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LEST WE FORGET

While, unfortunately, Australians have yet to reach
unanimity on which day to commemorate Australia Day,
there is no problem about Anzac Day, which evolved
organically into a national event, on April 25th of each
year, celebrating an historical episode which for
generations has symbolised what are still perceived as the
fundamental characteristics of traditional Australia.

From a strictly military viewpoint, Gallipoli was a
failure. But it was on the beaches and cliffs at Gallipoli
that things of the spirit manifested themselves — a type of
carefree recklessness by young Australians who were the
sons of resourceful pioneering people of predominantly
British stock. These young Australians died at Gallipoli,
and later in France, because they had heeded the call of an
Empire of which they saw themselves as family members.

Along with New Zealanders, Canadians, South
Africans, and others of the British Empire, they came
together, not because of vague abstractions, but because
they accepted the reality of a ‘Mother Country’, from
whose loins they had sprung, and whose value system and
world role as a civilising and stabilising influence they
accepted.

The sons of the Anzacs were but barely in their teens
when the call of Empire came again in 1939. Many of a
new generation, a little better educated in a conventional
sense, but also aware of what their fathers had told them
of the horrors of man-to-man conflict, particularly in the
trenches, decided they would opt for the type of warfare
offered in the air. This had a slightly more romantic and
detached appeal.

Without in any way denigrating the vital contribution of
the ‘footsloggers’, the air forces of the world attracted a
special type of elite which created its own traditions. The
Empire Association Training Scheme was what has been
described as one of the last calls of Empire. The story of
the Empire Association Training Scheme is one of which
more young Australians should be made aware. The story
is one which should inspire to give service to one’s fellows.

Prior to the 1990 Anzac Day Service and march in
Perth, Western Australia, members of the Empire
Association Training Scheme will stage the Golden
Anniversary Reunion and then march on Anzac Day.
Those who participate, coming from all parts of the old
British world, will remind today’s Australians of that
heritage which they served. In these days of shallow
humanism, this is an opportunity for today’s Australians
to salute those who served a value system with its roots
deep in history.

Correction:
In our last issue, contributor John Clifford in his article “A
Forgotten Queensland Rebellion”, incorrectly spelt the name
of the late Mr Ray Rackemann. Australian cricketer Carl
Rackemann is a member of the Rackemann family.

THE AUSTRALIAN
HERITAGE SOCIETY

The Australian Heritage Society was launched in
Melbourne on September 18th, 1971 at an Australian League
of Right’s Seminar. It was clear that Australia’s heritage is
under increasing attack from all sides; spiritual, cultural,
political and constitutional. A permanent body was required
to ensure that young Australians were not cut off from their
true heritage and the Heritage Society assumed that role in a
number of ways.

The Australian Heritage Society welcomes people of all ages
to join in its programme for the regeneration of the spirit of
Australia. To value the great spiritual realities that we have
come to know and respect through our heritage, the virtues of
patriotism, of integrity and love of truth, the pursuit of
goodness and beauty, an unselfish concern for other people
—to maintain a love and loyalty for those values.

Young Australians have a very real challenge before them.
The Australian Heritage Society, with your support can give
them the necessary lead in building a better Australia.

“Our heritage today is the fragments gleaned from past
ages; the heritage of tomorrow — good or bad — will be
determined by our actions today.”
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First Patron of The Austraisn Heritage Society
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Monarchist Heritage Provides Fresh Alternatives

for Eastern Europe

by Randall J. Dicks J.D.

recent months have led to speculation and curiosity about the future governments

The extraordinary events which have occwred in the nations of Eastern Europe in

of the countries to the east of the now rusting Iron Curtain. International specu-
lation extends beyond the possible policies and compositions of such governments to the
very form of government which will be chosen by the Hungarians, the Czechs and
Slovaks, and the Roumanians in the exercise of their newfound freedom.

As, one by one, these nations drop the
“People’s Republic” or “Socialist Republic”
from their names in favour of a simple,
unadorned “Republic,” there is some
serious thought that they might go even
further, and abandon the republican form
of government entirely. The republic is a
new, unaccustomed form of government
for Eastern European countries, adopted
or forced on them only following World
War 1 or 11, either after the collapse of the
“old order™ or in the chaos of Stalin’s
post-Yalta pressure from the east. The
alternative in question is monarchy;
Eastern Europe has ancient monarchic
traditions, a heritage in some cases not of
centuries but of a millenium or more.

These considerations of monarchy re-
sult from much more than mere momentary
nostalgia. On the one hand, there is a
realization that perhaps there were some
good points, for example, in that
remarkable agglomeration known as the
Austro-Hungarian Empire which might be
reconsidered today. On the other hand,
Communist idols who seemed immutable
and impregnable a few short months ago
are now disappearing. From Berlin to
Bucharest, statues of Lenin are being
“retired”. Even the old symbols are being
replaced; in Budapest, a well-known, huge
floral arrangement in the shape of a red
star was changed overnight to a neutral
red dot. The search is on for new heroes,
new national symbols. In a number of
cases, these new heroes and symbols
spring from the “old order” which the
Communist regimes thought they had
banished forever. Even the stodgy press of
Western republics, which usually views
royalty as something which belongs only
on society pages or decorating illustrated
magazines, admits that King Michael of
Roumania “might have a role to play” in
his country now, or that Archduke Otto
of Austria-Hungary is a likely candidate
for the presidency (to start with) of almost

any former component of the Habsburg
empire.

The situation in each of these countries
is different, and they deserve consideration
one by one.

POLAND: It may come as a surprise to
some, but Poland has a nearly thousand-
year heritage of monarchy, dating from
Mieszko I, founder of the Piast dynasty in
962 A.D., who introduced Christianity to
Poland. The Polish monarchy eventually
became elective, after the Jagiello dynasty
died out, and Poland’s kings were elected
from the Polish nobility or even from
foreign dynasties. Independent Poland dis-
appeared in the Napoleonic era (although
the Russian emperors were “tzars of
Poland™), to re-emerge after World War 1.
Poland does not have a Royal Family, but
the ancient noble families still exist. This
lack of its own Royal Family, and the fact
that Poland has not been an independent
kingdom for nearly 200 years, makes the
reappearance of a Polish monarchy un-
likely, but the ancient noble families might
certainly make important contributions to
the redevelopment of Poland.

HUNGARY: Hungary’s monarchic heri-
tage dates to the coronation of St.
Stephen, first Christian King of Hungary,
on Christmas Day in 1000 AD. A
number of factors have contributed to
continuing monarchist interest in Hungary.
The crown of St. Stephen is the national
symbol, a symbol of near-mystic prestige.
The Habsburg family has strived to main-
tain contacts with Hungary and its people.
Archduke Otto of Austria-Hungary, who
as Dr. Otto Habsburg is a member of the
European Parliament in Strasbourg (repre-
senting Bavaria, where he now lives), has
been pressing for Hungary’s admission to
the Common Market. The death and
funeral of Empress Zita of Austria-
Hungary, Hungary’s last Queen, in the
spring of 1989 aroused new interest in the
monarchy among Hungarians, and among
the younger generations — and they made
the pilgrimage to Vienna by the busload
for the Empress-Queen’s funeral.

Archduke Otto is greeted with cheers

when he visits Hungary. “I have been
going to Hungary practically once every
month, and 1 have spoken at ever-
increasing rallies and meetings of various
sorts in various cities of Hungary. The
attendance was very great and I was quite
impressed by the fact that especially the
very young are coming in large numbers.
Communism is dying completely in public
opinion.” And His Imperial Highness
holds a high place in public opinion
himself. One of Hungary’s newly-emerged
political parties nominated him for the
presidency of Hungary last October, with
the notion that a Habsburg president
might be able to restore some of Hun-
gary’s pre-World War I stature — and he
would probably have won.? Yet Archduke
Otto declined: “I believe that at the
present time I can serve the cause of
Central European freedom better by the
position I hold in the European Com-
munity than by accepting a public office
in Hungary.”® In addition, he has also
been mentioned as a possible candidate
for president of Austria, to relieve that
office of some of the tarnish of President
Kurt Waldheim’s uncertain war record.

Archduke Otto’s oldest son, Archduke
Karl, 29, also keeps up contacts with the
former Empire. “Contacts with Hungary
are frequent and warm, just as with Italy
and Slovenia... The House of Habsburg
has for more than 700 years been a
political family, and it is clear 10 me that I
have to follow this tradition, adapted to
modern circumstances.’®

EAST GERMANY: German unification
in an empire under an Emperor did not
come until 1871, when Germany’s scores
of ancient kingdoms, grand duchies, and
principalities united under the House of
Hohenzollern. Germany has five Royal
Families (Prussia, Saxony, Bavaria, Han-
over, and Wurttemberg) to choose from,
and innumerable grand ducal and princely
houses. Most German royalty and aristo-
crats have stayed in Germany (although
most who were in the East have moved to
the West), and have been contributing to
the progress of Germany all along. Should
a reunification of the Federal Republic
and the Demacratic Republic come about,
one of Germany’s royal scions might be
an ideal choice to lead the new union, a
leader above party politics, a leader tied to
the history of Germany through centuries
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Books that should not be forgotten — A new series

No. ]

NESTA WEBSTER’S “SPACIOUS DAYS”

by Nigel Jackson

shortly after 8pm on August 14, 1876 and lived into her eighties. This volume was

The author, one of the great Englishwomen of all time, was born in Hertfordshire

intended as the first half of her autobiography and concludes in 1919. It was
published in Britain in 1949 or close after (my “third impression” is undated) by

Hutchinson.

1919 was a critical year [or Webster
because on July 17th, her study The
French Revolution was published in
London by John Murray and she soon dis-
covered that there was an unofficial
boycott of this work and of its predecessor
The Chevalier de Boufflers (1916). She
thus discovered the existence of “those
quarters where the plan of world
revolution was secretly entertained and
where it was realized that any disclosure
on its modus operandi and its ultimate
purpose might lead to its defeat.”

“The myth of the French Revolution as
the dawn of liberty for France must at all
costs be maintained. In revealing the truth
about that tragic epoch in what 1
imagined to be merely an academic work
of history, I had entered the lists against
terrific living forces of which I had not
guessed the existence. My own life was
now to become a prolonged contest with
these unseen powers. But that is another
story, which would require a whole
volume 1o itself.” {(page 191)

Within the last decade Webster has
been ridiculed as a fanatic aboul non-
existent conspiracies by Richard Griffiths
in Fellow Travellers of the Right: British
Enthusiasts for Nazi Germany 1933-39
{Constable, UK, 1980) and by John
Michell in a study of peculiar people and
amazing eccentricities published by Thames
and Hudson. Neither writer made an
adequate attempt to understand Webster
and her lifework. This was especially sur-
prising in the case of Michell, who had
carlier published some very valuable
studies of ancient civilization, The View
Over Atlantis, City of Revelation and The
FElying Saucer Vision.

One of the main values of Spacious
Days is that it shows what a charming,
intelligent, beaitiful and very feminine
person Webster was, and how thoroughly
sane she was in her early seventies, when
she wrote it for her children, Marjorie and
Rosalind.

The sequel to Spacious Days was called
Crowded Hours. This was apparently
stolen in MSS from the UK publisher
Britons and has never been seen in print.
Rediscovery of the lost MSS and pub-
lication of it would be a major coup for
the patriotic cause in all English-speaking
and substantially British nations.

EARLY LIFE

Webster’s father was Robert Bevan
(1809-1890) who for {ifty years was a lead-
ing influence in Barclays Bank; for most
of that time he was head of the Bank, Her
mother, born as Frances Shuttleworth in
or around 1828, was Bevan's second wife
and also lived to be eighty-one, She was
the daughter of a Warden of New College,
Oxford and later Bishop of Chichester. So
there was conspicuous intellectual achieve-
ment on both sides of Webster’s family.

Both parents were rather narrow-
minded Protestant Christians, the mother
the more so0, as she joined the Plymouth
Brethren. Webster reports that she was the
only one of the eight children who broke
fundamentally with the constricting res-
traints of this family background. “Reviva-
lism... always repelled me. [ could not
believe that with a sudden click a man
could pass {from an unregenerate to a re-
generate being, and it seemed to me that it
showed little reverence for spiritual things
to shout about one’s soul in public and to
sing vulgar American hymns.” (page 41)
Webster did acquire, however, a deep love
ol “Abide with me” and “Lead, kindly
Light™.

She was much closer to her father than
to her mother, whom she could never
remember coming to kiss her goodnight in
bed. Her portrait of Robert Bevan, who is

.apparently passed over very brefly in the

official history of Barclays Bank, is his-
torically important and worth reporting in
some detail.

At the age of about thinly, a few years
after his f{irst marriage, a notable change
occurred in Bevan’s life. “He became what
the evangelicals of his day described as
‘converted’ and decided that it was his
duty to abandon ‘wordly pleasures’ 50 as
to devote himself wholly to the service of
God.” (page 17)

Bevan and his friend Lord Ashley, alter-
wards the great Lord Shaltesbury, set out
to better the conditions of the working
class.

At the General Election of 1847 Bevan
stood unsuccessfully as a Conservative.
One Liberal opponent was Baron Lionel
de Rothschild who, as a Jew, was not yet
entitled to sit in Parliament. The election
turned largely on the proposed Bill for the
removal of Jewish disabilities. Webster
reports that her father and Lord Ashley
“felt very strongly that the Christian
character of Parliament should be main-
tained. They therefore opposed a measure
by which the oath required of every
member ‘on the true faith of a Christian’
should be abrogated.” (page 18) At a
critical meeting at which, as was the
custom In those days, candidates of both
parties were scheduled to speak, Baron
Rothschild’s supporters “created such an
uproar that he (Bevan) was unable to
make his voice heard.” (page 18)

Bevan was a brlliant horseman and
Webster thus became an accomplished
horsewoman at a very early age. A
wonderful picture is given of Bevan's
benignant rule over the local village of
Oxenwood, which he virvally rebuili,
replacing “the old insanitary houses by
new ones, solid, well-built and at the same
time delightfully picturesque cottages with
charming gardens and allotments.” {page
33) He supported the schools, built the
church and vicarage and supporied them,
allowed no-one to get drunk at the public-
house and had two isolated cottages,
known as “Siberia”, for public nuisances.
“In this unsophisticated part of the world
the villagers depended on him almost
entirely for their well-being and he ruled
them, not with a rod of iron, but with a
firmness that would have shocked the
modern exponents of democracy.” (page
33
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Webster paints also an unforgettable
picture of her childhood home, Trent
Park, which she says she “loved with the
strongest passion” of her childhood. She
recalls a long white house with a wide
terrace, creepers, smooth lawns, lush
meadows, “the beautiful double avenue of
lime trees, arranged in four rows which
meeting overhead ran like green tunnels
along the half-mile of its course”, dense
woods of ancient beech trees, rooks and
wood pigeons, and the great pond “turn-
ing gold and rose-colour in the rays of the
setting sun. Around it sleepy ducks and
swans were settling down for the night
amidst the scented rushes, and great white
cart-horses stood up to their knees in the
cool water.” (page 26)

It was in that environment that “love of
England” could become her “strongest
passion” at the age of eleven. (page 39)

Life at Trent was also very pleasant for
the employees on the estate. “The head
ones had their comfortable cottages and
gardens, the different families inter-
married with each other, servants stayed
forever, one stable helper had been there
fifty years without apparently any desire
to ‘better himself’ by becoming a coach-
man.” (page 30) A photograph of the
twenty-five staff facing page 81 bears
eloquent testimony to this claim.

Despite this, existence at Trent was not
without austerity. There was only one
bathroom, used only by her father. There
was no electricity, no billiard room, no
smoking-room, no telephone and no car.

During her childhood and adolescence
Webster learned to love poetry, to
accompany herself on the guitar and to
enjoy the beauty of lovely clothes. There
were important intellectual influences:
“Browning and later on Emerson, in a
more practical vein, became like shining
lights guiding me on the difficult path 1
had to tread... It was the Quakers who
helped restore my belief in religion... They
taught belief in a God of love and, like
Browning, in a guiding principle directing
human life. Without this I could not know
a moment’s happiness.” (pages 81 and 83)
But there were also other healthy experi-
ences: “Swimming has always been to me
the purest ecstasy; once in the water I feel
I have no body, whilst moving through it
seems to me the most perfect form of
motion, bringing every muscle into play
— the nearest thing to it is dancing; the
old valse a trois temps was indeed like
swimming through the air on waves of
sound.” (page 73)

Webster in her twenties came to love
moonlight picnics, masked balls and fancy
dress balls. Photographs of her at the ages
of three, about six, twenty-two and
twenty-five show that she was well
endowed with charm and beauty. Like her
father, she had humour and joie de vivre,
It is easy to see how he would have looked
on her, the last of his fourteen children,
“as a sort of happy afterthought”. (page

38)

STRANGE THOUGHTS

Webster was a singularly adventurous
spirit. “I was born with a tiresomely
enquiring mind, [ could not always accept
the opinions of my elders unquestiongly
or submit meekly to their dictates.” (page
43)

In her seventies she was still pondering
the claims of numerology: “Is there any
luck in numbers as astrologers pretend?
All T know is that throughout my life
Monday has always brought me ill luck
and Friday good luck, whilst 7 has always
been my fateful number. 1 was born on
the 14th of August, the youngest of 14
children and of 7 daughters. I was married
on the 14th of May and every 7 years of
my life was marked by some crucial turn
in the wheel of my fate.” (page 43) She
lost her father when 14, gained her inde-
pendence when 21 and married when she
was almost 28.

“Somehow, even as a child, [ had the
strange feeling that 1 had not always
belonged to the milieu in which I had
been born, that somewhere I had known a
different world where larger views pre-
vailed, where there was warmth, colour,
movement, gaiety.” (page 44)

She noted her mother’s fascination with
the Benedictine monastery on the Island
of Saint Honorat off the coast of Cannes:
“What is the explanation of the charm the
monastic life seemed to hold for my
mother? Believers in reincarnation will at
once suggest the influence of a former life
and it would certainly not have been
difficult for anyone who contemplated my
mother in the long black gowns she
affected, the black or white lace that
framed her features, with her great dignity
and air of command, to picture her as an
abbess ruling over her weaker sisters with-
in convent walls. I have had too many
strange experiences... to regard as fantastic
a theory which provides a key to
otherwise inexplicable phenomena.” (pages
70-71)

Webster became interested in Theosophy
and met Annie Besant, but was singularly
unimpressed by her. Nevertheless, “it wag
the East that called me.” (page 93)

On September [5th, 1898 she unexpect-
edly encountered the Empress of Austria
and had a precognition of her assassination
the next day: “And at that moment the
thought flashed through my mind: ‘Why
do they let her walk about alone like that?
How easy it would be for an anarchist to
assassinate her!” Do coming events cast
their shadows before? For a strange feel-

ing of apprehension came over me.” (page
94)

Webster’s undoubted psychic receptivity
was linked to a deep spirituality, as is
revealed in her splendid description of the
Taj Mahal: “That poem in white marble
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inlaid with exquisite designs in bloodstone
and cornelian, standing out in its white
perfection against a background of dark
cypresses, is not merely a triumph of
architecture, for no picture can convey
any conception of the effect it produces on
the mind. Although its outward form is
the realization of all ones dreams of
beauty, it appeals to far more than the
senses; it is the soul to which it speaks, of
lc())ve and hope and immortality.” (page
101)

She arrived at a wise understanding of
the relationships of the various authentic
sacred traditions: “My journey round the
world led me to the conviction that behind
all great religions there lies a central truth,
which might be compared to a lamp with
many-coloured sides... Thus religions
prove religion. Were there but one faith,
we might attribute it to an invention of
the human mind, but the fact that through
every age and in every country men have
believed in a God or Gods, and in a life
hereafter, must surely be the most
convincing argument against materialism.”
(page 103)

Webster names her Chapter 23, which
describes how she most unexpectedly met
he_r future husband, Arthur Webster, the
District Superintendent of Police of
Fat.egarh (near Cawnpore, India), “Kismet”,
which attests to her strong sense of destiny
and a merciful Providence. “Two years
earlier 1 had had my hand told by Mrs
Robinson, the famous Bond Street
palmist. ‘You will go on a long journey
soon,’ she said, ‘and on the other side of
the Wwater you will meet a man, not a
sol'dler,. but in Government service, with
hair going grey at the sides. His name will
be Arthur and something beginning with
an M. He is the man you will marry and
be very happy.’” (page 161) And it all
came true, although a “W* had been read
upside down as an ‘M’ Webster married
in 1904 and enjoyed thirty-eight years of
happy married life. Two photographs
;h(()iw What exquisite little daughters she

ad.

“By their fruits ye shall know them!”
The genuineness of Webster's psychic
reccptivity is most of all shown by her
account of her sensitivity to aspects of
Frencl_-n_history and by her lifework of
Opposition to the secret internationalist
conspiracy which resulted from that sensi-
Uity and which made her one of the

greatest 20th Century defenders of tradi-
tional civilization,

For family reasons Paris was to become
more familiar to her than London, from
her sixth year. “Byt somehow 1 was never
happy there; Paris always seemed to me a
place of .ghosts. a place where I had once
Seen terrible things and as | grew older the
feeling deepeneg.” (page 45) Then, when
lnearly 35, she read by chance in Switzer-
and Portraits of Grear Ladies by Imbert
de Saint-Amand and first learned of the
Comtesse de Sabran: “| had never heard






Burma: “Burma seemed to me an enchant-
ed land. The very air seemed filled with
spirit presences, a haunted feeling hung
around the silent palm-groves.” (page 111)
She noted “the happiness of the Burmese
people, the charms of the women and the
virtues of the Buddhist pongyis who at
their choungs in every village received the
small boys for education and religious
teaching and were highly respected by
British officials at that time.” (page 112)

To China and the Chinese she was large-
ly antipathetic, but she also loved Japan:
“The Japanese forty years ago were artists
to the core; they really loved the things
they made... They could only work by the
inspiration of the moment... (They)
worshipped Nature... Arranging flowers
was almost a religious ceremony.” (page
122) A rickshaw coolie, coming suddenly
in sight of Mount Fuji-yama, would
prostrate himself to the earth in veneration.
“Japan... seemed to me a land of ... the
spirits of the dead which seemed to hover
around the Shinto temples where the
people went to invoke their long departed
ancestors... There amidst the silence of the
woods one might sit for hours on the
steps... feeling the spirit world all around
one. Belief in the immortality of the soul
became a very real thing in the atmos-
phere of old Japan.” (page 127)

Webster is a mistress of anecdote, as
two examples drawn from her travels will
show, the first from Burma and the
second from China: “On another occasion
an old Burman from the Shan hills came
to visit Mrs Smeaton. He had never met a
Furopean lady before and travelled
hundreds of miles for the purpose. He
arrived at last in a white satin coat down
to his feet, trimmed with gold lace.
Finding conversation through an interpreter
rather tedious, Mrs Smeaton thought it
might amuse him to see some of the things
in her drawing room and finally showed
him the piano. He had, of course, never
seen such a thing in his life and sat on the
floor whilst she played to him. She then
proceeded to sing him ‘The Skye Boat
Song’, but could not understand why all
the time he kept on fumbling at something
under his coat. It then transpired that he
thought he had suddenly been translated
to Paradise and was telling his beads in
gratitude.” (page 104)

“Education could be a stern matter in
China as we realized when we saw the
examination hall of Canton. All around a
large courtyard were ranged little cubicles
in which the luckless students were im-
prisoned the whole time the examination
lasted, sometimes for several days at a
stretch, and where they were kept under
lock and key, their food being passed into
them by a little window. At the end of the
time, we were told, several were usually
taken out dead, but what of that? The
survivors could be counted on to have
filled in their papers without help from the
outside.” (page 118)

SPACIOUSNESS

Many, many years ago I remarked to
Eric Butler that 1 had gradually come to
realise what a watershed World War I was
and how different life was for Europeans
before 1914. He gave his characteristically
sardonic chortle and said that the book I
should really read to learn all about that
was Spacious Days. 1 am deeply grateful
for that advice, for I not only discovered
its veracity but also came to perceive that
Nesta Webster had a character and world-
view astonishingly close to my own. After
my first reading of the book in early 1985
(when I finally found a second-hand copy
for sale in Kaye Craddock’s Bookshop in
Melbourne), I knew that I had met a sister
soul. This had not been apparent when 1
read in earlier years Secret Societies and
Subversive Movements, The French
Revolution, World Revolution and other
less impressive works by Webster.

The foreword of Spacious Days indicates
that the author was “looking back across
the years from the ‘controlled” and mech-
anized England of 1949 to the spacious
days when individual liberty was our
priceless possession, when travel was free
and the whole wide world open to the
adventurous.” (page 9)

One of the great values of the book is
its series of insights into a less corrupt
world. One is of Webster’s childhood
holidays at Fosbury in the Wiltshire
Downs: “The old men still went to church
in smocks, the children still curtseyed
when my mother drove out in the ancient
barouche... The postman still blew a horn
on his way through the village streets.”
(page 32)

In her early twenties Webster often
visited Ireland and very much liked “the
Irish who seemed in those days to have no
animus against the English... I cannot
believe that these simple kindly people
were ever really inflamed by the hatred of
England attributed to them by their self-
appointed representatives. Rebellion in
Ireland has always seemed to me an
engineered movement, worked from abroad
as part of the great conspiracy against the
British Empire.” (pages 95-96) That is by
no means the whole story of the Irish
disagreement with England, of course, and
is actually too complacent a remark.
Nevertheless, it is interesting to know that
at least parts of Ireland could give this
impression to a very sharp observer, even
if she was undoubtedly biased in favour of
England.

Webster makes a comparable comment
about her beloved Burma: “Alas! I was
told some twenty years later agitators had
spread unrest in that once peaceful
country, using as their instruments the
women and the pongyis, formerly the
most stable elements of the population,
but whom they succeeded in infecting with
their propaganda.” (page 112)
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Japan was also markedly different from
what it later became: “It was Buddhism
with its doctrine of the Inner Light, its
teaching of love and mercy, Shintoism
with its belief in the existence of the soul
after death, which made the spiritual life
of Japan as I knew it... At that date there
was no trace of the cruelty we are now
assured to have been always inherent in
the Japanese character.” (pages 128-129)

Webster later makes an interesting
comment about France and Britain: “It
was said after the French Revolution that
those who had not lived before 1789 and
never known la douceur de la vie; so
might it be said of our own times, that
those who had not lived before 1914 could
have no idea of the perfection to which
civilization had attained.” (page 142)

Finally, there is Webster’s unforgettable
picture of the Indian Raj seen through the
glamour of her deep and unexpected
falling in love there: “In-those spacious
days the progress of a police officer
through his district had not become the
signal for outrages but, on the contrary,
for manifestations of loyalty on the part of
the zemindars. This, of course, depended
on the character of the officer in question;
and as Arthur Webster was always careful
to see that his camp followers did not prey
on the villagers, and paid their just dues to
the bunnias before leaving, he enjoyed the
widest popularity... During the whole of
the twenty years he had spent in India,
Arthur told me that he had never once
heard a murmur against the British Raj
—on the contrary, the people would come
to him and say, ‘Sahib, see that my case is
tried by a Sahib and not by a kala admi!
(black man) Such was the confidence they
then felt in British justice.” (pages 161,
l§3) A report such as this needs to be set
side by side with the rather biased anti-
British approach of E. M. Forster in his
beautiful novel A Passage to India.

e — ————————————
ENVOI
—————

There are many other treasures in this
unfailingly interesting autobiography. In
my own notes I see charming and witty
apercus about the link between gaiety and
seriousness and about the importance of
good conservation with interesting people
during the period of growing up. There
are interesting comments on Melba, on
the British sense of humour, on thought
waves and on ghosts. More ominously,
there are graphic accounts of the peculiar
power of anti-patriotic influences over the
authorities during World War I in Britain,
and of the many dishonest responses to
The French Revolution after its publication.

Let us hope that some perceptive and
patriotic publisher will be able to reprint
Spacious Days before too long, and that
one day Nesta Webster will enjoy the full
recognition she deserves. 3

e ————  —  ————————1






COMMON PRAYER

A Tribute to Thomas Cranmer

by A. C. Capey

out of which she never failed to read every Sabbath... She proposed to resume

‘When [Mrs Major O'Dowd] returned she brought her prayer-book with her,...

this exercise on the present day, with Amelia and the wounded Ensign for a
congregation. The same service was read on that day in twenty thousand churches at the
same hour; and millions of British men and women, on their knees, implored protection

of the Father of all.’

1815 seems aeons away from 1989, but
the view of private and public worship
glimpsed here is not so remote as to be
new to the middle-aged reader today. The
prayer-book familiar to Mrs O'Dowd, and
then already 250 years old, is substantially
the same book that continues to represent
the official standard of doctrine and wor-
ship in the Church of England. The scene
has changed, of course, and not only in
the ornaments of the church and of the
ministers thereof. The ‘twenty thousand
churches’ are still there, give or take a
thousand or two; but the prayer (the
rubric too?) to which Thackeray alludes
— perhaps unconciously, perhaps appealing
to the depths of a folk memory —

‘Almighty God, who... dost promise

that when two or three are gathered to-

gether in thy Name thou wilt grant

their requests.’
— is seldom to be heard now, while the
common island experience of ‘the same
service... at the same hour’ has been dis-
placed by a variety of ‘expression in new
forms and styles’ in deference to ‘a world-
wide reawakening of interest in liturgy’
(preface to the Alternative Service Book
1980; my italics). Strongly represented
though the Book of Common Prayer still
is in the Oxford Book of Quotations,
annotated editions of Victorian novels
now show signs of a new or presumed
ignorance of the book which used to hold
an unquestioned place in our culture even
at unlettered levels — a place that had
been acquired through the affectionate
familiarity registered by Thackeray.

Thackeray is looking back 33 years —
momentous years, that included the first
Reform Act, further revolutions in
France, the rise and fall of Peel — but his
reference to the prayer-book is not nos-
talgic: in church, despite and on account
of the work of the Oxford Movement, as
things had been, so they remained in 1848.

Vanity Fair, ch. XXXI1

In looking back 33 years today, from the
quincentenary of Cranmer’s birth to the
400th anniversary of his death, we look
nostalgically, with the ‘intelligent nostalgia’
that understands what we have lost religi-
ously and culturally by no series of
momentous events but through the erosive
imposition of ‘alternative’ styles and forms
of worship. Inarguably, Mrs O'Dowd and
Thackeray would have been bewildered by
the changes as by the ease with which they
have been achieved. The irony is that as
recently as 1956 they were quite as un-
thinkable , unimaginable: Cranmer was
honoured then, not just formally as a
great doctor and martyr of the Church of
England, but for his continuing and
pervasive influence in English and Anglican
life. Colin Dunlop, in a commemorative
sérmon which exemplifies both the
nostalgia of one recalling his childhood
and the intelligent appreciation of it, had
this to say:

‘{Cranmer] has been spiritually present
at some, perhaps most, of our closest
experiences of God — present not
merely as one of the great cloud of
witnesses, but as mouthpiece and
interpreter. | remember when, as a boy
at my preparatory school, we all
gathered in big school before going
home on winter evenings, wearing our
overcoats and with satchels on our
backs, and the headmaster said a
prayer or two. His voice is clear to me
now as he recited those infinitely forti-
fying words: “Lighten our darkness, we
beseech thee, O Lord; and by thy great
mercy defend us from all perils and
dangers of this night.” It was our first
contact with the creative mind of
Thomas Cranmer who gave fresh life
to those words of the ancient Latin
collect. Then came the day of confirma-
tion and once more Cranmer was
speaking through the bishop words
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entirely of his own devising: “Defend,
O Lord, this thy child with thy heaven-
ly grace, that he may continue thine for
ever.” A few days later we knelt before
the altar for our first communion and
it was Cranmer who encouraged us to
think of the mysterious and awful
presence as “the same Lord whose
property is always to have mercy” and
to pray “that we may evermore dwell
in him, and he in us.” And so it has
been right through our lives, at great
moments and at ordinary moments —
Cranmer has been there to speak from
God to us and to speak from us to
God.™

l

BETRAYAL OF THE READER'S
TRUST

!!

The ‘great cloud of witnesses’ is of
course an allusion to Hebrews 12. 1, the
stirring climax to the catalogue of saints
who, since Abel’s ‘more excellent sacrifice,’
had lived ‘by faith,’ reiteration of which
phrase in the previous chapter instils its
significance in the reader. I say of course,
because to Bishop Dunlop and his
audience it was common property, instant-
ly to be recognized and savoured. But not
today — or, if so, no thanks to the post-
war translations that have displaced the
Authorized Version. The Jerusalem Bible
puts the witnesses ‘in a great cloud,” the
New English represents them as ‘ike a
cloud,” and the Good News — the Bible
$ociety’s best-seller — transmutes them
Into ‘this large crowd.’ That the modern
versions are deliberate mistranslations (for
in the text the ‘cloud’ is properly itself, and
is fieﬁned by the ‘witnesses’) is a serious
objection: the reader’s trust in the trans-
lator has been betrayed. More serious is
the fact that the translators have con-
sciously eschewed the familiar, rejecting
the true translation because it is familiar,
or even because (Heaven forbid!) AVs
‘cloud’ retains its associations with the
various ‘clouds’ of traditional biblical dis-
course. The idea that we might be enabled
to grow through a lifetime’s familiarity
with the great religious phrases — to the
point where they become usable as Dun-
lop uses this one, with both precision and
originality — that idea is anathema to the



New Men, who distrust the ‘common
property’ of our religious English and aim
to disorientate us with their restless
novelties.

SPURNING THE FAMILIAR

The disorientating purpose takes various
forms in the A.S.B., structural and ‘mis-
placing' (e.g. of the saints’ days) as well as
linguistic. But it is in the linguistic
alterations that the familiar is most readily
seen to be spurned, and in the collects that
the damage done is most inept. Cranmer’s
collect for the Sunday after Ascension
Day:

‘O God the King of glory, who hast
exalted thine only Son Jesus Christ
with great triumph unto thy kingdom
in heaven: We beseech thee, leave us
not comfortless; but send to us thine
Holy Ghost to comfort us, and exalt us
unto the same place whither our
Saviour Christ is gone before, who
liveth and reigneth with three and the
Holy Ghost, one God, world without
end...’

has been ‘insignificantly’ altered:

‘Eternal God, the King of Glory, you
have exalted your only Son with great
triumph to your kingdom in heaven.
Leave us not comfortless, but send
your Holy Spirit to strengthen us and
exalt us to the place where Christ is
gone before, and where with you and
the Holy Spirit he is worshipped and
glorified, now and for ever.’

Clearly, Cranmer had done too good a
job: the liturgical fidgets could only
scratch the surface — ‘you & your’ for
‘thee & thine,” ‘Spirit’ for ‘Ghost,’ etc. But
the scratching effectually destroys Cran-
mer’s composition, as it was intended to.
The gratuitous ‘eternal,’ the elegant vari-
ation of ‘strengthen’ for ‘comfort’ (which
removes the rhythmic echo and makes a
false distinction), the shrinking avoidance
of the relative clause (in the interests of
non-English ‘English?) and the suppression
of the redundant ‘Jesus Christ’ and ‘our
Saviour’ — these fatuous alterations are
made on behalf of a church come of age,
speaking to modern man. Cranmer’s col-
lect is still recognizable, however, from the
strange survivals — ‘exalt[ed]’, triumph,’
‘comfortless,’ ‘... is gone before’ — none of
which is a modern, readily understood

expression. Why are they allowed to stay?
— Surely because they are too strong to
be moved, are not vulnerable to bullying
exclusion, as is ‘O’ or ‘who hast..’ or
‘liveth and reigneth.” But standards are
formed in comparison. In turning back to
Cranmer’s collect (which he forged in 1549
from the text of a Vespers anthem), we
acknowledge our debt to the A.S.B:
without it, we might have been merely
nostalgic or wistful in longing for ‘the
same service... at the same hour’ might
never have realized just how good, how
religiously right, Cranmer is.

*Thomas Cranmer: Two Studies by Colin
Dunlop and Charles Smyth, S.P.C.K. 1956
reissued this year, with a preface by A. C.

Capey

(Mr Capey is the editor of “Faith and
Worship,” a jouwrnal of the Prayer Book
Society).
From “Home” Autumn 1989
P.O. Box 42, Bangor, Gwynedd LL57 272
United Kingdom
H

Redefining God

The Anglican Church in Australia has
embarked on a project to purge hymns
and prayers of “sexist” terminology in
favour of what is called inclusive lang-
uage. This is an enterprise akin to
removing class warfare from Marxism, or
the word money from economics text
books. '

Examples of the proposed changes will
do little to gladden the hearts of those
who rejoice in the richness of the prose of
Anglican tradition. The Church of the
King James Bible and the majestic works
of Thomas Cranmer are to be given over
to such banalities as the substitution of
humankind for man, or personhood for
manhood.

The Trinity is to be comprehensively
retooled. Instead of Father, Son and Holy
Spirit there will be Creator, Redeemer and
Spirit.

There is an almost Orwellian lack of
personality to these reforms. If God the
Father is merely Creator, can we be too
far away from labelling Him (Her) double
plus good person? )

One of the greatest strengths of Chris-
tianity has been the way it has personalised
religion. Indeed, this is in some sense the
very point of the incarnation itself; God
became man, entering fully into the
human condition. _

This personalism will be lost in the
bureaucratic, linguistic vandalism of Creat-
or, Redeemer and Spirit.

The changes are not even logical. A
creator is something different from a
father — so much so that the proposed
change almost amounts to a redefinition
of people’s relationship with God. Has the

Church been wrong all these hundreds of’

years to talk of God the Father? And if it
has been wrong about that, why should it
now be regarded as right in its new
formulations?

The word Redeemer provides no clue to
the relationship within the Trinity between
Redeemer and Creator.

Why remove the Holy from Spirit? Are
we talking merely of team spirit, or the
spirit of the age?

And what is to become of the Old
Testament, so full of Jewish patriarchy
that any attempt to render it non-sexist
will also render it ridiculous?

When awarding the Thomas Cranmer
essay prize recently, Prince Charles
lamented the decline of modern English
into a dismal wasteland of banality, cliche
and casual obscenity. He condemned the
flight from the teaching of formal rules of
grammar in English schools, a trend
equally evident, and equally disastrous, in
ours.

He had tough words for the New
English Bible (which he described as being
written in the style of an internal memo)
and the Church of England’s Alternative
Service (which he said was crass and
patronising).

Great beliefs need great language for
their expression. As Prince Charles said,

mean, trite and ordinary language en-
courages a mean, trite and ordinary
world. Traditional Anglican prose is a
thing of great beauty. The conscious
preference for the ugly over the beautiful
is a most peculiar predilection.

Editorial, The Australia 5.1.1990

Bicentenary Issues
— the ideal gift
The four Bicentenary Issues of
HERITAGE have been very well
received. Each issue 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 materials on aspects
of our heritage so often neglected.

Available from: Heritage Bookshop,
Box 7409, Cloisters Square, Perth 6000
for $15 posted.
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MAROON — PLACE OF GALLANTRY

by Dan O’Donnell

EGRNRRINNNNNNNN——————

farming hamlet of Maroon which derives its name from the celebrated Queensland

South of Boonah, capital of the beautiful Fassifern Valley, nestles the tranquil

Homestead of that name. Towering above the locality is majestic Mt Maroon, its
name not, as might be expected, influencing the naming of the locality. Indeed, as late as
the beginning of this century, the mountain bore the name of Mt Walker even though it
had actually been christened Mt Clanmorris by its discoverer, Cunningham, back in 1828.
In the mid 1840s, John Rankin acquired the lease to the huge run of Melcombe which
stretched from Dulhunty’s Plains (later Coochin Coochin) south to the Macpherson
Ranges, building his homestead at the foot of Mt Ballow. Isolation and the perceived
threat of reprisals from the displaced Aborigines soon induced him to leave for Ipswich
and the huge run was taken over by Carden Collins and his young bride, Mary Glennie
from Unumgar Station across the border. The new owners relocated the homestead
further north on Burnett’s Creek, Mary Glennie bestowing on it the name Wahlmaroom,
the Aboriginal word for sand goanna. The anglicised contraction of Maroon has been its

name ever since.

In 1864, Carden Collins sold his vast
run to Thomas Lodge Murray-Prior, the
property remaining in the distinguished
Murray-Prior family until 1920. In the
intervening period, the whole locality
followed the identical pattern of other
parts of Queensland with partial resump-
tions of the huge estates and official
carving of the former runs into smaller
viable selections. Some of Melcombe or
Maroon was resumed and carved into
smaller farms under the Land Act of 1868,
one of the first selectors being Ezra
Harvey whose descendants still dwell in
the Fassifern. According to the 1880 Rate
Book of the local Shire Council, other
families living and farming in the Parish
of Melcombe included Adam Bartholomai,
Sidney Elver, F.A. Farquharson, Charles
J. Lightbody and Edward Minnage.
Edward Minnage actually selected heavily-
timbered land in remote country adjacent
to the very land on which Cossart’s Mill
was to be erected in 1899 further up
Burnett’s Creek. This area was later given
the name of Cossart.

In 1887, Maroon’s scrubland was open-
ed to selection, another wave of selectors
swelling the sparse population. Included
were names now indelibly part of the
Maroon story: T. Jamieson, H. Newlove,
D. Newlove, H. Taylor, M. Baker, E.
West, J. Pocock, D. Oliphant, S. Rose, D.
Parker, H. Rooke, G. Rooke, G. Coley,
W. Hern, G.C. Childs, F. Cook, W.

Weatherall, W. Slatter, 1. Cochrane, W.
Parkinson, J. Sandeman.

On 30 May 1891, the Maroon Pro-
visional School opened its doors, as the
direct result of a community spirit which
sets this tiny hamlet apart. Absolutely no
cost to the Department of Education was
incurred apart from teacher’s salary and
school requisites. The building was con-
structed by local tradesmen under the
direction of F.W. Cook, farmer and
master builder, as was the furniture. Fred
Cook was also a talented artist, a number
of his prize winning oils and watercolours
being exhibited at the Brisbane Exhibition.
His stone cottage at Cotswold, the re-
mains of which can still be seen today,
was a magnificent monument to the
industry and ingenuity of district pioneers.
His neighbour, Samuel Rose, was also
builder of renown, constructing the
Maroon School of Arts in 1903-04. In
1909, the Maroon school was ugraded to
State School, from its commencement a
focal point of community activity: place of
worship, venue for community socials,
and meeting place for a local debating soci-
ety. Maroon has always been a flourishing
school, deeply involved in community
affairs, accepting without demur the awe-
some burden of responsibilities shrugged
off elsewhere across the nation. Indeed,
this tiny hamlet has been unrewarded and
unrecognised for far too long, as a home
of gallantry.
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One family typifying the unostentatious
solidity of Maroon is the Prout family,
descendants of John Prout who disem-
barked from the “Golden City” in Bris-
bane on 3 January 1865, with his wife,
Amelia, five sons and one daughter. The
family was to become part of Maroon-
Knapps Creek history, clearing the virgin
timbered country and introducing cattle
onto the huge Crown Lands hitherto part
of the Maroon run. Grandson, James J.
Prout was to explain that the family
moved home from Knapps Creek to
Maroon because of his incurable penchant
for galloping at excessive speed from farm
to Maroon School each day. His brother,
the gallant Thomas, lost his life in World
War 1, manning his machine gun during a
bloody campaign on French soil. An
innocuous entry in the Anglican “Church
Record” recorded the event, the stark
tragedy for the family underscoring the
enormous price demanded of superior
citizens;

“Mr James Prout and Mr Fred Cook

have presented St Andrew’s with two

useful gifts in memory of their sons
who have made the great sacrifice. The
former has given the cedar altar and
rails, and the latter a cedar altar desk.”

Private Algy Cook, a first-day pupil
at Maroon School, had also been “killed
in action in France”. Throughout the
duration of the war, the numbing sense of
loss endured by the uncomplaining citi-
zens of Maroon from these shattering
human tragedies could be but guessed at
in such entries in the Anglican “Church
Record™ as:

2 April 1917: “the death of Private
R.C. David from wounds incurred in
France™.

I September 1917: “the death of
another brave boy from this parish —
John Watson™,

1 December 1917: “another one of our
Maroon soldiers has been reported
killed — Private Thomas David. This
is the second son who has made the
great sacrifice.”



Maroon War Memorial

Adjoining the Maroon State School is
the magnificent War Memorial which was
inspired by the gallantry of these young
men, mere boys, who answered their
nation’s call during World War 1. 'Of
forty-one volunteers from the district,
sixteen died fighting for King and
Country. It was a conspicuous sacrifice by
one tiny rural community unmatched
across the nation. Today an Honour

Board made of local cedar honours these
young warriors in the Maroon School of
Arts, as does the Maroon War Memorial
which has been entrusted to the permanent
custody of the School Committee. William
Slatter, Head Teacher in 1919, notified the
Government on 2 September that almost
200 pounds has been donated by local
citizens to erect a monument befitting
such valour, the stone and marble base

bearing the names of volunteers surmount-
ed by the figure of an infantry-man. It
was, in all, to rise 17 feet, a fifty-foot
flagpole and an avenue of trees to
complete the project. After all, the cream
of the community’s manhcod had selflessly
demonstrated the very ideal of civic
responsibility: putting their very lives on
the line to defend their loved ones and
their country. In retrospect, the spirit of
Maroon itself is symbolised in this
Memorial, its state of beautiful presentation
in the 70 years following its construction
an eloquent testimony to citizens who care
deeply, albeit undemonstratively, about
the spirit of this nation.

One year earlier, William Slatter, also
Secretary of the Maroon Patriotic Com-
mittee, had requested of the Federal
Postmaster-General’s Department that mail
deliveries on 12 December 1918 be
abandoned. Victory celebrations were to
be held that day, he explained, and the
mail contractor, J.W. Mallinson of Cots-
wold, an ex-Digger, wished to attend.
Government officials are notoriously
unsympathetic to such requests but a
metropolitan postal official minuted on
Slatter’s letter:

“No inconvenience would be caused to
residents who have been generally
approached in regard to this request.
Maroon sent upwards of 40 volunteers
to the Front, 20 of whom have been
killed. Approval is recommended.”

And so it should have been! Can the
nation ever repay this magnificent little
community, steadfast and true?

The record demonstrates a singular con-
tribution in routine daily life as well,
exemplified in little known vignettes of
Fassifern life buried in the past. The
“Church Record” of 1 December 1919
carries one such example of Maroon
resourcefulness:

“After 9 years of driving to and fro

over the hilly roads of the parish, the

Rector had a smash going down a

steep hill between Cannon Hill and

Maroon. Beyond a severe shaking and

two broken shafts, no damage resulted.”

While the Rector conducted regular
service, Churchwarden James Prout, son
of John, made “instant” repairs by means
of two saplings. His son, James J. Prout,
was later among the first to drove cattle
from Maroon to Pinkenba. In 1927-28, he
undertook two trips with mobs of over
400 cattle, making a handful of overnight
stops before reaching the southbank of the
Victoria Bridge in time for the 2am
crossing. No other time was permitted. On
each occasion he reached Pinkenba at first
light.

The Maroon district abounds in such
important history, but its place in national
affairs lies surely in the cruel price
demanded of it, and uncomplainingly
paid, during World War 1.

H
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The Mooch o’ Life

by C. J. Dennis

is ev’nin I was sitting’ wiv Doreen,
I Peaceful an’ "appy wiv the day’s work
done,

Watching’, be'ind the orchard’s bonzer green,
The flamin’ wonder of the settin’ sun.

Another day gone by; another night

Creepin’ along to douse Day’s golden light;
Another dawnin’, when the night is gone,
To live an’ love—an’ so life mooches on.

Times 1 ’ave thought, when things was goin’ crook,
When 'Ope turned nark an’ Love forgot to smile,
Of somethin’ I once seen in some old book
Where an ole sore-"ead arsts, “Is life worf w'ile?”

But in that stillness, as the day grows dim,

An’ I am sittin’ there wiv'er an’ im—
My wife, my son! an’ strength in me to strive,
I anly know—it’s good to be alive!

Yeh live, yeh love, yeh learn; an’ when yeh come
To square the ledger in some thortful hour,
The everlastin’ answer to the sum
Must allus be, “Where’s sense in gittin’ sour?”

Fer when yeh've come to weigh the good an’ bad—
The gladness wiv the sadness you ‘ave 'ad—
Then ‘im °00’s faith in ‘uman goodness fails
Fergits to put s liver in the scales.
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Livin® an’ lovin®, learnin’ day be day;
Pausin’ a minute in the barmy strife

To find that ‘elpin’ others on the way
Is gold coined fer your profit—sich is life.

I've studied books wiv yearnings to improve,
To ‘eave meself out of me lowly groove,

An’ ‘ere is orl the change I ever got:

“*Ark at yer ‘eart, an’ you kin learn the lot.”

I gives it in—that wisdom o’ the mind—
I wasn't built to play no lofty part.
Orl such is welkim to the joys they find;
I only know the wisdom o’ the ‘eart.

An’ ever it "as taught me, day be day,

The one same lesson in the same ole way:
“Look fer yer profits in the ‘earts o’ friends,
Fer "atin’ never paid no dividends.”

Life’s wot yeh make it; an’ the bloke ‘oo tries

To grab the shinin’ stars frum out the skies
Goes crook on life, an’ calls the world a cheat,
An’ tramples on the daisies at ’is feet.

But when the moon comes creepin’ o'er the hill,
An’ when the mopoke calls along the creek,

I takes me cup o’ joy an’ drinks me fill,
An’ arsts meself wot better could I seek.

An’ev'ry song | ‘ear the thrushes sing

That everlastin’ message seems to bring;
An’ev'ry wind that whispers in the trees
Gives me the tip there ain't no joys like these:

Livin® an’ lovin’, wandrin’ on yer way;
Reapin’ the "arvest of a kind deed done;

An’ watchin’, in the sundown of yer day,
Yerself again, grown nobler in yer son.

Knowin’ that ev'ry coin o’ kindness spent

Bears interest in yer ‘eart at cent per cent;
Measurin’ wisdom by the peace it brings
To simple minds that values simple things.

An’ when I take a look along the way
That I "ave trod, it seems the man knows best
Who's met wiv slabs of sorrer in is day, ,
When e is truly rich an’ truly blest.

An’ I am rich, becos me eyes "ave seen
The lovelight in the eyes of my Doreen;
An’I am blest, becos me feet ‘ave trod
A land ‘00’ fields reflect the smile o’ God.
Livin® an’ lovin®, learnin’ to fergive
The depds an’ words of some un’appy bloke
Who’s missed the bus—so ‘ave | come to live,
An’ take the ‘ole mad world as ‘arf a joke.
Sittin’ at ev’nin’ in this sunset-land,
Wiv ’Er in all the World to 'old me 'and,
A. son, to bear me name when I am gone ...
Livin’ an’ lovin’—so life mooches on.












generation as an entertaining history of its
times, and as a record of the fact that,
while this generation did its duty nobly,
thoughtful men have realised that there is
a great deal more to be taken into
consideration.

The book is illustrated with some seven-
ty photographys and paintings, some in
colour, and clearly printed on sharp white
paper. In soft cover with colourful jacket,
it is published by Austbooks, P.O. Box
59, Camperdown, Victoria 3260. It may
be ordered direct from the publisher, cash
with order, post free within Australia,
price $15.95.

LETTERS

HOW dare you use the phrase “God is
not a Him” in the same breath as
“Anglican™

While I have no real argument with the
substitution of words such as “descendants”
or “people” for “sons” or “men”, for
example, in hymns or prayers (even here
the original words were meant to be
inclusive of women and daughters — it is
the feminists who have in recent years
emphasised the purely masculine tone of
such words), doctoring of the Creeds,
Holy Trinity and Gospels is quite another
matter.

That people are free to address their
God in non-masculine forms is no doubt
quite within their liberties in a democracy,
but they have no right to call themselves
“Anglican™ or possibly even “Christian”
while ignoring the original teachings of,
and, infinitely worse, seeking to amend the
foundation stones of our faith: the Creeds,
Trinity and Gospels.

Nor have they the right to inflict such
heresy on the whole body of traditional
Anglicans — synods are not democratically
elected, nor are they free to vote on
matters of doctrine.

(Dr) R. W. ALLAN
Wanniassa, ACT

YOUR editorial laments the efforts of
the Anglican Church of Australia to
rewrite the terminology of the King James
Bible. The Authorised Version of 1611 has
been a source of inspiration — both
spiritual and literary — for close upon 400
years, to millions of people.

The Anglican Church demonstrates
how near moribund it has become with
this pathetic exercise to appear trendy.

P. FRASER
Fitzroy, VIC

YOUR editorial was a timely reminder
to the Anglican Church in Australia that
its decision to use inclusive language is
another death-knock in the decline of our
beautiful English language.

I believe that in endeavouring to clarify
the language of the King James Bible, and
also to appease the unisex brigade, the
Church will only succeed in muddying the
meaning.

From time to time attempts have been
made to amend the Lords Prayer. A
prime example is this phrase, “Lead us not
into temptation”.

Perfectly clear to me, but some years
ago, liturgical experts decided to exchange
it for, “Do not bring us to the time of
trial”, After protests, this became, eventu-
ally, “Let us not be led into temptation™.

A journalist facetiously commented that
perhaps they should go the whole way in
reform and adopt the Bishop of Bevindon’s
version, “Hopefully, we shall not find our-
selves in a situation where we may fail to
adjust meaningfully to our environment.”

MARILYN LONGMUIR
Horsham, VIC

YOUR editorial portrays an attitude
quite unbecoming a progressive newspaper
like The Australian.

What with the population explosion,
the runaway polution and the unbridled
rape of our environment, the world can
no longer afford a personalised God who
has created the whole universe solely for
our benefit.

The Anglican Church is at least taking
a step in the right direction by trying to
update God.

Unless we de-program our minds and
universally accept a cosmic God, a
Supreme Intelligence, rather than a Holy
Father who is no more than a personal
image, an amplified projection of a human
being, the future of our planet hangs in
the balance.

S. MOSS
Malabar Heights, NSW

I MOST strongly object to your editor-
ial Redefining God (5/1). The question of
inclusive language in worship is one of
justice.

Prince Charles may consider the langu-
age of the alternative Service Book to be
“crass and patronising”, but there are
many women who feel the same way
about their exclusion from the words of
communal worship.

It is precisely because the language
presently used is that of the sixteenth
century Church of the King James Bible
and Thomas Cramner that a revision is
called for.

I am not questioning that “traditional
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Anglican prose is a thing of great beauty”.
This is not, however, a question of litera-
ture but of worship, the communal prayer
of believers, and requires the application
of good theology, sound liturgical principles
and sensitivity; sentimentality obstructs
true reform.

Communal worship using correct but
contemporary language, with which the
worshippers are familiar, allows them to
enter more deeply into the liturgy.

This is especially important for the
young if they are to experience communal
worship as prayer.

It is an admirable project which the
Anglican Church in Australia has under-
taken. Your writer’s attempt to prejudice
this work, which is the task of the
believers of the Anglican Church and not
a secular newspaper, is disgraceful.

PETER MULLINS
St Patrick’s Seminary
Manly, NSW

The Australian 12.1.90

SIR — Full marks for your excellent
editorial, Redefining God (5/ 1).

The shrill screech of the radical feminist
pressure group exerts disproportionate
influence on vote-hungry politicians of
small principle. However, it cuts little ice
with most women.

The simple facts are;

(a) In any church on any Sunday
women form the bulk of the congregation;

(b) Women will go to church to be
addressed and/or lectured by a dignified
father-figure and will return happily next
week for more of the same; and

() Women will not tolerate being
ranted at by other women, particularly by
the case-hardened authoritarian type so

often seen to be aspiring to ecclesiastical
office.

Sabotage

What is planned now is the sabotage of
age-old traditions, traditions which are
fundamental to the Church,

Had the proponents of the latest
outrages set out deliberately to destroy the
Church from within, it is doubtful they
could have devised a better way.

E. F. FERRIER
Casuarina, NT
The Australian 12.1.90

COMPARED with Buckingham Place,
the opulence and grandeur of Ceaucescu’s
personal palace should be enough to make
Britain’s anti-royalist brigade thank their
lucky stars that they live in the decadent
West and not the egalitarian East.

S. C. HICKFORD
Beaumaris, VIC

The Australian 5.1.90








