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Conservation

Conservation has become one of the big issues of the
eighties, and rightly so. The level of waste and needless
destruction within our environment has reached tragic
levels. But as with many issues, has the case been
overstated? .

One prominent Australian mining company director
recently stated that conservation was the issue that was
now attracting the revolutionaries in society. He was
scathing about their tactics and the consequences of tl}enr
actions. Mining and development have become a dirty
word.

What seems to be obvious is that the fear of “the bomb™
and nuclear annihilation has now been replaced by the fear
of the greenhouse effect and ozone layer with the
consequent predictions of doom and the sapping of the
inherent hope of our young. We don't claim to be experts,
but amongst the experts there seems to be as many
opinions as their number and not all are agreed that the
consequences are as dire as is popularly promoted.

Whatever the true situation s, it would seem sensible
that we adjust our habits so that we conform with, rather
than confront, the natural order; just as learn to walk with
care, out of consideration for gravity.

All development has an associated cost in terms of
environmental degradation or alteration, However many
mining companies have done wonderful work in re-
landscaping their old mine sights to the extent that future
generations may wonder if there had ever been a mine on
that location. Whilst most mines would not even cover a
pin prick on the largest map of Australia, the farms of our
nature cover vast areas. There is justifiable concern over
the problems of erosion and soil degradation. But as with
the landscape of Europe and England and the peasant

farmers of China, man can both create a beauty equal to

nature and devise stable long term farming practices.

Conservation is a most important issue for the future on
mankind. However of equal or greater importance is that a
society is founded on correct relationships — to God, to
fellow man and to the natural environment. Every aspect
of human activity is inter-related, and each aspect cannot
be looked at in isolation. What chance has conservation if
man is in perpetual conflict — engaged in wars that have
scant regard to the natural environment (witness Vietnam
and the use of 245T); if farmers are placed under such
economic pressure that survival becomes a greater
imperative than conservation.

Further, most issues of conservation are best decided by
those who live on the spot, who know the situation and
issues and will live with the benefits and consequences of
that decision, not by those far off who are easily swayed by
the skillful camera operator and narrator, those who feel
good in being involved in a “good cause™ yet rarely lead by
example. . . .

Tasmanians were the best equipped to determine their
needs and the implications regarding the proposed
Gordon-Franklin Dam some six years ago. However the
outcome was decided in the High Court with a consequent
profound change in the interpretation of our Constitution.

It would seem that the reasonable concerns of most
people for environmental matters is being used as a lever
to bring about changes that have great implications to our

future.
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CATS, ELIOT,

AND THE DANCE OF LIFE

by Russell Kirk

The following article by the distinguished
American conservative writer, Dr Rusself
Kirk, first appeared in the American
quarterley Renascence.

(44 hat do you mean to be when you grow up, Andrea?” Mrs Eliot inquired of
Wom- eleven-year-old daughter. “1 want to be a dancer in Ca¢s all my life,” the

gregarious Andrea replied, quite sincerely. She had seen some months past
the New York and Chicago performances of that vastly successful musical, and just the
previous night had enjoyed the Drury Lane version, thanks to Valerie Eliot.

This conversation occurred at the Cafe
Rovyal, TSE’s favorite restaurant, whither
Mrs Eliot had invited four Kirks for
tunch. Joined with the innovative musical
genius of Andrew Lloyd Webber, Old
Possum s Book of Practical Cats, by 1987,
had achieved that popular restoration of
the verse drama’s power to which Eliot
had aspired hal{ a century gone. Mrs Eliot
is well pleased, to put it mildly, by this
vindication: for the attempts at denigration
of Eliot and at diminution of his influence,
during the past decade, have been over-
whelmed by feline dance, song, wit, and
sapacity.

Eliot himself would have been tickled
by this marvellous theatrical counterblast
against the legions of Deconstruction.
Melancholy men are the wittiest, as old
Robert Burton instructs us; and it is
Eliot’'s wit that has risen from the church
a1 East Coker to smite the nihilists hip
and thigh.

Those who had regarded Eliot as a
pillar of propriety, sib to “Matthew and
Waldo, guardians of the faith,” often are
taken ahack by the frenetic energy and the
near-naked dancers of Webber’s musical
masterpiece. It this the classicism of the
Pope of Russell Square? Surely the anti-
que progenitor of Cats is that notorious
and ribald Tory named Aristophanes, not
some portentous tragedian; and for that
matter, Webber’s production invokes the
spirit not of ancient Athens, but of ancient
Cadiz. Could Eliot see the cats cavorting
at the New London Theatre, Drury Lane,
he might recall Juvenal’s lines:

Comes now some Gaditanian with his
troop

Of naughty singers, and the wanton
pranks

Of much applauded dancing girls that
staap

And rouse desire with undulating
flanks | ..

Although something of a twentieth-
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century Juvenal in his early poems,
Thomas Stearns Eliot presumably would
have tolerated the undulating flanks of
Bombalurina, Demeter, Griddlebone, and
other delectable cat-women of the London
cast. Adter all, it is not easy to improve the
morals of cats maddened by the midnight
dance; and the ribaldry of Cars, like the
nibaldry of The Clouds or The Frogs,
conceals an ethical end. As for rousing
desire — why, Mrs Eliot mentioned that
from time to time young gentlemen have
persuaded one or another of the female
cat-dancers to elope, so leaving awkward
gaps in the cast that must be filled very
promptly.

How was it that these comical VErses,
somew!'lat in the vein of Edward Lear,
have risen to such high estate? Iy could
never have been Eliot’s expectation that
his cat poems, dramatized, somehow
would reach audiences larger far than the
combined total of persons who ever had
attended performances of Murder in the
Cathedral, The Family Reunion, The
Cocktail Party, The Confidential Clerk
and The Elder Statesman — indeed thai
more people would pay for costly ti,ckets
to Cats than ever had bought his books
during his lifetime. He had hoped to
renew the public’s taste for the poetic
drama — but scarcely through poetry
resembling Edward Leay's verses about
pussycats, owls, and runcible spoons,

Eliot’s verses about Growltiger
Deuteronomy, My Mistoffelees, I%da!ca?ig
the Mystery Cat, Skimbleshanks the
Railway Cat,l and the rest of his Crew were
written as civilization was about to ex-

plode; when the siate of e
ndueed in Eliot 3 #d public affairs

different from any

other exper
ﬁﬂ.‘f years, when he perience of

found jt necessary to
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ePression of spirits so -

ber 3, 1939, Oid Possum's Book of
Practical Cats was published precisely a
month later; on October 14, a German
submarine sank the British battleship
Royal Qak in Scapa Flow, the first of the
military disasters Britain would suffer. No
one in those times suggested that five
decades later the wit and wisdom of this
tny book would justify, if comically,
Eliot’s later declaration that the communi-
cation of the dead is tongued with fire
beyond the language of the Tiving. On the
stage, Cars swept Eliot’s name to a
popularity that the surly ideological critic
never could hope to undo.

et what is Cass, written by a

dignified man of letters who was
struggling against hopeless odds to redecm
the time? Undulating flanks aside, why
does this musical production, either side
of the Atlantic, move iis huge audiences Lo
roaring laughter and then to open tears’
What is the thing all about? Donald
Morley, twelve vears old in 1938, had
suspected (according to his father. Eliol’s
friend Frank Morley) that “there was a
spoof, somewhere, about Tom’s Cats. It
did take a lot of knowing, always. to
separate Tom’s wit from his chaff.™ Are
these cat verses, now so cleverly drama-
tized, wit or chaff?

An answer to that question may be
found in these lines of “The Ad-Dressing
of Cats,” which concludes the musical
Production as it does the slim book:

You now have learned enough to se€
That Cats are much like you and me
And other people whom we find
Possessed of various types of mind.

. Andrew Lloyd Webber's remarkable
imagination has seized upon this paralle
and, through the power of the dance. has
enabled us 1o perceive ourselves as SO
many cats. felines laughable and tragic.
lustful, heroic, pitiable, {urious, evanescent,
meant for eternity. Lo

. The dance is not Webber's alone; 1t 15
implicit in Eliot’s poetry, and rises to the
surface with the ghostly peasant dance ‘S“
“East Coker.” For there runs through T. d
Eliot’s imagery what Havelock Eliis calle

“The Art of Dancing” in his book The
Dance of Life (1923). Fliot knew EIIS


















with immediate derision).

White House weddings have been semi-
state (or demi-royal) affairs for a century.
President Theodore Roosevelt’s only
daughter was called Princess Alice, and
acted the role for the rest of her long life.
The presidential family is called the First
Familv. and this has been extended to the
st Lady. First Daughter (Amy Carter),
ang ev2: o numher of First Dogs. In this
systern, the wora firsr takes the place of
roval. Tne Presidents children have
almost alwavs nheen the object of special
auenuor. the same attention lavished on
roval children by kuropean glossy maga-
zines. After President Ford took office
after the Nixon resignation, one com-
mentator, aware of this trend, said that he
understood that the new President had
four children, and he would like to leave it
at that. But it was not to be.

In the United States, as in almost every

country without a real royal family of its
own. substitutes must be found or manu-
factured Those substitutes might include
the Kenneay dynasty. the Rockefellers, the
Onassis family, or anyone else’s real royal
family (thc First Family itself is featured
quite a bit. too. but many first families do
not seem to be interesting or attractive
enough to fill all the available space). The
phenomenon is strong in France, Italy,
and Germany, where the covers of week-
lies will as often as not feature royalty
(and very seldom the spouses or children
of the presidents of those countries).

The President is accorded his full share
of pomp. He is greeted by a stirring
fanfare whenever he arrives at a speech,
ceremony, or any public event — “Ruffles
and Flourishes™ and “Hall to the Chief™.
(Even the Vice President has his musical
honours.) He has a flag, a seal, guards of
honour, aircraft. And at the presidential
palace, the china is gilded, and there are
footmen.

“If one professes the strongest of
republican beliefs, one should not
borrow so heavily from the external
symbols of monarchy, nor display the
absolutist powers which belong to
republican and socialist tyrants, not to
kings.”

Some of these pseudo-royal presidential
trappings may be trivial, but they bring to
mind that eternal uninformed criticism of
the expense oi monarchy. The cost of
supporting the President of the United
States and his entourage is so staggering
as 10 make any current monarchy seem a
bargain.

On the substantive side, the trend
toward the imperial presidency (chronicled
by Arthur Schiesinger, Jr. in"his book by
that name) becomes disturbing and even
sinister. On the one hand, there is the
increasing presidential pomp, which is
sometimes fun. but more often seems out
of place; on the other, there is the growing
“imperial” presidency, whose powers,
innate or assumed, have swelled during
neriods of war and national stress, to the
point that « 1s potentially no longer
accountable to the legislature or to public
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opinion, and instead may be accountable
only every four years to an indifferent
electorate, half of which does not vote.

In his sometimes quixotic quest for the
presidency in 1968, Senator Eugene
McCarthy advocated the decentralization
and depersonalization of the presidency
(he thought the White House should be
turned into a museum). Twenty years
later, the cult of presidential personality
had attained a new peak; a president was
in office who, time after time, had been
demonstrated to be unaware, uninterested,
and sometimes not in control of what was
going on, but who was liked by the nation
(or by the polls). Further, the President
seemed as isolated as Louis XVI or
Nicholas 11, and worse than a mere cult of
personality, a “spurious reverence ... had
come to envelop the office,” as Schlesinger
had written of the situation two decades
earlier.

Neither the acquisition of royal trappings
nor imperial powers is limited to the
President of the United States. The
President of France is surrounded by
pomp wherever he goes: music, the Garde
Republicaine, the red sash of the Legion
d’Honneur. The President of Italy lives in
the former Royal Palace (the Quirinal), a
tendency followed in other former mon-
archies (even the governor of the state of
Hawaii makes his office in the former
Hawaiian royal palace, the Iolani). The
examples, perhaps amusingly and perhaps
not, go on and on. On a more serious
level, some presidents have certainly
acquired powers that no modemn king
possesses — President Stroessner of
Paraguay just lost his. Other presidents
have managed to make themselves,
sometimes thanks to a doubtful “plebiscite,”
presidents for life, and in the instance of
Haiti, it was starting to look as though the
presidency for life was becoming hereditary.
Is a hereditary presidency for life an
uncrowned monarchy? It does not seem to
work that way. A hereditary presidency
for life is not simply the republican equiv-
alent of a constitutional monarchy; in
modern practice, it turns out to be
repressive, - illegitimate, dictatorial, and
uncompromisingly corrupt.

On the whole, references to a president

as monarch, or to an j i i

are an insult and a l(ririlsi?;vaijcgr?(s)ldrer?gy,
archy, because the presidem-monarn};
offers all the disadvantages of monarchc
with none of its advantages. Criticis v
which are levelled at monarchy, just) “or
not, hit the target when aimed atyt}?r
president-monarch. He is expensive Ie
many cases, he is mere window dressiri a
figurehead who “reigns but does not ru%:z’31

€ may be incompete .
that having a gogd, not (Schlesinger says

president now “[appea::s]merely rpable

constitutional order”y Whatly.in the

S ). What i
presndent:rjnonarch not? He is n(t)t l:b:)l:le
party politics, he is a creature of them H:

IS not a symbol of unity, he Tepresents the
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The president-monarch is a fraud, a dis-
honest species of chief executive. If one
professes the strongest of republican
beliefs, one should not borrow so heavily
from the external symbols of monarchy,
nor display the absolutist powers which
belong to republican and socialist tyrants,
not to kings. If a country craves a mon-
arch, why not have the real thing, which
would be much more satisfying (to say
nothing of efficient, honest, intelligent,
economical, and effective) than the ersatz
substitute, the president-who-would-be-
king? T

Bicentenary Issues
— the ideal gift

The four Bicentanary Issues of

HERITAGE have been very well

received. Each issues covers a different
aspect of our heritage —

Issue 1: Australia’s Spiritual Heritage
Issue 2: Government and Law

Issue 3: Culture

Issue 4: The Pioneers and Builders

The four issues are still available as
a set, along with a folder to carry
them. Together they form an excellent
momento of our bicentenary year and
are an ideal gift for young and old
alike. For the student there is much
valuable resource material on aspects
of our heritage so often neglected.

Available from: Heritage Bookshop,
Box 7409, Cloisters Square, Perth
6000 for $15 posted.

Letters, Paper Cuttings
and Ideas Welcome

Many articles and stories have comé
about from suggestions and ideas suppli
by readers. Paper cuttings are also 2
valuable source of information — W¢
don't see all the papers so please send I
1tems you think may be of interest.

We also value letters submitted for
publication. Comment on the articles YOU
read in HERITAGE, events of concern {0
you, aspects of our heritage under threat:
Also we would welcome letters on the
Positive things that are taking place in Our
nation; the good deeds, constructivé
action and the quiet heroes that are
around us,

Five to ten minutes is all it may take t0
contribute to the success of HERITAGE.

Write to: The Editor, HERITAGE,
P.0. Box 69, Moora, W.A. 6510.










blatant humanism. The Monarchy limits
the lust for unlimited power by man. This
is done-not only because the incumbent of
the throne is not subject to election by a
man made and controlled voting system
with all the potential for corruption, black-
mail and paybacks which inevitably
occurs when one group seeks to have its
nominee elected president of a republic; it
is also because the Monarchy in extending
its hereditary authority to other sections of
society limits the potential for abuse in the
voting system to other sections of society.
Starting from the point where the in-
cumbent of the throne is appointed and
anointed by divine right of inheritance
cannot assume absolute power without
contravening God's laws which protect
each individual against absolute power,
the Monarchy became the pivot around
which the diffusion of power in govern-
ment approached a point of perfection in
constitutional government. The develop-
ment could have only been possible ina
culture which before the coming of Christ
had no basis of acceptance. History
Before Christ (B.C.) recorded that power
was exercised over the weak by the strong,
and the weakest went to the wall. Even
after Christ, in the history known as Anno
Domini (A.D. “the year of our Lord”)
hundreds of years passed before the divine
right of Monarchs was not confesed with
absolute power. The reign of Alfred saw
an acceptance of Christian servanthood in
government, but it was not until another
two hundred and more years that Magna
Carta established a constitutional land-
mark in limiting the absolute power of the
Monarchy and establishing the rights of
citizens on a basis equality before the law,
and the inviolability of private property. It

took several hundred years more before
the constitutional institutions necessary to
protect the individual against absolute
power were hammered out and fine tuned
to effective instruments.

ORGANIC DEVELOPMENT

However it was donme, slow organic
development produced the simplest and
most effective form of government to
reflect the mind of Christ, the desire of
God and the working of the Holy Spirit.
With the Monarch as the head and the
pivot, trinitarian government became a
priceless part of our Christian heritage. In
England it was composed of the Monarch,
Houses of Lords and Commons. In
Australia it was the Monarch, Senate and
the House of Representatives, but the
Federation itself was the child of the
States which were governed by Monarch,
Upper and Lower Houses. On a national
basis there are three forms of government,
the Federal Government, State Govern-
ments and Local Government. Under the
anti-God philosophy dominating politics,
economics and financial policy the Federal
Government is trying to swallow up the
other two. In a genuine trinity none
should be greater than the other, but each
should be sovereign and a servant to each
other as in the Holy Trinity. But this is
not possible unless any form of govern-
ment is not only seen, but functions as a
servant of the people. The Chnstian
Church has the sole responsibility of
ensuring and establishing the principle and
practice of servanthood in society and the

* correct functioning of jts

i
towards this end. The B.C.P. is 5 wiiors
to the fact that there was an understanding
of the role of the Monarchy and “those in
authority under her,” functioning as a true
servant, which is now all but lost. This is
the loss of true authority. Those in govern-
ment now consider the Monarch’s authority
to be irrelevant, but their own authority
and power to be relevant. They look to
the day when they can use their power to
dispense with the Monarchial institution
and are able to appoint their own
nominee to further advance their power.
The only obstacle to their ambition is
what remains of our Christian heritage.
The Monarchy is central to that heritage
and it has the love and respect of the great
majority of the people of Australia and
the Commonwealth. In this fact there are
grounds for hope, but the love and respect
shown the Monarchy needs to be butt-
ressed with real understanding of how the
Monarchy defends the people against the
evil of unrestrained power. It is the will of
God as taught by His son that His “will be
done on earth as it is in heaven.” God’s
will cannot be done when man says, “not
thy will, but my will,” and establishes
complete authoritarian forms of govern-
ment for that purpose, the destruction of
the Monarchy being the final obstacle to
overcome. To this end the elimination of
the prayers for the Monarch from
A.A.P.B. which were central to the B.C.P.
constituted a great victory for evil. Their
restitution could mark a return to under-
standing the God given role of the
Monarchy and true servanthood between
men, and between men and God.

God save the Queen! T

’

IN THE BACKYARD

Lewis scurries about, but I sit lazily still

In a dull red deckchair, watching uncgncerned

As he studies the life cycle of the soldier beetle

In the boulders under the flame tree, clambers loose
Lastes hawthorn berries,
Potters about with pegs, tips buckets up,

Shifts stones in kabbalistic patterns. of his own

And calls deceptively friendly greetings to the cat.

Under the canopy of weeping willow leaves and sky

Palings in the ancient fence,

DAWNSHARP

The sun is a jeweller among the dewy twigs

And paints pale shades of silvercream

On the birches’ bark. Light frolics and jigs

Like a morning child, as I hold Lewis on a beam

Of the fence to study Tiddles the cat at work
Washing herself atop the trellis. Such a fresh

Aura of brightness banishes yesterday's murk,

I can hear the breathing of Eve and forget her mesh!

by Nigel Jackson

Troubles seem ghosts. Stillness is all. Peace

Pours upon me with its easefulness. I

Behi . boards, .
hind those peeling wooden . Cease searching

he kiss of paradise.

In comfortable patterns of the day.
And the treasure comes unasked, t

mside the house,
my family move

HERITAGE — JUNE-AUGUST 1989 — PAGE 11



by John Wiebe

xploration has always preceded

settlement. Much is owed by
Eboth Canada and Australia to
the tenacity of a few whose characters
compelled them to experience new
surroundings. Their returns were
meagre and sometimes non-existent.
Their sacrifices were many and often
included loss of life due to mischance,
or to just a moment’s carelessness...

His hand gripped the butt of the
paddle, shoving the blade through the
water once more. Still, at every turn of
the river there was no break in the
forest of pine and spruce. This Canada
of 1780 was a huge, green place
thought the map-maker. An abundant
treasure house of timber and wildlife

true, but to gauge its bounty properly
would require the completion of his
chart.

He placed his paddle across the
canoe and reached for the watertight
packet containing his drawing tools.
The canoe drifted closer towards the
riverbank, perhaps a bit too close.

And then they were upon him in a
mass of churning blackness. Blackflies
biting everywhere, even through his
tough buckskin clothing, paralysing his
will. He must get his paddle in the
water. Yes, that was it. A few strokes
of the paddle and then he was free,
back in the centre of the water.

The native Indians, who knew well
the way of this place, said that the
flies could drive a moose mad, even to
the point of hurling itself to its own

death. Now he believed them, and
would pav even stricter attention to
their advice. Their ways gave him the
paadaie, the canoe, and the knowledge
of how to prevent the horrible scurvy
that killed so many whites in this land.

A strange blue bird with a huge
beak and shrill, fearless cry dived
upon the canoe, attracted by the brass
sheen of his survey tools. He saw the

shadows of other creatures coming to
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drink from the river. Yet he must
continue his work if the settlers he
knew were coming were to find their
way through this country. A push and
a twist of the paddle and he vanished
into the river mist.

Sentinels may be required in
society, but they are seldom popular.
Thousands of miles from Canada’s
forests, a new colony was starting on a
stretch of sub-tropical beach at Sydney
Cove. Its lookouts were a few
toughened guardians who had neither
the time nor the permission to relax
after their long sea voyage...

The thick wool uniform baked the
marine corporal in the heat and heavy
humidity. Back home in England there
were crisp snows and clear air, but this
new place felt like the African jungle
some of his fellow marines talked
about at mess.

The corporal’s mind strayed over
what he’d already seen in the colony.
The animals were strange indeed. Who
would ever think that such things
could exist upon God’s earth? A deer
that jumped straight up and down. A
bird with a cry like the laughter of a
madman. Still, the wildest tale of all
was the one about the creature with an
otter’s body and the bill of a duck.
There was no mercy from ridicule for
the luckless private who told that
story.

Would folk ever come to this land
of their own free will? True enough
the convicts were here, but only
because there was no other place to
put them. Their lot could even be
worse than his own harsh regimen.
Well, it was going to be hard for
everyone here. There were woods and
timber to be sure, but it would be
stubborn work to farm the place, and

in this heat.

He sensed the eyes again. Since
they set up camp there was often the
sense of being watched. There were
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people here he knew, dark and strange.
What must they be thinking?

An officer barked “attention”. The
marine’s mind closed out all but his
duty. The command, “present”, and
the squad of marines brought their
muskets forward smartly. The Union
Flag was raised to the top of the pole.
Another day in January, 1788, began
for the colony.

Shared values could bond together
huge nations like Canada and
Australia in spirit, but it took the
railways to unite them physically. The
nineteenth century saw massive railway
expansion in both countries, partly for
profit, but also because it was time for
the interiors of both lands to be
settled. Only the railways could move
inland the millions who would do
that...

A wind rolled sea of prairie
grasses, with a speck of smoke plowing
through. The train’s driver wipes his
face with his red-checked bandana,
symbol of his proud profession. The
fireman glances up in mid-shovelful of
coal, its dust mingling with the dust
off the Canadian flatlands. The
exhaust beat of the engine slows,
slower and slower to a halt. Another
stop, more immigrant farmers off and
nobody coming aboard. .

The immigrant family carried their
possessions with them in worn sacks.
They didn’t own much. The mother
brushed the dust and cinders from the
children’s hair. She recalled what a
long and hot journey it was to get
across Canada. The man in the
Canadian Pacific office told them the
railway was only finished fifteen years
ago. It was 1900 now. How did these
Canadians travel before the railway?

The rough, sandy planks of the
wooden platform rumbled with the

passing of the migrants’ shoes. The

Continues on page 19
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MASS-PRODUCTION MAN
by Geoffrey Dobbs

oy |

This poem appeared in the spring 1989 issue Home (U.K.) and
dedicated to the ‘Green’ Movement by an ecologist who wrote it fifty
years ago. Since then it has grown somewhat by incorporation of other
verses and has been included in several verse-readings given by the author
under the general title of A Botanist at Bay. On no account should it be
read silenitly. If there is an audience which can join in like a chorus in the
repetitive bits, so much the better!

Are there no barbed words, acid-tipped, Is there no sanity?
Spat out with dynamite, to penetrate Is th :

Where the mind lurks within the work-machine? No ;gitr:lf f?clai“{hgnshhe Farth

Is there no rhythm that will catch the cogs No understanding wha?,the mean?
Of his predictable rotating will Is there no Man's work to ge done.
And force it into living revolution? That men should mimic the machine?
Behold this monster — mass-production man, Is there no purpose then in birth )

Stamped, standardised, meshed fifty weeks in the year But to cheat death until we can no longer?
Upon the wheels of industry, the rest Have then our fathers toiled in vain

Still keeping time with unreduced inertia! Left us no freer and no stronger
For all the labours of the human brain?

See, when the clock-hands show the given angle When [ was faint {or lack of fo

, s od to eat
He half-awakes, pulls on work-uniform, They boasted they had halved the stock of wheat:
Gulps food, sucks press, is borne on rattling wheels, When I was clothed in rags and blue with cold
Performs the motions paid for, and returns They planned to scrap more spindles, | am told:
Vacant of energy; to be kept from lile When I was homeless, wandering in the wet
By some mechanical time-occupier They wrote that the demand for homes was met:
(A radio noise, or shadows on a screen) When [ and my beloved would be wed '
Or else to joggle rhythmically in time Then she must lose her living too, they said,

With mechanised sex-stimulating sounds —
And so to bed; and standard love-procedure
With mass-produced conception hindrances
Lest Life should disobey the limit set

By figures in the Bank, and should explode

Into a new man, heir to all the Ages:

He too —

O who are these that take such care to feed
Always the Market’s, not the people’s need,
Who show concern for Industry and Trade
And that an Export Surplus should be made
And budgets duly balanced, at the price

Of customary human sacrifice?

Soon to be seized before he lives too much, They h i - ;
Schooled, passed through all the standards, graded, stamped wi':ﬁ Cs;fn?gnp ;r;nw&'t}? Oui;;:f:t"od:a?g;éh(;’;fnk
With his work-class, the corners rounded off, To clothe themselves and shelter from the weath
The nicely finished whole, well regulated, To love, to mate, and to be warm together -
Put up for sale upon _th_e,labour marléet To bring their children forth with joy and f)ride
And reckoned lucky if it’s bought and set And live contented by their own fireside
Revolving in the old and vicious circle: Thev h '
ey have no soul, no sense, no sanity,
To go tohw%rk ctio earn tf;le cztish N They have forgotten their humanity, ¢
¥0 buy the 0}? to pet [the 5 Tf;]"gt Mindless machines they are that never weary
o po to work to earn the cas Of echoing the perpetual parrot query:
To buy the [ood to get the strength Where’s the money to come from?
¥g %ﬁ;?hwz(}rolf)éotgaé—:tiﬁf:ngth Where’s the money to come from?
To g0 work carn cach Where’s the money to come from?
Buy food get strength Money money up money d
y down money mone
Go work earn cash Money money all round the town mozey moﬁer;?]?gy
Buy food get strength Hey money! ho money! high money low mone "~
Work work cash cash Stay money go money quick money slow mong’
Food food strength strength Money money in money out money money mogé
Work cash food strength Money money all round about money mone d
Work cash food strength You must have money, money money mone)'/ money
Work work work work You must have money, Money money money‘
Cashr cash rcash (r:ash ’ Money is 2 must, money’s what you trust 4
Stop! stop! stap! stop! Money money money, money or you're bust
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Money money money, money money money
oney money warm money cold money money money
Money money young money old money money money
Money for your children, money for your wife,
Money for your funeral, money for your life,
You must have money, money money money,
You must have money, money money money,
Money money eat money drink money money money
Money money breathe money stink money money money
oney money grab and money money give
You must have money, money to live,
You must have money, money to live.

Money’s made with paper, money’s made with ink,
Money rules all us fools because we daren't think!
We must have money, money money money,

We must have money, money money money,

We must have money, money to live!

Money money money, money money money,
oney money money money money money money
oney money money, money money money,
oney money money money

Money money money — money — money
oney — money —

Dear fools, have your forgotten whence you live?
The brown earth, and the seed hidden within it,
€ green shoots, and the cattle grazing them,
e high trees, the climax of the living world,

Strong sunlight, pouring from above
Warm earth, enriching from below.
Leaf-green-ness everywhere
Everywhere underneath the Sun.

The moss and willow tussocks of the frozen north,
The wide curved grasslands where the cattle browse,
The green dark avenues of tropic lands.

All these are your heritage.

Hark, soft. descending of the rain,
Slow, slow, unfolding of the buds,
Leaf-green-ness everywhere,
Everywhere underneath the Sun.

The whisper of a million million needles among the pines,
The rustling of the broad green leaves in the forest,

The faint hiss of the young grasses in the wind,
Everywhere the same magic, the same green-ness,
Everywhere underneath the Sun.

These are the real things whence you have your being:

The bright Sun which has set wide the door of freedom,

The winds, the tides and the waterfalls, your strong servants,
The green plants which feed you and teach you beauty,

And skill and understanding.

Hark, soft, descending of the rain,
Slow, slow, unfolding of the buds,
Leaf-green-ness everywhere,
Everywhere underneath the Sun.

Clothed in such dignity as men shall hardly attain to.

..

Continued from page 12

family paused on the platform edge,
l00!(ing for some mark of settlement
amid the grasses before them. There
was none. They would be the first to
farm in this area. '

The mother looked at her husband
and her two children. Surely they were
doing the right thing when they left
sad Europe with its bickering and
hatreds. This was a land under the
protection of the great Queen Victoria,
and she would not permit such things
to happen here.

There would be much work ahead
of them all, the mother knew. No time
to build a house this year, which
meant building a hut of prairie sod to
shejter themselves from the burning
heat of summer and the polar cold of
winter, The land came next. It had to
be prepared in readiness for their first
crop. These and many other things
they had to do in this empty place she
thought, so best to start their long
walk now to reach their land before
dark. )

Four pairs of feet left the railway
platform and pressed upon the hard
soil of the prairie. The wind played
with some wildflowers as the family’s
footsteps drummed into the distance.

The aircraft has become a necessity
in Australia and Canada. The pace of
life in this century and the need to
improve the quality of life in every
corner of the two nations demand its
use.

After the 1914-1918 war, the aircraft
was no longer seen as just a plaything
for a few, but it would take time
before it was a truly reliable machine.
Nevertheless, some pilots were
determined to test the capabilities of
the device in all conditions and often
in the service of others...

The small aircraft shivered once
more as the turbulence took another
slap at it. The pilot knew that down
below the dirty gray clouds were the
ranches of the Northern Territory.
What he had to do now was fly
through the rough weather and find
the one farm that required his medical
skill.

He remembered his father dying of
blood poisoning hundreds of miles
from aid. A man’s life forfeited trying
to put up a fencepost. That was why
the new flying doctor service was
begun. The people here were good,
tough folk who weren't put off easily
by what nature threw at them, be it
drought or windstorm. Why should’t
they get the help to survive that the
medical arts of the 1930s could bring
to them?

The aircraft descended as the pilot
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reckoned he was just about over the
right place. He banked quickly,
scanning the red earth and grasses for
a safe spot to try a landing. That dark
ground over there would just do. A bit
of back pressure on the control
column, a bump, another, and down
rolling to a stop.

He taxied the aeroplane towards
the small group that was waiting for
him, impatiently, he knew. He saw
that his stretcher case was already
being lifted from the floor of the
utility truck.

The pilot cut his engine. He swung
out of the cockpit and tried to wipe
the red dust from his face with his
gloved hand. Striding briskly towards
the casualty, something made him
pause and glance behind. He wondered
how on earth he missed hitting the
jutting clump of trees at the field’s
edge. Fifty feet away from him, the
aeroplane’s engine ticked softly as its
metal cooled.

These were some of the pioneer
images of the past. The pioneers of
this era are in our midst. They may be
concerned with other things besides
confronting or documenting the
environment. Indeed, their most
important struggle may be to save the
natural treasures that have made
Canada and Australia so favoured on
this planet.
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