her ' in  anything outside herself, and now it's too late.- 

- 

: , the  wide-gulf of bitterness is too great to bridge now.' . , 
- Shewilf be better when I'm out  of the  way; it's better- for .. 

the children, too, that  they should not  seefhe'bitterness 
- .betweenus.  , . . 

He walked and walked: 'The  softening ih?des of &isk 
dtkpened into night. + A chill, wind Stjired . th'e ei'enirig 
air. - LighG sljrang out of dim ,houses. Kids- playing in 

, the. street were called ihrilly into 'tea'by their,mp$hers. 
- Ad occasiodal dog barked. An  aeroplane.flew overhead. . 

- Searchlightrs imnl :diately flared'up, their long thin point- 
. : ing fikkers f o u n d t h e  p l ine 'and  fbllowed i t -  He 4eould' - .  
, s tay  ou t  ',no-longer, ariyway', t h e  sooner they c a m e  to 

, s o a e  ,de6nite drrangeriient the  better.. .. ' 
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\'IThen he got home, Mrs. Brown 4 s  still there. ' She 
had lit a fire i n  the living-room, empty cups showed that 
Daisy had been solaced with a "nice hot cup of tea.'' 
\\'hen Jim put in an appearance, she turned to Daisy, 
\vho \?.as sittinq huddled in a chair, and said: "Do you. 
want me to stay, dear?" 

"So, I'll be all right.'' 
"\Yell, if you want anything just sing out. I'll send , 

for a policeman nest time and put him in charge. Dis- 
graceful behaviour!" She glared at  Jim and went out, 
saying, "I'u take the two liids in to have tea with me." 

He couldn't help smiling at  the threat of a policeman. 
He had never felt less like violence than he did now, all ' 

his e lergy and strength sucked out of his body, leaving 
him just flat, like a tfre with the air: all out. 

"Well, Daisy?" he said, unconscio';isly standing wit11 
his back to the mantleshelf in front of the fire. 

"You're blocking all the warmth from me." 
"I'm sorry," he moved away, and sat on the sofa. Put- 

ting his hand into his pocket he brought out his pipe, 
- 

and 1im;:ly began filling it. 
"\Ve11, Daisy, don't you thin!, we'd better call it a day? . 

171 move out as soon as I can find a place. You can keep 
. the house, and 1'11 send you money every n-eek.1 thought 
. that, although things were different betiireeq us, we could , 

go on living togther and make some sort of a show of it 
for the sake of the kids. But you make that impossible. 

J I t  ,woyld be better if we separated. The children can 
. s t a y . w i h i y a a H  . . , , - 

. . Daisy, her face red and swollen .with crying,'!urned, 
dull eyes ,on him, ,"If you leave me, I'll commit suicide. I 6 
warn you, I shall kill myself." 

: . "Oh, don't be so dramatic." . ~ u t , ' l o o k i n ~  a t  her, he 
, reafisecl with a shock that she really meant it.r . 

"Do be reasonable. What do you want me to do. You 
- resent me being a t  home, you turn m y  children against 

?me. You obviously h a ~ e  me. We'd 'only go, on having- 
these rows. Leqving youpand me out of it, we's~e messed. 
up our lives. 'together; whose fault it jg I ca#t say; it 

- 

s$rted.so long ago, but for god's-sake let's think of the- - 
I . ,  chi1dren.t What do YOU want from me?" , - . * 
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"You're just trying to get.out df your respons'ibility. 
You can get out every day a ~ l d  forget me and the kids: 
It's because of you I had them; It's because of you I'm .. 
a slave, working day in and day out. You can get out and ' ' . 
have a good time. 1-ou're not tied down hand and foot. 
You keep as i n ~ ~ c h  money as you want to spend. YOU ' 
just give me enough for housekeeping. I never have any 
to spend. What Sort of a life is it for me? You never 
take me out. You never take the kids out. Or, if you 
do, it's because you feel it's your duty, not. because you 
want to. You've made me grow old having your kids 
antiwashing your shirts, and now that I'm not as attract- 
ive ?s I was, you don't love me any more. You want to 
be rid of me. It's easy enough to pay me., And then 
you'll probably go off with a younger woman. Oh, the 
men, get the best of it every lime. I wish I hadn't mar- , 
ried you! I wish I'd gone on having a good time. I 'm. ,.- 

' 
just a servant to you, that's all I am, and now you think 

: you can give me the sack." 

\;bearily Jim said: "Look here, D'aisy, what do you 
want me to do? What  do you want to do? Surely we ' , ' 

_can find some way of settling this. I'm just looking for 
. some sensible solution. Please be reasonable and en- 

deavour to help me! What do you want, Daisy?" 
, But, Daisy burst into a flood of tears. Hopelessly she 

- ' 

buried her face in her arms. She didn't know what she 
wanted. All she knew she was thoroughly tired an4 sick 
of everything, and he was to blame. What was the good . ,' 

,' of% looking after the house and kids if he felt like that. 
I ' ''I: could get a job," she said., .But she didn't really mean 

it. , .  I 

"Don't be sill;. w h a t  about .the children? 
I can afford to keep you,.'' 

That' settled it! That  .decided it! He didn't 
I to get a job. . + .  . . 

"Keep your filthy money. Pay someone els 
house for you. I'm getting a job. There's p,leniy ur W W K  , 

for women,to do these days. I ,wks doing well a t  my job 
before I married you, I'll get, a job." - 

, 
"YOU eanJtI&w the c h i h e n .  Please, Daisy,, be ieason- 

able, control y~urself." - 
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.. 
, "Who said I'd leave the cliildren. Betty and John are ' 
going to school. I can leave baby a t  a day nursery. And . 
you can wash your own dirty shirts and get your own 
meals. y o u  can do a l i t  of the houscworlc for a change." 

"All right. I f  illat's the way you want it. If you 
want to/ lleglect your children, I can't do much about it. 
But, if they are neglected, I'll divorce ygu. I'll bring you ' 

up before the court nnd take the children away from you. 
You're not fit  to bc n mother." 

Oh, how she hated him: If she had had a gun she 
would have shot him where he stood. I t  \;as s u c h ~ a  
hopeless feeling of frustration. I t  was like banging her 
liead against a brick wall. She wouldn't let him leave 
her, and lie wouldn't let her get a job. 

Thus a deadlock was reached again, and they con- . 
' tinued their unhappy existence. 

DaisqJs one obsession now was to get a job. She felt ' 
that if she could onl> get a job it would solve everything. . 
T o  get away from herself. Mrs.'Brown, however, finally 
came to  ,her assistarlce. 

"Look, dear," sllc said, "J'OU get your job, and 1'11 pick 
the baby up from (!it: kindergarten in the afternoon and 
look after her until you come home, and 1'11 keep my 

- 
' ' eye on the other t\vo. They won't be much bother. I t  . 

won't d? them any harm, being alone for a couple of 
, hours before. you come home. It'll make them self- 

reliant. 'Why, wlren I was Betty's age I was keeping 
- house for my father and looking after four. youngsters. 

. My mother died when 1 was eleven, you know, leaving . my.father alone with S$ children, - the youngest only ' 

. eighteen months dd.? ' - - + 
Mrs. Brown emn approached Jim and tdld him a piece. 

of her mind: He was passed caiing what happened then. ' 
- ,- 'Thing$ could not be wokse than they were now. *i., . ' 

And, so Daisy got a job. . - - . '  . .- 
Right ,from the first-momeni. Ahe ieceived her fir& '. 

; week's pay she felt better. She got a pernianent wave 
and a new outfit d clothes, she bought the kids .things 

.-'they-had been wnting for a long' time. Jim refused to 
'. let.h& put anythiw into the IiousekCkping. So she paid , , 

off a few old d e b s  and,bought some nice things for -. the , 

* ' house. . ; . x v 

. I t  was tiring at first, working all dAy and then 'coming 
in to have to do houseworlc and cook a t  the end of it. 
But, by and by, she got someone to come in and clean , 
the house up in the rnorning and get the vegetables ready 
for dinner. Going to work, having something to think 
about, meeting n a y  people, there was not the same bit- - 
terness over the tea table a t  night. Thcre was a new 
confidence in her. She was good at her work-as com- 
petent a t  hcrs as Jim was at his. 

. One night, as  they had finished their meal and Jim was 
leaning back in his chair to fill his pipe, Daisy got to her 

A feet. "Well, Jim," she said, "I've got a union meeting -- 
, . to-!light, SO I'll leave you to wash the dishes. And see I 

the babies are in bed by eight." - I L  

- Jim opened his mouth to  protest. But shut it again. .' 
What  could he object to in all fairness? . . . ' H e  looked a t  her capable hands clearing the dishes off 

. the table on to  tlie sink, and there was something mo.re ' 

than just respect in his eyes. 
' ; "  

- - , .  1 .  
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young man, E t ~ i e  and the girl on tlw sofa Ix.jian to play 
poker. 

\ViIso11 shouted a fciv incffcctunl g,.c~otl-b!-cs. :inti wan- 
dcrcd out  of the  dark little hall. I-lc n-alketl for al,out,- 
two miles trying to shake off the soiled fcelii~g.. Tivo 
cliildrcli playing in the street attracted his attention. 
H e  went occr t o  them. TJIC littie girl 11-2s f ;~ir ,  111-etty. 
in a short pink frock. I-Xe tugged a t  the inner poclict of 
his coat and b r o ~ ~ g h t  out his wallet wllich lint1 contaiiictl 
$20 ~vlien lie left the ship. I-le went tlow11 on his l<~?ecs 
before the children t o  show thein lie \\-as going to  give 
them money for sweets. Re openctl thc clirficult clasp 
of the wallet. 

The  inside of the wallct was empty. 'There was noth- 
i n g  in it. Feeling sick, \\'ilson stared a t  the inside of 
_the wallet fo r  several mint~tes.  Tlle children n.atc11ed 
him wonderingly. 

Feeling idiotic, on his knecs before a little girl in a 
pink frock, gaping into an empty wallet that once had 
been full, he go t  up and went down the road. On thc 
way he cursed obscenely and vividly. Rising in his mind 
was  the bloated figure of Edic, her peroxide curls droop- 
ing  limply over the black serge collar, hcr cigarette- , 

husky voice: "I look nice in these pants . . ." 
She'd look nice, all right . . . damn tnl-t! 
Down the street, clown a long, lined street towards the 

sea and t he  white sweep of the \\-harf. Between the top 
of the street and the wharf a large policeman cast his 
shadow on the left pavement. 

. . 

1-11 riot be part of their soul-less rauings 
I ui l l  not join in their last Jespriir, 
Lost like danzrzed sozrls O U I  in tliv 74 ildcr~rcss 
They  de~ l r  o y ~ h o r ~ s e l ~ c s .  

They  fill /he air xi111 c r k s  o f  sf-lf p i t j ,  
The )  who Lad none, 
Lost race o f  selfish men 
How I despise them. 

I will not slrare their synr!!etic jcclings, 
False dreunzs of grandeur. 1 
I n  true black colours h e i r  actions declare tlreruselves, 
Mean nwn, evil, greedily grasping. , . 

I 

I I will not folloio their thought i n  its bias, 
Trirn m y  s n i t  lo  u inds  o f  dcl~rsion, I 
Wrapped i n  self love, no reason for living; I 

Flow I despise them. 1 

' /  
I ztdl strip jront m y  being all  hat is like them '3 

Layer on  lo) er;  prune zoell and purge. 
Lop off the dead zuood; search for .the net" green; 
King while sap surges. . . 

! 
+ 

T h e  dry  rzts.tle of fear of the heart, 
The  c p i c  sick palsy; 

,Superior sneer, distilli~tg green poison 
The  soft yellow rottivg o j  acquiescence. . \ 

' ' 4  
Cu.t .them away! Rise strong i n  protest! 

b 
/ ' 

Rouse! Shout down the threut of reaction! . 
Expose i n  their words the black heart of lies! % ' . '' 

F e  draw our power jrom strength of the peopte! . 
. -  
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, THE OTHER SIDE 
Jock ,Graham - 

~ou'v'e learned to know. the nziner-the "black" man, the 
<I . slack" man, - 

But come wilh me below ground antid-the sweat and Stress 
-2nd watch him at his hard work, his drill work, his skilled ' 

' work; 
' See for yourself his lrue life before you read your press. . 

\ . -  - I 

Gone down and brearhe the-dank air, the foul air, the rank air; . < 

Fill ip your lungs with coal ciust, diseuse dusr, for 'proof; 
Come doxn an& see th.e cave nran, the slave man, the 3rque . 

l n a R  1 .  

Risk life to save his mate's life beneaka  falling' roof. 

~ i a r n  of t l ~ e  grim disasters, the churned up, the bu~:ned up; <., . 
. Go seek, the mikin$ churfhyards and count the-,qAnuing roll;, '- 

Yeigh-justice thkn, so feted, so beated, a d  meted ' 

Against the dark stain spreading, the blobd.updn the coal. - 
. . 

1 You'll see ihnditions . slip ping,^ thro' tricking, pin-pricking; 
The guilt with which &e's burdene~'you311 place where .it 

- belongs; 
. - 4 4  you will be a just man, a fair man, a rare man, 

, if yo311 rsise c o a ~ ~ r d u c t i o n  ly ,right& miners' wrongs. 
, - 

I ' -  

. b .. * * ' 

, DISCIPLINE 

: H e  didn't feel how clogged up his ears were till he 
. Lame out  into the great d e n t  yard. . A man seemed 

' almost lost af ter  that racket of machines.' Not a sound, 
- no movement, not even from the watcFiman down by the 

ga,tes, his hands thrust into overcoat pockets as  though* 
. frozen t h e d  by the long night shift. A chill wind swept 

down the valley, slapping at  the four-square bulk of the 
.. factory and the great chimney that struck upwards like 

/ . . a  warning'finger. , , . -. 
Silenck! ., . . 

You'd almost. reckdi the whole turn-put h i d  stopped ! 
W h a t  if i t  had? W h a t  if ydu did stop i t ?  Rage flared 
.suddenly. Eoddam the cow! -. A man ought t o  dave 
slapped him down! Tdking i t  like a lamb, \a  crawler! . 
Not a wordl .  'He'd been' scared of hin~self; that was it!, . 
What  if he had come back at  the cove? Facing e h h  

i other there, between two big presses,-he'd-felt for one 
, instant . things might have come 'to more than rwords. 

" , Barney, -with a can of grease: in his. hand, had stopped 
A behind them till the forenian bawled,,h,in~ out, half the 

section.+atching. A word OT, two a n d . h t  could have 
, pulled, the whole mob out! But  9 he'd said nothing; just 

jicketl'up his coat and off, 
He- tugged - the scarf closer rou~,d- his heck, shivered - , and-spat. There was a group"or two fdrming now a t  the 

yard's end, . n ~ t  talking, just,  standing, around, a s  cattle 
do  befoie a storm, Their sfillness maddeped him! 

M'arvellous the nose some had for troub!e! Why 
didhY.t-they get inside?- T h e  new shift 'Gas due on any 
t h e ,  yet t3ere they stood, silent as catde. 

i '  

.4 blue g r  drew up bey0n.d. the gates, th.en swung dis- 
creetly into the lane ~ p ~ g s i t e :  Of course, iohn$ ! F a r e  

, L.. would:h&ve p h o ~ e d  them! Then Burke came hnfYy- 
idg o'ut of the Breq gun *e.ctiali,, tuhiiig "on his: qvat, 
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stomach bulging over tlie bit of cord he used to keep his 
pants up. \\lith a three-day gro\\.th, oil st]-eaking his 
face, he iooked more of a tramp th, 71 ever. 

"Sid," he said, with that one-sided grin of his. "P~s t  , - 
it on the boys yet, Sid?" 

13unching his heavy shoulders, Sid 1ool;ed straight 
ahead, watching for the johns to come in at the gates. 
Half an hour ago he'd been real tired. Now, well, there - 
wasn't t ime; a man had to get his tl~inliing clear, and 
quickly. H e  wanted to ask Burke \r, hy he'd sneaked out, 
before time, why none of the others \$ere ou t ?  Cut he  . 
didn't. 

"We've got him this go," said Burlte. "Just ulicre we 
- 

want hiin ! Pull 'en1 all out, eh, Sid? Thley've had a 
bellyful, I'm telling you! They're ropable! It'll be 

- that easy, Sid, you'll only have to lift a finger!" 
Sid drew out the makings, noticing how his hand - ' 

shook rolling the paper. Burke would ge t  hjlnself pushed. 
under a tram one of these times ! - 

"IVhat are you w,?itiilg on, Sid," said Burke, g r i p p i ~ ~ g  - .  
his'arin. "Listen, the day shift's coming on, any tick . 
of the clorkl The  mob inside's with you;  just wait till i , 
they come off, you'll see! That  mongrel's got to be - 
learnt, that Marsh! Listen, Sid, there's going to be a -  
real Donny .this time, you betcha!" 

, Sid-pinched off the stray ends of tobacco, licked one 
end, shoved the cigarette into his mouth. But Burke's 

I - ,  - words drove into hiin one by one, like nails into soft - < wood, and knowing what he said was right didn't make ' 
'it.a<y the more easy, coining from Burke. That  sneaking , , 

, hound of a Mafsh, with his soft soles, thg hat tipped on - 
the back of his melony head, and his sarcastic fwords_that 
&ere like spitting! You'd only to catch a glimmer o f ,  
him across the section for him to get  you mad! - They 2 

/ - ought t o  have had Gore sens'e than s ove him there; o r  k maybe that was just why the manage ent did,it;  provo- 
' cation, aIways ready ta stick t he  boot in men, strained . 

a / to bursting point by speed-up and overtime. - I - 
I 4 " '  - The day shift bas coming up the road now, by , . .: 
[ hgndreds, stteamiog out of the station thisside-of the . ' .' 

brok'en-backid hill., I n  they 6 a h e  through theL gates, 

1 s t -opping , t  ehiack the batchplan, kiiowing he  had. n o  . ', 
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sense of humour, then talking more serious to the groups - 

inside. Their \oiccs drifted over on the cold wind, pick- 
ing a t  his nerves*. I t  looked like there was going to be - _ trouble all l ight!  

"\l-ell, how allout it, Sid," said Bur,ke, tightenin& the 
' 

grip on his ?rm. 
Sid s l~ook him off, impatiently. Tlien, cupping his 

hands 01 er the flare of the match, he heard them coin'ng 
out of the shop. 

I t  vasn ' t  even eight! Couldn't be yet! Wha t  was 
' . doing, then? 'I*hcy began to flow past him,soine mag- -. 

ging  and arguing, mostly quiet, un~~sua l ly  so, walking- - 
singly as if chewing obcr some problem that needed in- 
dividual solution. A few looked over at him, nodded, or , 

c slapped hiin on fhe  hack; or bawled out as they passed in,  
a flow of blue shirts, dungarees, tucker hags and heavy 
boots that crunched on the gravel.like a powerful army. ,. 

- ' "\l'ell, Sid,"  aid Burke, "you see how things are? 
\Ire can knock lliin rotten! Whip 'em all out, and in a . 

,. few days we'll have the bosses~crawli i~g for us to  go 
back, and ~vithout  that dirty inol~grel, Marsh!" b 

T h e  swirl of the men past him, the drumming of their' . 
boots on the gravel whipped up his rage. , Burke was - 

1 right! H& 1;new how they felt1 Suppose they could fix. .  
the foreman this time? You'd got to face up to it sooner -, 

. o r  later! . ,  . 
j .' . T h e  nien fanned oL~t over the yard, some carrying &lit '. 

,fbq&o the gate, where they fetched up among the other - 

r '. .-sl-~ift, and then quietened, waiting for someone t o  make a ' . 
; xpoye. I t  was a tense kind c ~ f  a_n atmospher6, like s p o k e  , 

' hanging on a hot surnnier's morning. Of the jphns there 
was no sigh. . , . I  

> , - z  " fomkY guns won:t. get  '& ba;k to-day, Sid; said ' - - Burke; pawing-his arm, and he got a.whi& of th& man's 
constipateqbreath. : . - \  

. :  ken Burke caught si'ght of, G o  meh in t h e  do6rway - 

of the Bren  secticin, talking; - "Hey, Barney," he bawled, 
. -"Jim, come on -over !" -: . . 
. - Th'e t d o  men went-on-talking; ju&& if- they ha'dn't 

- ,- .heard, sQhe turned,back to  Sid, opened his 'mouth tci.. . . , 
and stepped ,back quick, as Sid w e n t b y  him over to the - .  
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doorway. The  men called Jim and 13arney stopped 
what they were saying as he came up to them. 

"\Veil, ~ f d , "  said Earney, pulling \vetly a t  his pipe.' 
H e  \vas a big cove, white hair standing close-cropped 
straight up from his head. "IVell, Sid," he said, "so t he '  p .  

bulldozer's come a t  it a t  last !" 
"Going to pull on a fight?" said Jim, slon-ly, poking 

out his jaw as he always did when someone had got him 
mad. 

"Too right," said Sid, "but there's more than one way, 
Jim." 

Clenching his fist in front of him, Jim looked specu- 
latively a t  the taut skin over the knuckles. "Only one . 
way, I reckon," he said, "which that snake of a Marsh - 
understands !" 

\\'ith a half-grin a t  E a ~ n e y ,  u-ho was cliggii!g splinters , 

out  of his hand ~7 i th . a  pocket knife, Sid sald: "Okay, 
Jim, that's why we'll pick on some other way!" 

Then Burke was up to thein, butting iL wit11 a stream.. 
of words, regardless. "\Yhat're you all loafing on it for," 
h e  said. "Some joker ought to be up speakii?g! Great 
sort of a shop conmittce you are!" 

Barney clicked his p~cliet-knife shut, then said: "Since, 
when have they elected you, son?' 

- But Burke wasn't to be frozen out so  easy. "If they - 
had of," he said, "you coves wouldn't be standing around 
like you are! You'd be well on the move! Look, a r e .  

,' we coming out, o r  are we 1" . - 
- 

41 _Looks like we're,out," said Jim, sct$tch.ing his nariibw -. 
chin. "Anyhow," he saiaid,"I'm~for it-!'? 

f "Goodo," >aid Burke,.. slapping Jim %liard ,on the 1 
shoulder, then turned to the mob down the yard, bawling: , -: 

, "Come qh up; boys !" 
'. T h e  yard ys.fi1Iing now, and the &&;of their voices - '- 
dying, they loaked over a t  him, cucous  but-unmoving; . 

\ '  presentitlg a solid front to ,  Burke and the j h r ee  shop 
1- stcwards in the slanting shadow of.the chimnejt. There + - 

was -noth,ing aggressive about \hem ; ' no challenge, yet, . , 
q Sid. sensed the power that seemed half-asleep in; this  _ - 
- silent mass.. Discipline, that's, what i t  .was : a11 unspoken, - .,, 

**n-mscious discipline that  carried a t  once a threat and A . * 

nsfiration iqithin itself. You felt they were . . looking -, 7 
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to  you for a lead, respecting your knowledge, your judg- 
ment, reqdy to take up the linc you gave them, not 
blindly, but once it got their approval with a terrible 
stlength that would su-ell like a tidal wave over every- 
thing that stood in their way. Discipline! If a man 
could win that, he kvas right! Rut the man they followed 

' \vould be no \voolly soap-boxer, only one ~vho'd proved 
himself in past struggles and one they trusted. Theirs 
was no dull acceptance of dictatorship. but a conscious- 
ness of class, of common aims. of loyalty to something 
bigger and more coinpelling than individua! impulse, of 
a future they were collecti\~ely determined on creating. 

Then Burke was speaking, quietly a t  first, as if to a 
single group, then turning to another, gaining confidence, 
raising his voice, starting t o  gesture like a piston s I o ~ I y  
gathering speed. 

"Comrades," Burke said, "om opportunity has come 
this morning out  of a clear sky to put that bitch of a 

' 

thing, that Marsh, right'whcre he belongs! He's had it 
; coining a long time, mates, a mighty long time, and we've + 

, held off,- and you know \\;hy! Eecause. when the tirne - 
, . come to have a real g o  in, we want to make a job of him . . 

proper. Now this time it's opportune . . ." i . f. . 
H e  paused, oratorically, one hand,upraised ai a w a n  " 

might do if seeing if i t  were about to rain. I-Ie dropped - 
- i t  swiftly as  the expected murmur of approval drifted up  

from the' men. 
"Comrades," h e  said. and again Sid felt a s tab of anger ' 

,,at; this easy use of a word which for him had speciab 
significance. He '  took a step or, two towards him,, 

, "already Burke was  speaking. 
"There's 00 call to tell you, comrades,': he"s'aid,. "j 

y h a t  the issues are. You know as  well a s  me what  1 
after,.that f la t - f~ot  boss of ours; why, hg's started in ,.. 
shop stewards . . ." i. , 

But lie began te11in~'the.m a l l  tbe same, over the 
morning's dispute, dragging it aut and exaggeiating, , 
playing on  their feelings like- a hose over live coills; , 

A . goading'them into a s t ea~ny ,  hatred of the .bosses _who 
t,reated you like-dirt, sweated you and-prodded - you and . 

1'1 :oitig'over 

e 

.edown. Burke was g 
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I t  nus  serious, come to that!  Sid knew it  for a down- 

r i ~ h t  challenge, thc first shot  in the managcm&tJs cam- ' i r 
palgn against t h e ~ r  solidarity. I t  \vas over three months 
now since thefd reorgnniscd the shop committee, had . 'v 

the dea$heads and Losses' men wectled out, put up their . : 
proposals for a real production drive because the A.1.F. . ? 
up north was crying out for arms. Uut the manage- 
ment wasn't too ~ t ruc l i  on the idea. ll'oi-liers u c r e  hired d 

to  do the job, they reckoned, and do it as  they \yere told; I . > the)- \beren't going to stand for no organis~ng and plan- ", u! 
ning and making suggestions about this and that and . 7. 

interfering when there was a dispute on ;  and then this'- - 
shop committee looked like taking control of th'e wl~ole 
joint, getting the inen solid behind them, putting foremen 

' ?i 5 
on the outer because the men listened to their own reps. , - I  

lvhere they'd have punched the foremen on the nose! 
So the managanent had reclioned it u a s  time to do , 

something about it, or there'd be nild talk afier the war ' 

of workers' control of industry, and doing away with 
private profit and all that sul>versi\e stu!T that wasn't 
in Australia's interest, bccausc it was Ruwian, and, any- - ,-. 

holv, the people of Australia weren't such fools as  to let - 

the governn~ent  of the country get into the people's .; - 
hands. So they'd tlmught up a regulation, had it roneoed ' 

and circulated, forbidding any  employee to leave his owo' 
section during working time, a t  least ~vi thout  permission - .. 
of the foreman, even if  you were busting for a leak. That  . 

meant, of course, that shop stewards \vould have to keep . 

their nose out of things, particularly that leading hand, , 

Sid Barton, who was chairman of the shop committee, . - 
and a Red, and who'd bring the men out soon as  look 'at 
you, maybe even sabotage all the ~ln_acllinery, or blow the-. 
place up with a bomb. 

 hen; wh,y the foreman in A section Jhd threatened 
' 

to  dock a machinist's wages for spoiling all that stock, 
Sid had left his job on 'B section to  patch things up, 
maybe save them a day or more's general hold-up.- So  

; , they'd fired him, shoved him straight off to  the office to  
i get  his time. 
I Burke was telling them all these things, his voice 

creeping up to  a high note of hysteria, till Sid reckoned * 

it was time to  cu t  him out. He caught hold of the man.  . . 
by the coat sleeve, checked him in mid-speech., 

"Listen," Sid said, "I'm capable of saying what's to 
be saidl" 

Eurke tugged away from him, but Sid's grip tightened 
on his elbow, and he doubled up, red in the face and 
swearing like a cat. 

"Con~rades," said Sid,' "what Eurke's said is right. 
I've been fired because I wouldn't take 'No' for an answer, 
because all I did was  in the award, and I reckoned if I 
went over to A section I'd clean u p  a little dispute that 
might have held up production for quite a while. Well, 
this is how it scems to me . . ." 

For the first time he noticed the johns, attentive on the 
fringe of the crowd; a bell-shaped constable fingering a 
note-book, but not writing in it to date, and an inspector, 
v hose expression looked a s  if he'd bcen dropped in a vat 
of vinegar and left there till he'd browned like a walnut. 
Sid looked a t  them, and went on. 

"It seenls to me," he said, "that we've got  to under: 
stand the true nature of this issue. It's not just a 
straight-out fight with the management, or a strike we 
can pull on as easy as  last year. True, it's a real challenge 
to us here on the job, but  . . ." 

Sid hadn't noticed the johns come round, but the bell- 
shaped constable was tapping him on the shoulder-blade, 
and saying in an apologetic sort of a voice: , 

' 

"You'll have to cut that out  here, son," he said. "You 
can't hold no meetings here!" 

"Oh, why not?" said Sid, conscious of the clamour 
gathering behind him. 

"Private property," said the inspector, with a tone like 
a rap on the knuckles. "Management's ordersl" 

Ii But, look, Inspector, I'm not interfering . . ." 
"Management's oyders," said the constable, then softly, 

"if you were to go outside . . ." 
. " ~ i s t e < "  said Jim, walkitlg up out of the crowd with 

his springy step like a lightweight boxer. "This is a 
free country! Let him have his say, because we want  
to hear him !" 

"You can't hold no meetings here," said the inspector. 
"Right," said Sid, "I'm easy. We'll go outside. Come 

on; boys!" 
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"YOU can't speak outside," said the inspector. "You 

the traffic." 

1 can't speak there. I'd have to book you for  obstructing , 
4 

"Where in hell's the traffic," said Sid, a b o ~ e  the derisive ' 

laughter of the men. 3 

i 
a 

+ 

i 
The  cbnstable and the inspector were right in among 

the crowd now, pressed upon by the ~veight of men, ges- 
ticulating and directing and ignored; amidst that r n o ~ i n g  . 
mass they looked ery much alone. 

"Come on," said Sid, "traffic or no traffic, 1'111 speaking , 
out  there, and book me if you like. There's a sight too 
much obstructing altogether." 

H e  was answered by a rumble of anger from the men, 
already flowing through the gates. The inspector grab- 
bed hold of Sid's arm, was roughly shaken off. 

"Look, Inspector," Sid said, "there's a war on. .\Ye've ' 

got  to get on with it, or we'll all be fighting here in these 
streets, and the Japs running amok \I-ith our wives and 
daughters. E ~ e n  johns have wives and daughters, don't 
they? fl'ell, give us a break, Inspector. You can do 
\\-hat you like 1, ith me . . . after! Just give us a fair go , 
and let me say what I have to say." 

As the mob came through the gates, on to the narrow , 
footpath, spilling over the highway, the inspector came 
around the ilank, like a cattle dog trying to cut out  the 

. 
leaders. 

"You're not speaking here," he said, "or we'll jug you !" . 
"You can do what you like," Sid said, "when we're-? 

finished." 
"What's your name?) said the inspector, leaning back _ 

on his heels against the pressure of the men. "Where'd 
you come from? Let's see who you are? Where's your , ' 

identitv card? Let's have a look at i t ?  There's more 
than ehough trouble-makers in this town!" 

With leisurely contempt, Sid felt in his pocket for his . 
wallet, and opening i t  up, he found the card a t  last, ' -  

slipped in behind a photo. 
"Here you are, Inspector," he said. "This is where I - 

keep it for safety." 
T h e  inspector looked sharply a t  the photo. 
"I reckon it's safe enough here," said Sid, "under Uncle , 

Joe. There's the man that's winning the war for hs; 

Inspector, or maybe that's not the way you look a t  
things ?' 

There was a sudden growl from the men, and some 
laughter. 

"Uncle Joe," Sid said, "knows how to organise a war 
effort, I reckon, but then he doesn't have to pay good 
wages to jokers for provoking trouble, and hasn't hosses 
to interfere u i t h  production because they're scared of 
losing a bit of profit and privilege some tiinel" 

And, turning back to the men, he said: "We can learn 
a thing or two from what  the Soviet's doing. They're 

. fighting in the interests of the working class, the wurking 
class right throughout the world, and that's why they're 
knocking hell out of Hitler, and why they're going right 
on till they've crushed Fascism right out like the vicious 
poison that,it is, and maybe that's going to spell the end 
of capitalism, too, because that's what has foisted Fas- 
cism on the people! And that's how we've got to look 
a t  it, comrades. Fascism is the cslemy to-day, not any 
twopenny-halfpenny pannikin bosses, like those inside 
there! W7e'll get rid of them after, i f  need be! That  
won't be too hard! But first we've got to  knock the 
Japanese Fascists back into the ocean they came from, 
and give what assistance we can to  the Red Army. 
That's where the real struggle is to-day and over there 
on the Eastern Front our Soviet comrades are cleaning 
up the whole world for us!" - I 

"You can't address no meetings here,'' said the in- 
spector. "You're obstructing the traffic!" 

Sid stared a t  him without a word, a t  the silver buttons 
and the provocative tilt of his cap. Fat-bellied ~ o o l !  ,, , 
How he hated these slobs w;th their pompous words and *. 

thick-skinned refusal to  act like human beings1 T h e  
constable looked like he'd give them a fair go . . . but 
another time, back in the depression, he'd soon learnt 
what sort of orders the johns were given. He'd been 
sent up north to organise the unemployed, get them a 
meal ticket or  two, run demonstrations, marches in the 
street and that. H e  still limped sometimes when the 
pain in his spine got  bad;  you don't forget about rifle- 
'butts too easy, or the boots they used on you when you 
were down ! 
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"One of these days, my friend," he said, "we'll be ob- . 
structing something more than t raf ic!  But right now . 
we're concentrating on smashing down a bigger oh- 
struction than you or Marsh or any of those bosses in : 

there, Gartrell or any of them . . . and we'll smash it down 
whether you try interfering or not!" 

Raising one arm suddenly, he said: "IVhat did the 
manager phone up these johns for? IVIlat did he drag . 
'em off their seats for before even knowing if  there'd 
be any trouble? Eecause he wanted to put us in the gun,: , 
all of us, ge t  the public after us, and the press yapping 
like a lot of mongrels, putting all the blame for his provo- : 
cation on  the workers, like Theodore and his screaming > 
that we're letting the boys down in New Guinea! Well, i, 

that's old stuff-Fascist stuff-and we're not falling for 
it! We're going t o  give 'em all a slap in the face by . 
getting back on the job. Production, that's what counts, - 
there's just no other way of,looking a t  things a t  this 
time. It's our war, and we've got to  keep on fighting it, . 
fighting these provocators, too, if they won't work in - 
\vith us! I reckon the best ans\\er we can give 'em, boys, . 
is a real good day's production!" 

There were a few murmurs of protest, Burke and some' : 
others jeering, but 'they were drowned in a deep-throated. 

I chorus of approval. The  johns were standing there fool-. . 
- ishly, not knowing how to act, when Gartrell, hat and '  - 

i overcoat on, black satchel in one hand, came fussing 
1 , down to  the gate. 
i.. . "You c a n d l  go  hdhe," he bawled. "~hkre ' s  no work' 
, , to-day. It's a lock-out !" 
,- p 

Round came  their heads, a mass slowly swinging in tdt  . i action i t  seemed, independently, like the turrets. of a - .- 1 - - battleship, and Jim, up near the head of them; shouting . - 

' - - - out, "Like hell we are? Just you t ry  locking us  .optj . 
I mister!" 

.. Gartrell opened his mouth to  speak, the johns tried to , 
' . force their way over t o  him, but  Sid's attention just then - 
. was drawn back to Burke, pulling him by,the coat lapels, ' 

spluttering almost into his face. 
I - 

, . . . "Look, Sid," Burke said, "what's the game? wit ' - , are you putting over us? Are you crazy, sdl ing us o u t ? ,  
; '. . 
; . t . ,  Listen, where's your job? How you going to get . .  that -- 

A -  . - .  ,back? Not by crawling, my oath you're notl" . 

"1'11 get the job back, son," said Sid; "don't worry. 
There's other ways than holding up industry. We've a 
Labor Government in power for one thing." 

"LaborJ" said Eurke, and spat. 
But before Sid could answer there was a roar from the 

nlen, and Gartrell, holding up his satchel, shouting a t  
them, tryiilg to keep his hat on, looked a s  if he were 
half-drowning in the angry swirl. 

-''You're all loclied out !" R i s  voice could only he heard 
thinly through it all. "I told you to get  off home!" 

As the tide swept past him, back in through the gates, 
he bvas taken with them like a cork upon a strongly flow- 
ing river. His hat remained up011 the pavement, crushed 
and flattened. 
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- . 7  - I But think of the stone house, barbctrouslj f . . )  . - Anaesthetised, muse on its pain, . 
' 1 -  , , Dissected or most mawkishly converted' i ART AND THE WORKIRG ' Into 9 "corning" or well thought of guest house 

For nervous profiteers and haunted aunts. 
CLASS ? 

0 the stone house, 0 the well-made,sld! among the precipitous 
termres- Noel Hutton -; 

It cannot marry or die or sp i t vup  a pearl or evacuate the 
bedridden zone. . , Should art  make sense? -- 1 ,- I - 

A century ago a good, stout "Yes" would have been 
. the self-evident answer to 'this question. Yet, to-day, . 

. , t most people accept it as axiomatic that art  exists apart 
- , ' - from everyday life. A great deal of contemporary art- 

1;- . \ . . 1 literature, painting, drama, films, music, sculpture- ' - 
/ . means absolutely nothing to the ordinary man and + 

. - 

.> - .  - 3  

1 ,  

woman with a job to do, a family to bring up. The argu- - 
ments and discussions of the critics are frequently less I 

- 
. b y -  intelligible than the works of art themselves. Sometimes , - 

f .  . deliberate obscurity is passed off as profundity in an - - .  . 
. -, attempt- to raise the artist's work above the reach of . 
. ordinary people. . . 

In a world in'which any art expressing robust and vital' , . , '. .' ideas, intelligible ,to the mass of the people, is immedi- ' - 
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ately suspect as .propaganda, we must ask if s t a~dards  
+'.' have not become completely lost in the intellectual chaos 

of a society in decay. . 
- , The bewildering diversity of form 'and subject matter _. 

-.*', i_n modern art is not an indication-.that a new ar t  .has 
. -.'. b&n torn and is struggling for recognition. .Rather, the .-2 . . 

> .  I - .  . . - c . . ) . . ?  - . \  . - . , .cGnfusion and contradictions in artists themsel -- s .. .. . ' 8  . -  . . \ 
. .' 
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the,discord between artist, critic and p~b%c;~arl 
real reflection'of.this chac$ic state of so6ety in M 
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. . live, the inevitab1e.sympt.oms of &e horibuna c 
of a paiticular form of society. ; _ : . , - 

- , The breakd6wn .in society .is. reflected in- a r  
' ' consciousness ' that everything impiirtant has 

keen . said. . - , . .  Artist~uni$le :to break - .  away .( from . . 
J .  thi .._ A -  



the primitive for its own sake is characteristic of the , 
breakdown of other social orders. T h e  peculiarity of the 
decadence of our own culture is that, coming a t  the end ,: 
of the most intensely individualistic period in history, it 
shows itself in the disintegration of  culture into an un- 
precedented number of small groups and isolated in- 
dibiduals with separate ;esthetic and technical ideals. . . 
They have very little sympathy for each other. They 
pursue their brilliant but restricted courses as far as  . 
possible removed irom interfereilce from each other and 
the masses of the people for whom they have no respect. 

The  sickness of our society is visible in the extremely 
low cultural level of our people, all of whom have been , 

taught the elelrentary subjects upon which our education , 
is founded. 

The  theatre is empty. Shakespeare has become a text- 
book name, while extravagant musicals are crowded. - 
Londoners will stand in queues for hours to  see Clark 
Gable, when they might see "Hamlet" a t  the Old Vic for 
ninepence. 

T o  the ordinary man or  woman the term "modern art" 
suggests inodern painting or scclpture, since he is unable. 
to escape looking a t  an occasional reproduction in his 
daily or weekly newspapers-the time factor being absent . 
in these arts, he immediately sees enough to  feel bewil- .- 

a 

dered and angry. If he dislikes a piece of music he can 
turn off the wireless; an uncongenial book can be re- . 
turned to the library. 

I t  is the purpose of this article to find out whether 4 

art has anything to say t o  us  to-day, and whether we are  
, ready to  listen if i t  has. I n  doing so, it will be necessary " - to indicate briefly the similarity of the symptoms o t d e -  

cadence in the various arts, the difficulties faced by arbst,  
' critic and public alike, and also to indicate the healthy 4 

signs of the newer life stirring within our outworn socia1 
frame. 

Not all critics and certainly not all artists will agre& 
with me. They will indignantly protest that what we " 

mistake for barren confusion in modern ar t  is merely t he  - 

beginning of a new era. They will tell you that  they have- 
cleared away the rigid formaIities of earlier generations '' ' 
of artists and prepared the way for a period of unparal- 
lelled growth and abundance. I 

I 

Tt , is evident from reading 'innumerable biograph- 
ies that modern art has produced no school. Each artist 
professes to something unique in aim and technique. 
IVe begin to form the unhappy conclusion that to be 
modern is to be different a t  all costs, to  be an individual- 
ist. 

The  accredited critics are sharply divided into two 
camps. T h e  old-fashioned critics view all modern ar t  
with horror, and make no attempt to understand its . 

idiosyncrasies. Having long since decided the require- 
ments of a good picture and found .them in Corot, they 
naturally find Picasso not up t o  standard. Critics of the 
newer camp have no hard and fast rule of thumb 
methods of judgment. They are unanimous in nothing 
except that what is modern must be right. They spend 
a great deal of time rationalis.ing opinions formed on , 
personal taste 'and inclination. e 

The ~ w o  camps are constantly a t  war. The moderns 
proclainl their originality and vitality ; the ancients shout 
that a child with a box of paints, a kitten on the keys, 
a scl~oolboy tackling his homework could produce better . 

works of ar t  than these: T h e  louder both sides scream, . 
the less the great mass of the people understand what is 
going on, and the less it seems to matter. They content 
themselves with the belief that every form of art ,  a s  they 

- 

understand it, is practised by young men with queer 
notions and uncertain morals, o r  young women who want 
to  draw attention to themselves and pay no attention to , ' morals either. 

There is perhaps some excuse for this childish attitude, 
- *  for the modern artist continually expresses his utter lack 
' . of interest in what the ordinary ,man thinks. - W h e n  the' : 

p$$ic notices and comments unfavourably upon his latest . 
' 

masterpiece, he is onIy too ready to teII them the.wh.ole . 
thing is nq concern of theirs. Epstein su'ms up the posi- . 
tion in his autobiography with a clarity which .cannot be  
misinterpreted. H e  is writing of his statue of Christ ' 
carved- from an enormous block of stone with uncom- 
promising primitive simplicity. , I t  aroused a storin of - 

protest. . . -, - 
. " I t  must be remembered," writes ' ~ & e i n ,  "that. a 
statue like 'Behold the Man ?,.is not-shown in a public 

, . 
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gallery nor set in the streets, but exhibited in a private 
gallery into which no one is compelled to  go, and be 
either 'affronted or insulted,' and where the gallery more- 
over makes a charge for admission." 

I s  it a good idea to d isco~~rage  the working-man from 
seeing his work a t  all? 

WThereas the modern poet, musician, painter or sculp- 
tor frequently feels that  only a few are capable of com- 
prehending the true meaning of his work, there are two 
groups of artists who like a very large public. Signific- 
antly these, the novelists and makers of films, ,are seldom 
thought of as  artists a t  all. 

Some novelists, of course, have pretensions to what 
they consider higher things, but, sharing the painter's 
contempt for wide popularity, they fear thev have failed 
as  artists if  they accidently attain it. Pamela Frankau 
in her autobiography discusses the dilemma of a sincere 
writer, proud of never pandering to the common herd, 
who suddenly awakes one morning to find that he has 
given birth to  a best seller. 

From time to  time the film people produce p i c tu r~s  
which rely for their effect not on romantic appeal but on 
broader human themes, or  angle-shots, montage and other 
technical discoveries. They  show their works to a limited 
audience, and either disappear or are absorbed into the 
larger commercial enterprises. Most producers are 
frankly out t o  make money, and they are glad to  take on 
anyone who can give a new slant to the latest colossal 
production, provided i t  is not sufficiently queer t o  scare 
up  a panic a t  the box office. Ultimately, the box office 
decides the fate of a new de~a r tu re .  Throuph this med- 

t 
ium the public can and does'dictate to the 6;oducer j u s t  * 

. . the sort of movie i t  wants, and, by continuing to lap up  . . ; 
the average Hollywo6d trash, it proves what  little en- .. 

I . . couragement our  world gives it t o  want  anything better. . - 
, . When w e  consider the  vast mass of films yroduced, - .  - 

the banalify of the maiority of them, their timidity, crude ' , -', . - 
lavishness, and even the  limited use made of t he  technical 

. . resources available, we  begin to  feel a certain sympathy. . , 
, with the poets and musicians who school themselves t o  

the indifference and hatred of the ignorant fnd  unfeeling. - 
. ' Allowing for the shortcomhgs of all genera!isations , , 

. : ~ n ~ q u e s t i o n s  of art, it is fair to say that  in the.noderfi ,,- . . - .  . . 
. . Pam BLltp-dght _ . , - r - - * . %  

I . - .i '. . - .  I x - . -. , . . I ̂ . - 1 ' -  

. .. .-  I . . . ' . -  I 

world of the western dcrnocracies, works of ar t  can be 
divided into two categories, those which appeal to the 
masses of the people and those which do not. The  former, 
chiefly the novel and the moving picture, are graded by 
their admirers, strictly according to entertainment value. 
Any attempt a t  a serious study of life in our age is looked 
upon with suspicion and indeed fear. The  critical days 
of the war have produced a certain change of heart in 
film and reading audiences,- but  even now a straight 
moderate documentary of the Russian war is considered , 
"not nice" and "too grim." T h e  sentimental sob-version 

, of the tragedy of war, such as "Mrs. Miniver," appeals 
more directly to a people who has never learned the value 
of thinking objectively. I .  

T h e  case of serious worlis of a r t  seems in even greater , 
peril. An artist must live, so he usually earns his living 
by the sale of some by-product of his talent-if a musician 
he teaches the piano, if a painter or draughtsn~an he il- 
lustrates cheap weeklies and novelettes, the poet and 
serious novelist write critical columns for the press. Most 

, artists are acutely aware of their dependence upon society 
in this coinmonplace matter of bread and butter. Few 
of them realise that in cutting themselves off from their 

- .  . fellow men in their tiny groups and literary cliques they 
have also cut themselves off from their mental bread and - . 

' butter. There is something dejected about an exhibition 
of modernist paintings, something infinitely weary in the ' 

_ little groups of disciples feverishly explaining these , 

. works of a r t  to each other. W h o  but  the crustiest-aca- : 
'.. demics in years to  come will attempt to unravel these .': 1 

T .: ,, knotty problems when so  few are interested to-day? - A 

: " f ,  T h e  secret 'of all this uncertainty, banality and ezcen- -. , 
, . tric individualism must be foun'd in the particular form,  

8,. . I 
of decad,entpociety in which we live. W e  have reached ,. 

-' the last stages of capitalist production, which showed not  _. , 
'- 

i 'only a sturdy spirit of independence a s  we are given to  - 

no ihq,ught to  a fallen rival. These qualities are reflected . . 

, I  
' underetand, but  also a ruthless competitiveness that gave - 

+ 1 , - 
4 i  in tht artist a s  his duty to express his own soul, his own - 
-,-- .", convictions :about the form or shape o r  sound or things; 

#, : . or just his oyn subconsciods. H e  cannot see that  this 
.. .' wilful_isolation can lead him hta just those paths he  mosf ,4 

- '  wis l~es  to avoid.- ' ' ' ' - -d. , -  5 

* '  
7 Page 6lxtpnhe .' - .  ./ < . . . - ., . 7 - 

+ 8 
I ' .  4 - . . . I  I. - 7  . L 

-..A I ' -  
, . 



SO art  and our people must go their separate ways. 
Yet this was not al\vays so and there is every reason to 
believe that the end of this chaos is in sight. Already 
fine work' is appearing from a new class with a new 
faith in the future, people \vho base their art  firmly on 
the lives of those with whom they Iive. Perhaps it is not 
surprising that this new trend shows most clearly among 
novelists, such a s  S:cinbeck in his "GI-apes of M'rath," 
Richard IYright in "Sative Son," and the work of Katha- 
rine Susanna11 Prichard. 

T o  see the full growth of this new art,  however, we 
must go  to a new land.,  In  the Soviet Union where 
Socialism has given work and hope to  millions, we see 
the changed attitude of the people reflected in the lively 
work of poets, painters, writers of fiction, essayists, 
musicians, sculptors. achitects, in fact everybody \vho can 
be said to  create anything. 

T h e  English artist, Pearl Einder, can perhaps tell bet- 
ter than anyone just what it feels like to show paintings 
for exhibition in the Soviet Union, since she has spent 
many years there and held many exhibitions. When she 
first arrived in Rloscow, she says, she was held up by the 
customs officials who demanded to know the contents 
of the many large crates she was bringing with,her. She 
told them she \vas an arti<t and that these were her pic- 
tures. They wanted to know i f  she intended to show 
them, in fact, i f  she had any objections to showing them 
right then. With some misgivings she consented to have 
her pictures hung round the n~al ls  of-the customs shed. 
A t  once there was a buzz of activity and animation. 
The  customs officials, porters, clerks, everybody was 
busy on the impromptu exhibition. They all congratu- 

* lated her warmly on her work, and a t  once fell to  dis- 
I cussing quite advanced technical and aesthetic questions. 
I When a t  last the pictures were safely packed away again, 
; . they promised her that they and their friends would come. 

to her formal exhibition. And so they did. Every day ' 
the gallery was crowded with people from every OCCU- 

pation in the Soviet Union. She says wistfully that she 
wished that her exhibitions in her own country met with 
a quarter of the success and warm interest. 

. I n  the.Soviet the people want to  know about a r t  and 
artists, they are keen to know how things are done and 

, &  

, . 
~ a g t  seventy 

I 

t h - 

why. The  ar.tist wants to talk to as many people as 
possible in terms which he hopes they will understand. 
In our own world the artist will talk about "people for 
whom galleries were never mean€? The  modern com- 
poser is too often an pseudo-intellectual whose investi- 
gations ir'to the possibilities of tonal and atonal com- 
binations and briliiant arithn~etical acrobatics on hum- 
drum themes leave the ordinary listener p~izzled and 
bored. These "intellectuals" have even appropriated 
popular swing music and in their small erudite clubs 
reach dizzy heights of experiment. T h e  modern sculptor 
of genius either succumbs to the popular demand for 
over-refined and flabby figurettes or else obstinately 
tra\.els down the path which ultimateIy leads him to 
mysticism of the most reactionary kind. 

Our painters show their ability in one or two "normal" 
pictures, and then hastily cast away the laborious tech- 
nical training of s tudint  days. Some of them join a sur- 
realist school or any othcr group which offers a profitable 
avenue of escape. T h e  more common practice is to evolve 
a highly personal style-soinething simple and obvious 
enough to be rezdily ecogniszd. Marie Laurencin paints 
white paste dummies tied up in pretty pink and blue 
draperies. Matisse jettisons the wearisome craftsman- 
ship which requires the artist to build up his figures by 
mass and licht and shade; instead, he roughly indicates 
the whereabYouts of' his boiled ladies w i t c  heavy black 

, lines drawn with the brush, and has a lovely time $laying 
' , with pattern and colour. hlodigliani has elongated the 

, nightmare creatures of his fevered brain so  tha t  El  Greco i .  might have felt a pang of envy. Of course, Modigliani, - 
: actually saw his models as he painted them, having first - " 

. partaken deeply of hashish for the- sake of. inspiration. 
'Innumerable other examples of this frantic search for an 
individual, unmistakable style might be quoted from the 
vanguard of modern painters-how vlaminck brilliantly . 

' flashes a lurid light through the oily murk of his land- 
. . scapes, Salvador Dali's scrupulous attention to detail. in 

. the painting of a watch, a street scene; a triangle and - - 
whatever else takes his fancy all assembled on  one can- 
vas. Chirico's fine decadent horses, Klen'c L:nAnr--r+en 
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I t  is significant that d l  thcse wild, inane or diffuse HO& posterity will find the key to  our modern crois- 
' 

styles lend themselves to  the depiction of the breakdown i word puzzles it is difficult to  imagine. Yet the best a r t  
' 

of modern society. I n  any modern exhibition you will ' I . of preceding periods was comprehensible in its own time, ' 

come across a piece of biting satire on our slums, our  . and is still comprehensible t o  us to-day. The  Athenians . . 
parasitic upper class, or just the ordinary bewilderment 
of the ordinary man or woman. These are the most 
convincing pieces in the exhibition. The  best these 
puzzling new schools can produce is the story of despaif.. 

Tlie poctry of the members of the talented New Sig- - 
natures group has also suffered the blight of escapist 
individualism. Few can rival these brilliant yourig men . 
of the English middle class in building up a sensitive -. : 
picture of our world to-day. They understand only too ; 
well that they are depicting a dying society but they are - 

afraid to draw the inevitable conclusions. They are afraid = 

of being drawn into a new system, of being caught up 
A 

in politics. Instead, they seek reiuge in mysticism as  in . 
the "Ascent of F6" of Auden and Isher\\ood, or in com- - 2 promise as  Isherwood does in his "Berlin Diary." - 

Of all modern English writers James Joyce is the most ,. 
tragic. I n  the "Portrait of the Artist" we see him, = 
mature, sensitive and virile, master of his craft. I n  '2 

"Ulysses" there is a difficult new strain. Finally, with 
"Finnegan's Wake," we are faced with a work so over- - 
laden with "association," allusion, cross-reference and *. 

' 
jigsaw puzzle pieces that the ordinary reader can turn .- .+ 
page after page without finding a single sentence which- . 

. . .  . .  conveys any litera! meaning to him. 
2 ,  . I s  this barrenness of meaning important? Isn't pure + +  . 
' - form, the relation of plastic values, the surprising rhythm, - 

*in fact the manner in which-the ar t  is presented, the -,:' . , 
"deciding factor? -!, * - 

'_' - . ; I f  we feel that there is something essentially'lacki'ng:; , 
... + . - in most of our a r t  to-clay, something which is not lackitig 

in a r t  of other periods and in the a r t  of the new society ; - 
. in the  Soviet Union, we are bound to admit that modern 

.-. . , . ar t  differs from ar t  of the earlier great periods in being . -. 
' tinintelligible t o  u s  in our own time. Dali may be . . 

', ' praised by a few intellectuals, but  he is not understood"~ 
.'. ' by the  mass of the people. I n  t he  case of Victm.Hugo- 

I _ : . - . and 'Wagner the critics were outraged . b u t  - the audiences ; , 

- '%ere enthralled. , ( _ +  . V  - 
*I - . . . .  ','. 
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were moved by 'the tragedies of Aeschylus and Euripides; 
they understood the mockery of Aristophanes. On the : 
modern stage, or more pal titularly as radio plays relying 
as before on the spoken word, their meaning reaches u s  . 
to-day. W e  may not like the music of RiIozart but there 
is nothing in it to baffle our comprehension. When Rem- . 

.., brandt painted the municipal big shots of his dav, they 
understood him only too well, and so do we. Spanish 

' 

- courtiers relished the satire in Goya's portraits of the 
Royal family even more .than we do. A child is nct  
bewildered by. the art of the ancient Chinese as  we ,are'_, , 

by our own latest masterpieces. 
Artists have not always consciously expressed the - '  - 

voice of the society in which they lived. Until there was,  .: 
a scientific study of society few'artists ever consciously , 
tried to  understand their own society. Beethoven was 

. the first musician who could truly he said to feel the  ,'- . 
. ,  

, 'surge of the people rising around him; he most truly, 
tried to, express in his music not only his personal joy . 

. - and sorrow but the greater life of his time. 
' Shakespeare, from another time and land, craftsman"_ - 

.. in another art ,  is the genius with whom Beethoven is  , 

- ? .  c , , most often compared. Yet Shakespeare remains the in- 
, . terpreter of his times almost by chance. H e  himself had '.,. - 

r .  . <- . - quite a low opinion of his plavs. H e  preferred his poems.:- - 

- " . b u t  the plays paid well. H e  could pack the Strand , 

, , Theatie any night, and that is  the important point:l - ' 
- - 

A (  
Shakespeare's rivals were good, and his ;audi&nces pe ra , .  

.-, ' g 9 o d . a ~  well. He,had to  write well to  please that lively, -, . 
_ pdfic  gathering of adventurers, courtiets, sailors, crafts- . 

> .  

men and others., In  fact, all England might be,-there,. -.  
-from nobles in the boxes* to  the  spi.e~tiesL groundling. ifi . . ,* 

* .1 the pit: - .: . : .z I .  

. . <  
, For  all -h is  remote subject matter.  sha%espeaie was 

7' ; ..talking to Elizabethan Englishmen In terms they could 
, - ' . well un';l&stand. They  wanted, to hear w h i t  he  had to r . : 

. L -  

q f  . , say aboiit kings aitd doyps arid fair-maidens. h m e s  - . 
- -  $erf sufickntly fluid and'adveuturous for Shakespeare's ,: . 

%. 

audrences . . .  t o  groan < - 3vith Qthe lb  tlie blaskamoor, and  to 
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generally poduckdYby the class in society, -or a t  least 
_ , ahspi red  by the.class in society, which is still growing, 

I ', the class which is still, a t  whatever cost to the rest of 
I 'society, the progre'ssive force. It was D. HL Lawrence's 
1 , bitter mistake that, working man a s  he was. he sneered 

laugh wit11 Falstaff the poltroon, to love with Cleopatra. 
to murder with hlacbeth. and weep with Romeo and 
Tuliet. A new, vigorous, growing society produced our 
greatest dramatist. In happier, more progressive and 
robust times we will undei-stand him again-Shakespeare 
has been played more frequently in the S o ~ i e t  Union in 
recent years than in England. 

In our olvn unhappy times, the truthful artist can find 
little to console him and almost nothing to make him 

a con~placent if he still looks exclusively to the dying 
middle class for the source of his material. In literature 
middle class inspiration was a spent force by the end of 
the nineteenth century. The  twentieth century has pro- 
duced a great deal of talent, intelleciual brilliance and 
great aesthetic sensibility. There is a singular dearth of 
genius. T h e  most important figures in our twentieth 
century writing, such a s  D. 13. Lawrence, Bernard Shaw, 
James Joyce, T. S. Eliot, all fall short of their promise. 
Out  of touch with their people, where can they find 
audiences of sufficient goodwill and sufficient understand- 
ing? They still struggle along. with a growing contempt 
for those for whom they should be writing. They search 
for something new to say, and for new w ~ y s  in which 
to say it. 

I t  is generally agreed that ar t  and literature usually 
reach their greatest period as a civilisation grows and 
e.xpands in prosperity. What  is not so generally remem- 
bered is that the greatest works in these periods are 

T w o  of the greatest novcls of 'recent years deal sym- 
pathetically with the problems of the exploited 
members of American society. I n  "The Grapes of * 

Wrath" John Steinbeck deals wi th i  the Okies, the 
tenant and small farmers who have been impover- 
ished and driven off their land, and drift, a formid- 
able army, s t a n i n g  and penniless, into California. 
In  "Native Son," Richard IVright's genius converts - 
what might just be a pathological case history on 
the making of a negro criminal, Into a bitter and p3ig- 
nant cry to the American people to learn to understand 
the fate of the black inillions in their midst before it is 
too late. 

 most students of ar t  and literature brought up with a ' ' 
greater respect for form than for matter will by now be , 

filled with a deep foreboding. They will suspect the 
danger which above all others they have been warned . 
about. The  danger that once artists begin thinking about 
what they have to say instead of th'e way the are going . 
to say it, propaganda will begin to raise'its ugly head. 

As on all aesthetic questions the big difficulty is just 
' 

where to draw the boundary line. Some definition is _ necessary in the case of propaganda, since most people 
think of the term as meaning Tokio Radio or British 
leaflets dropped on occupied Europe. 

Propaganda, or the spreading of ideas, is as  old a s  art. 

1 
Pheidias, who worked to  the glory of Zeus, was an ex- . 
cellent propagandist. Raphael and El Greco had their, 

.f' , Christian ideologv to  interpret to their Christian con- 
'?emporaries. 1;'~ichard fiJ' Shakespeare becomes the . . 
most blatant propagandist for English najionalism Eng- 

. , land ever produced. Yet the pamphlets, tracts, posters 
and films produced by political parties for  the'direct dis- 

1.. a t  greater democracy andp ined  for the gentility of a ' - ,i semination of their views do differ fundamentally from 
- .  

, dying class. Three centuries ,earlier, when that same ' 
th@e masterpieces of art. Tlley differ- in the way 'the 

I class was the progressive force, opposing the tyranny 'of _ .earlier mbrality plays differ from the great drama of the  
'. 'royal and aristocratic privilege, &.lilton had the good Elizabethan period. They  are the material from' which '. 

' ' . fortune and good feeling to champion it. By doing so, . the art& works. Without such good strong mateiial he 
, he, more than Lawrence, f u l l y  realised his potentialities. ,- .that his .@I1 be Yet ide*aJ, 

and th'e spreading of them, can only, be the' beginning. 
t 
' 

To-dajr we must expect to find our greatest writers A - a n e y  ar t  grow9 and ripens the  artist.is less conscious 
. and artists among those who see in the working class the ideas he is  handling, and more concerned-with the 

: - the hope of the future, and from the working class " " ,y ha r ~ n  mat , -  thewi st nn& tri~thfrrl 2nd heatrtifirl 
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In  a new a r t  there is often a crudity and a rawness . , greater part of his thinking time. Bui'lding a new society 
4 which disappears as  it reaches maturity. Western critics is his great enthusiasm. I t  is bound to be reflected in his 

happily, pounced on early Soviet works produced by - ar t  uliether he plans that it shall be or not. Yet this 
melnbers of the Russian Association of Proletarian , , important fact is very frequently forgotten. Just  as  St. - 
Writers (the "R.A.P.P.") as evidence that the common John Irvine discusses birth control and woman's duty to 
people could never prociuce a literature. There is no her  husband in relation to her place in society, so A. 

. doubt that many early writers, keen to  build up a socialist . Afinogenev, in "Distant Point," deals with the problems 
realism, knew more of idcological matters than they did . .  - . - of a tiny outback coininunity eager to l c ~ . , ~  how io take 
of artistic values. I t  is weil to remember, as  IJerbert . 1 their part in the new good life. 
Marshall, the, English critic, pointed out, that the . . 5  I n  their enthusiasm for proletarian literature and ar t  
R.A.P.P. contained many Trotskyite elements later ex- - many left-wing critics, ignoring the experience of artists 
posed in the State Trials. These unhappy remnants of :. ,; 

\ - in the Soviet Union, have I?een inclined to throw over- - 

the old regime, later to join hands with the German and - . r ,  . board the entire bourgeois tradition. They forget that in 
Japanese Fascists. felt no compunction in stultifying the . , its great period the middle class contributed to civilisa- 
efforts of young Soviet writers. .'"I 

'-' .'_ tion in science, in industry, in a r t  and in literature. By 
While it is true that  all Soviet artists feel that a good ' ! . A\- 

i; . throwing overboard the patient technique, the warm understanding of the socialist way of life is necessary t o  - human understanding acquired by the artist over the i .  their art, not all instances of the presentation of such , cerlturies, they are throwing in their lot with the decad- 
ideas, which are startlingly new to us and easily recog- , - 8 . ," ents of the dying bourgeois period, and are running into 
nised, can be considered deliberate propaganda. When - - ;. . danger of allying  hei ins elves with the Fascists. They 
we grow used to a way of life, the ideology upon which j: . are also making the elementary mistake of imagining 
our thought is based is selclom noticed. So long as  a n 7  - . . - . that  all ar t  and literature are exactly representative of 
artist presents us u i t h  a familiar viewpoint we do not. . 1 . . - their epochs,. tllat they can b e  diyided off into neat cate- 

. consider it propaganda. This  gives the ruling class, ' gories. They feel that  the a r t  of emigre Russian dancers - 
backed by tradition, ' an  immense advantage over the . '- presented to an audience patronised by the local pluto- 
exploited. Those 11-1x0 wish to paint a truthful picture of crafs must necessarily be decadent art ,  and that, just - 

, the underdog will Cnd that  heir boucgeois contemporar- , .' because it ignores the old traditions, expressionist danc- 
ies dislike their work and call it an offence against art . .  - ing must be the real thing. . , 

- The picture is too seamy, they say, and besides it is not,- . .I.' , , , ,-;-The positive connection which Soviet citizens feel t o  . , . . - . fair to  them-it is nothing but  red ~ropaganda .  R-ichard - - ' ., -exist between ar t  and society can best be summarjsed in - ?-  
. ;-Wright cannot escape this stigma. .Du Bose Heyward; ,- 
. - on the other hand,-breaks down the true picture as he '. , a ' . I - ,.. - KabninJs - 

recent speech tp the Af t  Workers Oi h f o p ~ :  - 

, .knows it, covers up with a misty veil of sentimentality?. ' *  , . '<.  . ! '~&hld  literature and ar t  were great not only hecause; . - 
, - - .  and is accepted as  a fine-fellow and a broad and human .' - , of 'their-artistic veracity but  especially because they were ' 

. -,- artist. After reading "Mamba's Daughters," ARerican 
' . fdrever'seeking new ways-and mean3 foi  a better ofder; - ,  

- ,  ., .'. citizens don't feel quite so  worried about the  colaured . hg of the life of the peopre. One  can, pf course, say , : 
. ..: - question-Heyward is  all the more successful a s  a propa-. - "$o'iv that' people of those days. wete.mist_aken; and t h a t  - 

c. gandist for seldom being recognised as  such. ,-. , they followed t h e  wrong road: Biit the fact .remain$ 
- Naturally, since he lives in a planned society, the ordin; 

: 

that they .sought new roads., sovie t  a r t  and literature. = _  
I I. - 

,- 
ary  Soviet citizen has a-far greater understandingat the. . -  -" - 'must"thoroughlx master this-noble tradition. a .  . . . - 

I-. way that society y o i k s  and his pla,ce and purpose in: ' . . "~her&for< t h e  task 'of. every. wo&r in -  soui;t a r t ,  \ 

I - .  . 
' it than the ordinary citizen in a chaotic dying western- , ' .  , I f  h.$:wi$h'es to be  k i t h  the people, if he .w~shes  $0 put  a 

I .,:-., ' capitalist demotyacy. Niluially theSe things occupy_a - . ,  : ' ' patt-of his &go into the upbuifdingpf the new world, is.to' . 
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spur people forward by his wc-k to the attaining of noble of parallel personal experiences which the authors find 
and lofty aims." invaluable as  realistic detail. I t  is instructive to contrast 

Soviet posters and caricatures are better Itnown outside this collaboration with the public interference \vliich 

the U.S.S.R. than Soviet paintings. It is inevitable that gave a new sentimental twist to so much of Dickens' work 

such a society a t  this stage should produce particularly -and 1. hich sometimes accounts for the incredible adven- 
' 

lively work in this field. The  technique is simple and . 0 tures of Flash Gordon, or of Amos and Andy, the Ameri- . 
readily understood by those who are new to art. More- can radio stars. 

over, this new society is still keenly critical. It is sufici- * The  artist in turn fee!s his responsibility to  his people. 
ently self-confident to be able to laugh a t  itself as well as - : Shostakovitch composed his Seventh Symphony during 
the outside capitalist world. - .  the almost unendurable winter days of the siege of 

Many capitalist art  critics are surprised to find that the Leningrad, not only as a witness to  his own endurance 

Soviet painter's technique is strongly academic. I le  uses but also to immortalise his comrades' heroic defence of 

the so-callcd discoveries of the advanced western schools . - . their beloved city. 

very sparingly. Some of the painting is still very simple : - "h~oscow News" once pub!ished a picture of a group 
technically, and in some cases a little naive, but the best , - of carnest boys and girls discussing with Valentin Kataev ' - 
will be seen to follow in the tradition of Rembrandt, .' - his latest hook. The  caption ran, "We think your work 
Velasquez, Goya. Once again, artists like to paint pic- . is a t  fault  here, comrade author." Even the children- 
tures of people doing things, and in the Soviet Union , .; ) share this absorbing concern in the artistic production , 

artists are appearing whose skill fully matches their I of their country. The artist does not forget what he owes 
purpose. Gaponelllio is just sucll an r t is t .  One of his (, to them. Prokofieff had an idea that children's ears 
pictures called "To their mothers for Jinner" shows a - might be trained to recognise musical instruments more .- 
group of Soviet collective farm workers, ,mostly v L)ii~en. readily if they were associated with childish imagery. 
They have stopped working and their babies have been ' '1 '. The  result is the brilliant and gay little adventure, "Peter 
brought out to  them. "In this painting," writes Edward .f 1 and the JJrolf." 
Carter, the English artist, "the charin and homeliness Already there are many mature Soviet artists who , 
of a common scene are admirably composed in a way that 

' 
have left far behind the early days of confusion and the 

einphasises but does not overstress its lyrical character. - ; blatant propaganda pan~phlets thinly disguised as  litera- 
Here, as in all socialist realist painting, there is a con- - ' 

.(. 1 - ture. Sholokhov and Gorki have always been representa- 
scious endeavour to capture emotionally the significance / .- ,, .I . . tive of the broadly human tradition of the best art. I n '  

; of an  ~ r d i n a r y  event and to  make clear by the skill of ar t  the work of Sholokhov, Honoured Artist  of the Soviet . 
how brightly charged such scenes can be with character, Union, the stark, faithful objectivity, in the depth of its.' 
cheerfulness and vigour." uriderstanding of White and Red alike, often baffles the 

, I Soviet a r t  is for all the Soviet people, and new pictures seeker after "Red propaganda." And perhaps nothing in 
arouse endless discussion, some of i t  very stormy. This  Ssviet literature reveals more clearly the difference be- 
discussion is not limited to a narrow circle of the initi- tween propaganda and ar t  than a comparison of the 

.' . .ated; it is shared by the textile worker, the doctor from polemics of Gorki, the indomitable political writer, with 
Uzbek, the worker in the munitions factory. Art  isYhe. th'k last plays and the tender, comic, far-seeing fragments _ 
concern of all the Soviet peoples.' , 

T h e  people in the U.S.S.R. contribute to the new a r t  in 
-' 

- a very real and practical way. Sholokhov and -Alexei 
" .Tolstoi receive thousands of letters from .a l l  over the . . 

Soviet Union, rich in literary criticism- and ir -1 - 

from 'the diary of Gorki the humanist. ' -. - 

Perhaps theie is no example revealing .so clearly- the 
.wayr in which socialist society can give purpose and 
maturity to  -an ,artist a s  Mayakovsky, most beloved of 

' revplutionary po'ets. Born in time t o  participate in the  . . 
P a p  Seventy-nine . 

' I  I 
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revolutionary activities of 1905, he was a t  first the sup- 
reme egotist, the lonely poet, described by himself a s  
"stalking the world. handsome, twenty-two year old" and 
"shaking it with the might of his voice." The  gears of 
struggle between 1905 and 1917 taught him that he could 
not reach his own people until he went among them, 
worked with them politically, learned t h e i r  way of 
thought and the idiom of their speech. His work in these 
days included simple educational verses, caricatures and 
posters. A t  last, when he returned to  his poetry, his 

. verses seemed harsh and formless to those unaccustomed 
to the rough, dynamic rhythms of speech emphasis. But, 
to  the people, he spoke as  they would have 11-ished to  
speak tl~einselres. O n  one occasion a t  one of his lecture- 
recitals he finished up with a poem ending: 

"With Lenin in our heads . L 
- i, 
' - 

and a gun in our hands . . ." 
. , 

when out of the tightIy packed rows a Red Aimy man 
cried out, 

"And your poetry in our hearts, Comrade hlaya-' 
kovsky !" 






