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The articles for this issue of Heritage (December 
1990/February 1991) were written in December 
1990 with the special significance of that season in 
mind. Since that time, we have encountered some 
problems with the production of the magazine and 
hence the lengthy delay. Those responsib~e f?r 
Heritage have decided to keep the maga~me m 
sequence, for the benefit of those subscnbers who 
have given such loyal support, and to keep the 
continuity for those where Heritage forms part of 
their library. 

We offer our sincere apologies and thank you for 
your patience while we have dealt with these 
difficulties. 

WRONG WAY - GO BACK 
The Christmas season is again upon us. For many it 

is a time for reflection. . , 
A time of judging the worth and directmn of ones 

deeds and activities of the past year. 
Sadly, as a nation, we have taken to~ many 'wrong 

turns' and have ignored the danger signs that read 
"WRONG WAY - GO BACK". 

Leaderless and rootless, many will ask, "~o ~ack to 
what?" as they desperately seek a new d1rect10n for 

their lives. • " • • h 
Some wiJI be told, and rightly so, Jesus Chnst is t e 

answer". . 1- ·t d Chr·st one 
But most will be presented w1th a imi e .1 

' 
] h happy whole), isolated who can save (make hea t Y, ,. 

individuals, even families, but no~~at10:r.Christ is the 
Surely when the knowledge an aw . 

guiding light for the direction of the nation the end 

result will be its health, its f hole~e~rist must extend 
. But the knowled~e an\ 

3'°':,11 the elements of the 
mto all areas of national It e. ands and prohibitions, 
commonwealth - legal comm rria e home-life the 
popular institutions, scho~ls, n~J nfu;t come to 'that 
workshop and the mans_ions, t comes from Him ... 
fountain and im~ibe _the hf::~~e teacher and guide of 
The law of Christ (is) ~o n " wrote Pope Leo 
public no Jess than pnvate 1 e... ' 

XIII. d th warning signs and turn 
As a nation we must bee h twill lead us not only to 

in the direction, the wa~, t a alvation. 
personal, but also, to national 5 

h tender mercy of our God 
Because ~f t e on high has visited us. 

the Dayspnng fromh t .1 in darkness and the 
To shine upon them t a ; 1d th 

shadow o ea f eace 
And to guide our feet into the way o p • 

A Blessed and Holy Ch_;istmas 
and a Happy New 'ear 

to all 
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Melbourne on September 18th, 1971 at an Australian League 
of Right's Seminar. It was clear that Australia's heritage is 
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ages; the heritage of tomorrow - good or bad - will be 
determined by our actions today . ., 
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'LOOK TO THE ROCK' 
by Reverend Arthur Fellows 

The Re,·ere11d Arthur Fellmrs served the last fifteen years as Hn11ornry Ca11n11 nf the A11glica11 
Cathedral. Brisha11e hefore retiring rffe11tly. Haring spent eighteen years se1Ti11g the people of 
Roc/.:/w111p1011. Oakey and Roma. he became the first Rurnl Dean nfthe West i11 1965. He spent another 
ten years as Secretary of the Australian Board of Missions i11 Q11ee11sla11d. 
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"Look to the rock from which you were hewn, and to the quarry from which 
you were digged". (Isaiah 5 I: l) 

Here Isaiah has Goel saying to the He
brew~. look to your roots: "look to Abraham 
your father and to Sarah who bore you". In 
our clay more and more individuals are 
looking for the family tree and are digging 
back into the past. an occupation made 
easier by computers and micro-fiche. Well 
and good' 

But much more is needed. Allied 10 this 
quarrying should be the desire to find out 
just how our political and social systems 
have evolved. As Bishop William Stubbs 
said in 1893 in the Foreword to his three
volume "The Constitutional History of 
England":-

"Thl' history of i11s1it111ions 11u'se111s i11 
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e,·ery hra11ch a regularly developed series 
of causes a11d cn11seq11e11ces. and aho1111ds 
i11 examples of 1ha1 cn11ti1111ity of life the 
realisation nf ,rhich is necessary tn gire 
the reader a personal hold nn the past and 
a right j11dg111e111 of !he prese/11. The roofs 
nf 1he pre.1·e111 lie deep in !he past. and 
nothing i111he pas/ is dead 10 the 11101111·ho 
11•011/d leam ho\\' the present comes to he 
ll'hat it is". 

We do have amongst us a numher of 
people (probably incr;asing because of the 
inadequacies of our educ:uion systems) 
who have little time for history beyond 
their family tree. 

The attitude is ··we are here and that·s 
all that matters", so there is a casual and 
cavalier approach to the Flag, the National 
Anthem and the Monarchy~ 

In a desire to become 'up-to-date· our 
inherited institutionsareexpendable. which 
is a very prideful attitude. 

By contrast with this we appear to have 
a deliberate attempt to pull down the past 
and to separate us from our roots. A people 
who are rootless can be more easily ma
nipulated. 

Those who are intent on this may be 
motivated by two reasons:-

1 •. . An oppos1t1on to our religious 
traditions. which are shown in the three 
crosses in our Flag. in the prayer in the 
An them. and 111 the Coronation Service. It 
must not be forgotten that our Parliaments 
spnng from the Church· s synods and that 
our sys!em of law has its origin in the 
Church s Canon Law. Sir Ivor Jenni nos in 
his book "The Queen· s Govern~~~t-
(Pelic~n 1954) summed it up thus - "The 
ideaol re~resentativeclemocracy. which is 
ll0\1/ so firmly accepted that we find it 
dlff1cu1t to justify any other. has several 
source_s. In the first place. it derives from 
Clmst1anity". 



In the great struggle for constitutional 
rights in the 13th century, beginning with 
Magna Carta in 1215 and ending with the 
Model Parliament of Edward I in 1295, 
it was the Church which was in the fore
front. W.R. Stephens, in his 'History of 
the English Church 1066-1272' quotes the 
words of Sir Francis Palgrave -

'However powerful the nobles may 
have been, it is doubtful whether they 
would have been able to maintain them
selves against the monarchy, if they had 
been deprived of the support of the ab
bots and bishops who were placed in the 
first rank as peers of the realm. The mitre 
has resisted many blows which would 
have broken the helmet .... It is to these 
prelates that we chiefly owe the main
tenance of the form and spirit of free 
government secured to us not by force but 
by law, and the altar has thus been the 
cornerstone of our ancient constitution. ' 

2. A seeking after power. Our three
tiered or trinitarian form of government, 
with its balance of powers, is a barrier to 
the taking of power by an individual or 
group of people. Incidentally, one notes 
the increasing and, surely, detestable use 
of the phrase 'came to power', referring 
to changes of government. Allied to this 
is the incorrect use of the term 'my 
government' by Prime Ministers and Pre
miers. This is the sovereign's prerogative. 

It must not be imagined, because strug
gles of the past have brought us our 
present liberties, that they have been au
tomatically secured for the future. 

The will-to-power lurks in the back
ground and surfaces in some individuals 
and parties. For several years now we 
have seen our Australian Constitution 
subverted by the signing and ratification 
of United Nations Conventions. Compli
ant parliaments use the External Affairs 
power under the Constitution to cha?ge 
the Constitution, whereas the Constitu
tion itself envisages that no such change 
could be made without a referendum of 
the people. It is high time we had a '_Clo~
i ng Day for Signing U.N. Conventions • 

It is interesting to note the swing of the 
pendulum in the balance of power. When 
parliaments were first called together by 
the sovereign it was not in defer~nce to any 
principle. There was no question _then of 
the monarchy being limited by parhame~t. 
any more than by the barons in council. 
The early parliaments of Edward·'· were 
haphazard affairs, and the composition of 
the parliament seemed to depend upon t~e 
nature of the business to be laid before 11. 

One year he would assemble the kni_ghts of 
the shires. the next the barons and bishops. 
But eventually the Model Parliame~t of 
1295. containing c. 627 representatives. 
set the stage for the future. and the ~ext 
major change was set by the Reform B 1_11 ~f 
1832 over 500 years later. The realistic 
view of the early parliaments, according to 
John Bowle in 'The English Experience'. is 
that they were associates and auxiliaries of 

the Crown. The knights and burgesses had 
no vision of what we call a Constitutional 
Monarchy (the correct tenn for our system 
of government, not 'democracy'). Parlia
ment was summoned when the sovereign 
wanted it; he set the business before it; and 
he dismissed it. 
• What have we got today? The Parlia~ 
ment is still the Queen's Parliament. She 
( or her representative in this country) 
opens each new Parliament. Ministers are 
Ministers 'of the Crown' and hold her 
Commission. The sovereign's powers are 
largely what are termed 'reserve powers', 
but they are still powers. Yet when her 
representative, in a national crisis, with
draws the commission of a government, 
there are cries of outrage, as though the 
sovereign should have no powers and 
hold no place in our system of govern
ment and be merely a figurehead. So far 
has the pendulum swung. There is a like 
belief that we do not need Upper Houses, 
and should leave the concentration of 
power in the Lower House. But our roots 
show that concentration of power never 
works for the benefit of the individual. 
In the past, Parliament became a 
safeguard for the people against the 
despotism of a monarch. Now we have 
the concept of an all-powerful parlia
ment, especially of a Lower House, with 
no checks on its decisions, and, for some, 
no recourse to law. 

The question has to be asked - 'Is the 
wheel turning right round, so that our 
'representatives' are once again merely as
sociates and advisors, not of the king but 
of an inner circle called the 'Cabinet' and 
Government'? How is this advice ten
dered, and is this what we really want in 
our country? How are we going to return 
to the system of checks and balances, or 
are we going to be forever hanging on to 
a swinging pendulum? Going further - is 
universal franchise producing good fruit? 
Is compulsory voting working in the best 
interests of the nation? Is 'One man, One 
Vote, One Value' the latest Shibboleth? 
Do voters at election time have real free
d om of choice over a bagful of election 
promises? What is wrong with the con
cept of Citizens Initiated Referenda? 
These are not just academic questions, to 
be discussed quietly after dinner over a 
glass of port. The rights and liberties of 
individuals are at stake, and we dare not 
let go lightly what was won so hardly cen
~uries ago. 

It was Cicero who said that he who 
does not know what happened before he 
was born remains forever a child. The call 
is there - go back to your roots, do some 
quarrying, otherwise you won't properly 
understand your present situation. And 
the digging will reveal that the basis of our 
institutions is our Christian heritage. 
Gustave Thibon, in his chapter 'The 
Decline of Freedom' in the 195S sympo
sium 'Christianity and Freedom', remarks 
that one can tell the worth of a man by 
the things to which he bound, their num-

ber and their quality. If we are going to 
be spiritually free we must have spiritual 
reserves. We must have the wherewithal 
to be free; we must have at our disposal 
a field of possibilities created by spiritu
al roots .... He says that you and I are free 
in respect of our fleshly passions in 
proportion as we are attached to spiritu
al values, and we are free in respect of 
opinions and superstitions to the extent 
to which we are bound by a faith. 

Look at a tree. It can resist the force 
of the wind to the extent to which it is 
held firm by its roots. Its attachment to 
the soil is the guarantee of its freedom to 
become what it should be. But if one 
'frees' it from its roots, its leaves die off 
and they become the sport of the winds. 
Is not this the fate of people who are torn 
a way from their natural surroundings or 
uprooted from their traditions, and no 
longer obey fundamental realities? As 
Thibon says, they are 'a prey to superfi
cial and sterile conformities'. 
So it is, the sap of all that is best in the 
past which will nourish us for the future. 
If we ref use that sap we surrender our
selves to the wind and are carried off by 
it. The major part of that sap is Christi
an faith and, moralty. 

As we approach once again the celebra
tion of the birth of the Son of God, we 
are to bless and praise Him for the reve
lation of the love of God incarnated in 
perfect human nature, for the 'hatching' 
of freedoms which the Gospel has 
brought, as expressed in Psalm 16 -

"The lines have fallen for me in pleasant 
places; 
Yea. I have a goodly heritage'. 

Letters, Paper Cuttings 
and Ideas Welcome 

Many articles and stories have come 
about from suggestions and ideas supplied 
by readers. Paper cuttings are also a 
valuable source of infonnation - we 
don't see all the papers so please send in 
items you think may be of interest. 

We also value letters submitted for 
publication. Comment on the articles you 
read in HERITAGE, events of concern to 
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, constructive 
action and the quiet heroes that are all 
around us. 

Five to ten minutes is all it may take to 
contribute to the success of HER IT AGE. 

Write to: The Editor, HERITAGE, 47 
McHarg Road, Happy Valley, South 
Australia, 5159. 
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CANADA CALLS 
EAGLE OF SACRIFICE 

Down from the north it sweeps, crossing over rock and spruce forest. It is a cold 
wind that hugs the Ottawa River's valley and ripples its waters, casting autumn's first 
fallen leaves to the ground. The wind clears the skies before it of their low, grey clouds, 
giving the Gatineau Hills a definite outline and a purplish colour on this now sunny, 
September Sunday. 

The wind strikes a bluff on the river's 
Ontario side and nows over the eagle ·s 
wings. Yet its feathers do not stir. Cast of 
metal. its talons gripping the earth's sphere 
in miniature. this eagle does not see the 
assembly gathered before it. Nor does it 
sense the nags flapping around its concrete 
domain. Australia. New Zealand, India 
and the United Kingdom are all represented 
at this Commonwealth Air Force Memo
rial by their banners. as is the Royal Cana
dian Air Force of those wartime days long 
ago. It is September 16. 1990 and Canada 
is commemorating the Fiftieth Anniver
sary of the Baille of Britain. 

The first sound is that of the bagpipes. 
Skirling down the hillside. the band ac
companies the air force personnel of today 
who wear the eagle on their shoulders. 
Then onto the bright. green hill come the 
men and women to be honoured in life as 
their comrades will be honoured in death. 

What are they thinking. these veterans 
of that hot summer over Britain in 1940 
and the five further years of airwar that 
came after it? Standing there. do they re
member the leather and petrol smell of the 
cockpit. or the straps that chafed against 
their shoulders? Can they hear the shouted 
voices of grounclcrew and the gruff throaty 
cough of the Merlin as it came to life? 

Do they still somehow feel the sense of 
relief as their Spitfire or Hurricane jumped 
off the ground. tucked up its wheels and 
soared into its true element in the sky? 

The sky is as blue and as open on this day 
as it was then. but not as deadly. "Stay 
close to the red two. altacking now!" would 
come the order through the headphones of 
your nying helmet. Pull your goggles down 
and follow your leader. yes that was the 
way to do it. Fire at the black-crossed 
shapes if you got a chance, cries in your 
ears of ·-sehi11d you!"·. twist in your seat 
staring into the sun as your aircraft pulled 
a tight turn. Were you safe? You must be 
because the engine's still running and 
you're still alive and in one piece. 

Some are not so lucky. Dirty trails of 
smoke scar the blue. the pitiful remains of 
burning aircraft at their bases. heading 
down. Were they the enemy's machines. 
or were they friends now gone for good? 
You·re running low on petrol. They'll tell 
you when you get back. 

What do the women veterans remem
ber? Does the plo1ting table of their fighter 
sector still appear in their minds? They 
must remember the bombs that fell on their 
air force station and the friends who died. 
full of life and duty until their last moment. 

Hau'kcr Hurric1111c Figh!N 
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by John Wiebe 

Squadrons of our aircraft feel into the ball le 
to meet the squadrons of theirs already 
plotted. moving the counters and the Group 
Captain· s voice saying ''They" re all up .. 
into the telephone. Yes. they must recall all 
these things. and more. 

The cold wind blows again. now bearing 
a sound. Heads turn. children point. and 
eyes grow wider as. with the Gatineau 
Hills at their back. an Avro Lancaster 
bomber and a Hawker Hurricane fighter 
do a ceremonial flypast over those assem
bled before the memorial. 

The Hawker Hurricane bears the mark
ings of number one squadron. Royal Cana
dian Air Force. the only completely Cana
dian squadron that fought in the Battle of 
Britain. Its presence commemorates all of 
those who gave so much then for us today. 

Scriptures are read. the ··Jast post" is 
sounded. and the bagpipes sound a lament. 
Reveille is played. as a squadron of mod
ern CF-18 fighters fly over in a formation 
that honours the fallen. The veterans then 
proudly march off behind their colours to 
receive the salute of the Queen's repre
sentative 111 Canada and a round of well
deserved applause from the crowd. 

Behind them is left the memorial that 
bears the roll of the dead from Canada and 
the Bri_tish Commonwealth who died upon 
Canadian _soil while in wartime training. 

A few linger to look at the names as the 
cold wind makes the nags snap and the 
trees quiver. The eagle of sacrifice perched 
upon the globe stares unseeing as the leaves 
descend around it. 



MONARCHY andDEMOCRACY 
by Randall J. Dicks 

Randall .I Dicks is an A11omey who /fres in Pittsburgh. Pennsyfrania. U.S.A. Since /970. he has 
been Goremor and Editor of the Consramia11 Society. a mo11arc/1ial organisation with 

educational goals and actfrities 

The present difficulties in the Persian Gulf, (or the Arabian Gulf, depending on 
one's viewpoint), which started with Iraq's massive invasion of the State of Kuwait 
on August 2nd, have brought the nations of the regions to such attention and scrutiny 
by the public, politicians, and the media that one might suppose these countries had 
hardly been noticed previously. Some people seem surprised that the Persian Gulf 
area is rich in monarchies - Saudi Arabia, Jordan, Kuwait, Qatar, Oman and the 
United Arab Emirates, (perhaps not a monarchy in itself, but it is a federation of 
seven emirates). 

The first American troops bound for 
Saudi Arabia had not even packed their 
gear before commentators and pundits 
were questioning the wisdom of rushing 
to the defense of desert monarchies which 
did not seem to practice any form of 
democratic government: why should they 
be def ended? After all, they believe in 
monarchy, not democracy. 

This attitude presents several points 
worthy of attention. First, despite the 
high moral tone of public statements by 
Western leaders, it is more likely the 
West's (and Japan's) supply of oil which 
is being defended than the integrity of lit
tle Kuwait, brutalized by the evil aggres
sor with his million-man army. 

Second, there is a difference between 
any form of democratic government and 
any Western form of democratic govern
ment. What is good for one is not always 
good for all; what works in_Delaware and 
Devonshire may not smt Doha and 
Dhahran. 

• The question of democracy should ~e 
examined in two contexts: that of Kuw3:1t 
and the Gulf, and that of monarchy m 
general. 

Kuwait's ruler since 1977 has been His 
Highness Sheikh Jaber III (Sheikh Jaber 
al-Ahmed al-Jaber al-Sabah), Emir of 
Kuwait. He is the 13th ruler of the ~
Sabah family, which first settled m 
Kuwait in about 1716. Sometime around 
1750 the first Sabah ruler of Kuwait was 
elect;d, chosen by the people of Kuwait 
to represent them in dealings with the Ot
toman empire. The al-Sabah family _has 
ruled Kuwait with benevolence ever smce 
then. Kuwait continued as an Ottoman 
vassal until 1899, when Kuwait accepted 
a British protectorate. This lasted until 
I 961, when Kuwait received full indepen
dence from Britain, at its request. Iraq 

immediately claimed sovereignty over 
Kuwait; the dispute continued for two 
years, with Kuwait being defended first 
by British, then by contingents from 
several Arab countries, until Iraq recog
nized Kuwait's independence in 1963. 

Iraq· has now changed its mind. The 
Iraqi claim to Kuwait is based on the fact 
that while Iraq and Kuwait were both 
parts of the Ottoman empire, Kuwait 
reported to the Ottoman governor in the 
Iraqi city of Basra; for that reason, says 
Iraq, Kuwait is, and always has been, a 
part of Iraq. By the same reasoning. Iraq 
might just as well lay claim to Spain and 
Portugal, which were once part of an 
Arab empire governed from Baghdad. 
Iraqi leader Saddam Hus
sein's 'Grievance against Kuwait is a 
complaint against history. Mr. Hussein 
maintains that Kuwait was stolen from 
Iraq; Britain was the thief, because of its 
intervention in 1899, and Iraq is now tak
ing what rightfully belongs to it ... As 
I ramed by Mr Hussein, the dispute is 
whether anything can ever be recognized 
as final, stable, fixed. He would suggest 
that everything can be altered, if neces
sary by force. Kuwait's uncertain status 
of the Ottoman years is given more weight 
that its modern statehood.'(}) 

The rule of the al-sabah family has 
provided stability and prosperity for 
Kuwait, more so than ever in the last three 
decades. The present Emir has been criti
cized for the large number of government 
positions occupied by members of the al
Sabah family (which is very numerous), 
suspension of Parliament in 1986, and 
press censorship. There have been pro
democracy demonstrations in recent 
months. There is some justification for 
these criticisms, but even at their worst, 
they did not add up to something being 
rotten in the State of Kuwait. 

The Emir suspended Parliament be
cause of both external and internal fac
tors; 'supporters say it was impossible/or 
a tiny country wedged between huge au
tocratic nations... to carry on with a 
democratic experience that might provoke 
those neighbors.' (2) The U.S. Depart
ment of State offers the appraisal that 
Parliament was closed 'after it revert
ed once again to aforumfor friction over 
inter-Arab and domestic policy is
sues. '(3) Kuwait is also faced with 
threats from Islamic fundamentalists. 

Despite the restrictions on Parliamen
tary government (Parliament had been 
replaced by a weak National Assem
bly), 'Given a choice between the Emir 
and President Saddam Hussein of Iraq, 
most Kuwaitis have no hesitation in 
choosing... 'Even those who disagreed 
with {The.Emir] have been allowed to do 
so without having their assets confiscat-

. ed or being sent to jail or executed ... Can 
Iraq say the same about the way it treats 
its citizens?' (4) 

It appears that criticism of Kuwaiti 
democracy is misguided, certainly as com
pared with democracy as practiced in the 
Republic of Iraq. 'Before Iraq threw the 
Middle East into turmoil, the region was 
on a bumpy, uphill path toward 
democratization ... Before the invasion, 
[Kuwait] was the most democratic state 
in the Gulf, albeit a flawed one. It was 
the only Gulf nation with a constitution 
guaranteeing participatory democracy. 
Despite state censorship, it had a lively, 
independent press that reflected its 
sophisticated, highly educated popula
tion. And Kuwaitis have long been used 
to speaking out against their rulers 
without fear of going to prison.' (5) 

Even those Kuwaitis who disagree with 
their Emir's actions in recent years call 
for his return, seeing him 'as a guaran
tor of stability and a defense against their 
country falling into chaotic political divi
sons, as in Lebanon; • and also be
cause 'the Sabah dynasty has become a 
symbol of continuity and cohesion in 
Kuwait since its merchant families chose 
the first Sabah to rule them in 1756. • 
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(6} For those well-meaning Westerners 
who call for elections in Kuwait when in
dependence is restored, one Kuwaiti 
newspaper editor replies, 'we would like 
to have an election in Baghdad, as 
well. ,(7) 

In Saudi Arabia, whose monarchy is 
considerably more autocratic than 
Kuwait's, 'Most Saudis say they ... are 
satisfied with the country,s political cul
ture, essentially an elaboration of an an
cient tribal system without elections or 
parliament. Here, the complaints of the 
young are passed on to their elders, who 
in turn refer problems to tribal leaders. 
Each member of Saudi Arabia's royal/a
m i/y of some 5,000 princes has a regular 
open house, or Maj/is, to which any 
citizen can come and ask a favour or offer 
a criticism ... Even Saudis who seek a 
more open system don't cal/for the ouster 
of the al-Saud family ... the monarchy has 
proved remarkably durable and adept at 
crisis management ... • (8) 

Such are the monarchies of the Persi
an Gulf; if they are despotic, it is a 
benevolent, paternalistic despotism. If 
they have democratic aspects, it may not 
be democracy in the Western style, but 
the heritage and traditions of the Persi
an Gulf are different, and there is no rea
son why their institutions should not work 
just as well, and be just as valid. 

'Democracy' itself is not a system, it 
is an attribute of a system. Further, to call 
something 'democratic' does not neces
sarily make it so, as any citizen of the 
former German Democratic Republic 
could testify. The Kuwait Constitution 
states that 'Kuwait is a fully independent 
Arab State with a democratic style of 
government;' perhaps this should be 
taken at face value, and the discussion 
ended. 

Monarchy in its literal sense does not 
allow much room for democracy, but 
monarchies do not exist in that literal 
sense of rule by one person (in actual fact, 
the nearest approach to that literal mean
ing is found in some republics and so
cialist dictatorships.) Neither do republics 
exist in their literal or theoretical sense. 
There is a saying to the effect that the lar
gest possible republic is only as large as 
the extent of the sound of the loudest 
citizen's voice. Realists should not con
fuse actual monarchies with theoretical, 
literal meanings, any more than one 
should think of republics as gatherings of 
all citizens in the main square; most 
monarchies are larger than Monaco, most 
republics are larger than San Marino. By 
this point, monarchy has evolved to be 
democratic, and it is republicans who 
seem unable to accept the fact of such 
evolution without revolution. The 
modern, improved product, 'Monarchy 
of the Atomic Age,' offers all its old ad
vantages, plus democracy. (9) 

Perhaps Kuwait and the other monar
chies of the Gulf are growing too large, 
too technologically advanced, for the 
traditional, paternalistic systems to con
tinue. There is room in those systems for 
increased democracy; monarchy is noth
ing if not flexible. Monarchy and 
democracy are not mutually exclusive. On 
the contrary, whenever anyone bothers to 
make a survey, it develops that there are, 
proportionately, more democratic monar
chies in the world than democratic repub
lics; 'unfortunately for democracy, that 
term has become so Jashionable that men 
confuse it with many things, including its 
opposites.• (10) 

At one of his press conferences, the 
harried Ambassador of Kuwait to the 
United States was confronted with this 
question of monarchy and democracy in 
Kuwait. He tried to explain to the mem
bers of the press that monarchy does not 
mean a lack of democracy. He countered 
with a question of his own; if there is no . 
democracy in monarchies, are then the 
United Kingdom, Denmark, and Spain 
undemocratic countries? Or Australia, 
New Zealand, Canada, Japan, or 
Sweden, for that matter, for quite the 
contrary is true; monarchies tend to be 
models of democracy and civil liber
ties. 'In all those countries of the former 
British Empire in which the Monarchy 
has been replaced by some other form of 
Head of State - South Africa, India, 
Pakistan, Ghana, Nigeria, and others - it 
is to be noted that there has been a steady 
decline infreedomfrom arbitrary govern
ment, due process of the law, and respect 
for the constitution,· and the people in 
general enjoy markedly less security, psy
chologically and materially.' (11) 

The misconception about monarchy 
and democracy, or monarchy versus 
democracy, is a basic and common one, 
and stems from a fundamental misunder
standing of monarchy. Monarchy as prac
ticed today is not the monarchy of Louis 
XIV or even of Napolean III, any more 
than republics today are the same as those 
of ancient Rome, George Washington, or 
Benito Juarez. 

King Simeon II of Bulgaria, whose 
country is seeing a striking resurgence of 
interest in monarchy after more than four 
decades of communist oppression, says, 

'Democracy [seems] to be the goal not 
only of all peoples but of almost all rul
ers, too. I cannot see how monarchy can 
possibly preclude democracy in Europe
an monarchies, for obvious parliamentary 
and constitutional considerations. The 
understanding of the true meaning of the 
essence of democracy may explain what 
at first appears as an absolutist monar
chy in some other parts of the world. 
Without naming any specific state, I can 
assure you that even in these countries 
there is a practice which is more liberal 
than in many other instances. This is what 
we could call 'direct democracy:• the ruler 
frequently receives, on an open house ba-
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sis, anyone who wishes to see him or has 
grievances to expose to him. At this point, 
the King either settles the matter on the 
spot or has the appropriate department 
act accordingly. As you can see, this is a 
very direct line with the people and often 
much more expeditious than the cumber
some administrative channels that a 
citizen has to f of/ow in socially more ad
vanced structures.• (12) 

Monarchs today are not the tyrants or 
despots of fairy tales or films. In constitu
tional monarchies, there is not even the 
potential for royal tyranny, and even in 
a monarchy without a constitution, there 
are safeguards against abuse. In the King
dom of Saudi Arabia, the Royal Family 
itself deposed the incompetent Kind Saud 
in 1964, in favour of his eminently suita
ble brother, Faisal. The former Sultan of 
Oman was similarly deposed in 1970, and 
replaced by his son, Sultan Qaboos, who 
has ruled ably and well for 20 years. 

Monarchy or Democracy - that is not 
the question at the end of the 20th centu
ry. Monarchy or republic remains a ques
tion, and republic or democracy provides 
a topic for consideration, as the two are 
not synonymous. In the context of our 
times, however, the association should be 
Monarchy and Democracy; the two are 
partners, not alternatives, and the form
er is often the best guarantor of the latter. 
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BOOKS THAT SHOULD NOT BE 
FORGOTTEN 

by Nigel Jackson 

Boris Pasternak, Dr. Zhivago and 1990 
PART ONE ... Bowing To The Miracles 

Uoris Pasternak was born in Moscow on February 10th, 1890 and in his centenary year it is 
appropriate that we make a new pilgrimage to his work. For those of us who, alas, have no 
Russian. the obvious place to begin is his world-famous novel Doctor Zhivago. We know already 
that the hero of the novel isa Lyric poet and that the author was a Lyric poet who became a hero 
through his courageous resistance to the soviet communist t~•ranny. \Ve know that Pasternak 
was awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1958, the greatest official distinction to which an~· 
writer can hope to attain. While this award was made only a year after Doctor Zhivago was first 
published, it was not made specifically because of the achie\'ement of that novel; it recognised 
the whole of Pasternak's literary oeuvre, including several books of poems and a number of 
outstanding short stories. The challenge for us today is tu revisit Doctor Zhivago and to find what 
importance it has for us in Australia in 1990. 

Let us commence our pilgrimage. which we 
will make naked and (as it were) poor in spirit. 
by examining some of the poems allributed 10 
Yury Zhivago al the end of1he novel. The firs! 
of 1hese is cntilled "Hamiel''. hs prominenl 
position en1i1les us 10 read ii as a kind of 
opening declara1ion by the doclor-poet. Thus 
Pasternak asks us 10 iden1ify his hero wi1h 
Shakespeare ·s mysterious Danish prince -
noble. heroic. flawed. suffering and migh1ily 
loved. The first s1anza reminds us of the diffi
cully of knowing how to lead our own indi

vidual lives: 
J 1r_1· to g11C'.uji-0111 the distant ffho 

What is to happen in my lifetime. 

An echo relales 10 1he past. Inevitably. we 
human beings have 10 use 1he past (our indi
vidual histories and 1he histories of our peo
ples and of all humanity) as a compass with 
which 10 s1eer inlo 1he fulure: but. as !he fu1urc 
is always clifferenl and unexpcc1ed and new. 
we are always reduced to an clement of guess
work. Notice how deftly Pasternak has in1ro
duced the 1heme of human frailly and fallibil
ity. His Hamiel is also a rather reluctant player 
on 1he stage of life: he first prescn1s himself lo 
the audience as "Leaning agains1 1he door
posl:. which is hardly a majeslic and self

assenive pose. 
Pas1ernak ·s Hamlet is also seen as in oppo-

siiion 10 1he audience: 
• The dar/.:11ess of' night is aimed m /II(' 

Along the sights o/'u 1/u111sa11d opera-glasses. 

Here 1here is a sinister tone in the phrase 
"darkness or nigh!''- 1he symbolism readily 
conjures up 1hc realities or ignorance. malice 

and evil. 
Augrcssion is plainly indica1cd in the dou-

ble 1~ference to 1he aiming of a gun. A 1ouch 
of comic incongruily is present in 1he subs1i-
1Ulion of "opera-glasses" for military weap-

ons. This comic note <le-authorises the wield
ers of those theatre-going aids. They deserve 
to be made fun of. for they are the wealthy 
(and. symbolically. those who are too a11ached 
to worldly possessions to take part in the only 
dramatic action which counts. which is the 
search for truth). They are also the wa1chers. 
those who never summon up the heroic deter
mination to do. to act - those who never stand 
up to oppose the usurping Claudius and de
fend the rightful heir to the throne. Even more. 
they are those wealthy folk whose corruption 
enables revolutions to be thrust upon peoples 
and of whom the example in Doctor Zhivago 
is the ubiquiwus Komarovsky. 

With 1he magnificent audaci1y of genius 
Pasternak 1hen links his Hamiel (who is al
ready a projection bo1h of Yury Zhivago and 
of himself) to Jesus. the Son of Man. the hero 
of the Gospel drama which is the basis of the 
Christian fai1h. The "darkness of night" be
comes thal 1errible darkness in Gethsemane 
on the Mount of Olives: 

A/J/)(1. Father. 1f it he possible. 

Let this rnp passfro111 me. 

Even Jesus was a rcluctanl actor in the holy 
drama al 1ha1 point. Neil her Yury Zhivago nor 
his crea1or were particularly eager to be cast in 
1he role of hero: bu1 1ha1 was 1heir des1iny. 
Like Jesus. like Hamiel (who accep1ed his 
dead fa1hcr·s command to seek revenge and 
never ceased 1rying to bring 1ha1 about. des pile 
his own dreadful inner weakness and con
flicts). Zhivago and Pasternak consen1cd to be 
heroes - heroes in 1he way artists become 
heroes. by remaining faithful to their incli
vidual genius and inspiration. 

It is not that Zhivago or Pasternak claims 
the status of divinity. but ratherthat !hey grasp 
1hat the Son of Man dwells in the soul of every 

individual man and woman. so that anyone 
who accepts the challenge to lead a life of 
personal integrity at once becomes strength
ened by an infusion of the Holy Spiril. which 
is the same being as Jesus. 

Zhivago followed in the footsteps of Jesus 
and Hamlet. as the third stanza of the poem 
a11ests: 

/ /or(' your stuhhom purpose. 

I consent to play 11,r part. 

The word "stubborn" shows how harsh that 
steadfast divine purpose can seem to the hu
man being called upon 10 be true 10 i1. Then 
Zhivago- or Zhivago ·s Hamlet - breaks off on 
a surprising tangcnl: 

811111011· a dijfere111 drama is being 

acted: 

For this 011ce let me he. 

Pas1ernak is echoing 1he Quarto reading of 
Hamlet at one of the most poignant and mys
terious moments in that play filled with enig
mas. 

Here it is in the 1899 Arden edition of 
Edward Dowden: 

8111 though 11'011/dst 1101 thin/.: ho\\' ill all's 

here aho111 my l,eart: hut it is 110 matter .... It is 

h111jiwlcrl': hut it is sue/, a /.:ind of'gai11-gi1·i11g 
as 11'1111/d pcrI,aps 1ro11hle a 11·0111a11 ... Not a 

ll'hit: 11·c def,· a11g11n·: 1!,erc·s a spl'Cial prn1·i

de11cc in 1!,c fall of a sparm11·. If it he 11011·. • tis 

110110 come: ifit he 1101 to come. it 11·i// he nm,·: 

i/'it he 1101111111·. _1·c1 it ll'i!I co111e: the rC'adiness 

is all: since 110 I11aI1 has aught of what he 

/c(/\·es. 11·!,a1 is· t to /c(/\·c hetime.(' Let he. 

Hamlet appears to have an intuitive knowl
edge of his approaching doom and is ready to 
submi1 10 it: at the same lime his speech 
expresses a dangerous world-weariness and 
lack of will 10 resist: it is very much the 
ulterance of a flawed hero. Zhivago ·s Hamiel 
appears 10 be manifesling a momenl of rebel
lion. a wish to !urn aside from 1he official path: 
and in this he is 1ypical of Zhivago himself. 
who gradually shrugs off all official duties 
andcommitmen1s in the novel. almosl becom
ing an anarchist. In this amazing poem Jesus is 
virtually declining to act according to the 
Father·s official will. The right 10 be different 
individual. eccentric. is being demanded. "let 
me be" is fruitfully ambiguous: ii mcans"leave 
me alone" and also "allow me to experience 



being - my very own individual mode of 
being". 

Yet this is a victory which cannot be fully 
won in this world, which is one reason why 
resurrection is essential. The victory to be - in 
the true fullness of being - belongs to the 
Kingdom of Heaven. The reaching out for it 
on Earth - by Hamlet or Zhivago - is both 
heroic and tragically doomed. 

The last stanza of the poem is remorseless: 
Yet the order of the acts is planned 
And the end of the way inescapable. 
Jesus had to die. Hamlet had to die. Zhivago 

had to die. Every hero who seeks his true being 
must die in order to rise up to attain it. And 
there may be moments of despair on the way, 
as the Gospel drama tells us was so even for 
the Son of Man: 

I am alone; all drowns in the 
Pharisees' hypocrisy. 
To lfre your life is not as simple as to 
cross a field. 
The simplicity and earthiness of the Rus

sian proverb in the last line serve by contrast 
to emphasise the complicated, over-intellec
tualised rottenness of the Pharisees - a rotten
ness shown in Doctor Zhivago in the fanatical 
and bigoted self-righteousness of the commu
nist revolutionaries and their fellow-travel
ling apologists. 

II 

The title of this address. which is intended 
to sum up the significance of Pasternak ·s 
witness and also our own humble homage 
today, is derived from Zhivago's poem 
"Christmas Star", which is based on the Gos
pel drama of the birth of Jesus. 

In this poem the new star blazes out and then 
come these lines: 

Its reddening glow 
Was a sign; the :l1/"ee star-ga:ers 
Hurried to the call 
Of its unprecedented light. 

Camels followed them loaded with 
gifts, 
And donke\'s in harness. om' smaller 
than the oiher. 
Minced down the hill .... 

Part of the pond was hidden by the 
alders. 
B111.from where the shepherds stood 
A part could he seen between the 
rooks' nests in the treetops. 
.. Let's go with the others. "they said. 
Wrapping themsefres in their 
sheepskins, 
··Let's how to the miracle• . .. 

One of the most important aspects of 
Pasternak· s work is his sense of the miracu
lous nature of life itself, of being alive ·and 
living. It is right and proper that we human 
beings should bow to Life. because it is so 
much greater and more wonderful than our 

individual existences. 
Because Pasternak could appreciate the mi

raculous in life, he could also rejoice in life 
and celebrate that joy in his art. 

This exalted approach can be clearly seen in 
a description of Yury Zhivago as he writes 
poems, many of them inspired by his lost love 
Lara, during his last days on the deserted 
Krueger estate at Varykino: 

He made a note reaffirming his belief that 
art alwa.vs sen·es beauty. and beauty is the joy 
of possessing form. and form is the key to 
organic life since no lfring thing can exist 
without it, so that erery work of art. including 
tragedy, wimesses to the joy of existence. And 
his own ideas and notes also brm,ght him joy, 
a joy so tragic and filled with tears that it made 
his head ache and wore him 0111. 

(Chapter XIV, Section 14). 

An interesting discussion of Pasternak's 
understanding of Christ and the Christian Life 
can be read in Olga R. Hughes' The Poetic 
World of Boris Pasternak (Princeton Univer
sity Press, 1974 ). Professor Hughes compares 
the great poet to a great Russian saint, Sera
phim of Sarov ( 1759-1833). This saint taught 
a doctrine of joy, dressed in white, greeted 
everyone with the affirmation "Christ is risen!", 
explained that the true aim of Christian life is 
the acquisition of the Holy Spirit and stressed 
as a means of self- transformation the indi
vidual's creative effort. Professor Hughes 
stresses that Pasternak's Christianity did not 
take the form of an interest in theology and the 
proffering of religious opinions and beliefs. It 
was existential. rather than ideological. And 
she quotes a significant comment by Pasternak 
in a letter he wrote to Jacqueline de Proyart: 

Christianity always remained a source of 
e.rtraordina1J inspiration and a ,·ital force in 
his life precisely because, although chris
tened as cm infalll. he was 1101 brought up in the 
Christian tradition and therefore his Christi
anitv ne,·er had am• traditional or institu
tion~I connections (page 162) 

That absence of ecclesiastical conditioning 
enabled Pasternak to approach the Gospels 
and their central figure with a fresh vision. 
Western European culture needs such a 
revisioning of its sacred basis, as Carl Jung 
knew when he remarked that in recent centu
ries Christianity had failed to develop its myth. 
Our own great Australian poet. Vincent 
Buckley, was sensitive to this need, as he 
showed in a remarkable essay published in 
Quadrant (No. 67, September-October 1970) 
entitled "The Strange personality of Christ". 

Although not mentioning Pasternak by 
name. Buckley commented: 

There has heen a re,fral of interest in the 
figure of Christ among writers in Eastern 
Europe and especially in the Soril't Union .... 
a Christian language. incorporating ap
proaches to the figure of Christ. seems to he 
gradually becoming accepted as necessary to 
forns certain deeplyfelt lwnwn needs. (page 
25) 

Buckley could appreciate the kind of non-

doctrinal upbringing that Pasternak experi
enced. He said elsewhere in his essay: 

In one way, a non-Christian may he in a 
better position to see and feel the passion 
e,•ellfs as a created dramatic action. where we 
may be too inclined to see them as a message 
or a ceremony. (page 22) 

Pasternak, I believe, would have deeply 
sympathised with Buckley's main thesis, 
which is that the figure of Christ in the Gospels 
is a far stranger phenomenon than is generally 
acknowledged. Buckley sees the Jesus cre
ated in the four canonical accounts as mark
edly characterized by three qualities: 

He has power. concemrated in his heing. 
which is in part the power of an immensely 
concelllrated emotional life; he is totally au
tonomous. and is the opposite of what Riesman 
called 'other- directed man' .. and he is. in 
Eliade's term, a hierophany and a creator of 
hierophanies (page 11) 

Buckley explains the meaning of this term 
devised by the great comparative religious 
expert: 

Man becomes aware of the sacred hecause 
it manifests itself shows itself as something 
wholly different from the profane .... (Jesus) 
re,·eals the sacred. the hewmd. in his person. 
in his speech, and in his ~cts (pages 19,20) 

Buckley sees the demand made upon us by 
the central figure in the Gospels as a call 
similar to the call which Pasternak makes in 
Doctor Zhivago: 

Our task ... is to co111emplate him and to 
work our way imo his life. which means ex
panding 011row11 imagination to reach into his 
imagination. (page 22) 

And Buckley writes of the Gospels' presen
tation of the agony in the Garden in a way 
completely compatible with the insight of 
Zhivago's poem "Hamlet": 

I/we ha\'e here a man 11tterlv concentrated 
in his own agony. and in the p,;rpose of which 
that agony is the sign. we also hm·e a man 
whose sense of pttrpose enahles him to tran
scend the agony. (page 24) 

It is worth noting in passing that of all 
Australian poets to date Buckley is probably 
closest in spirit to Pasternak. A scholarly 
comparison of their respective achievements 
would make an excellent book. 

Further insight into the connections be
tween Doctor Zhivago and Christianity is given 
in Robert Payne's ardent and perceptive book 
The Three Worlds of Boris Pasternak (Robert 
Hale, London, 1962). I doubt if a better gen
eral introduction to Pasternak has been writ
ten. Payne sees resurrection as the pervading 
and all-embracing theme of the novel: 

The l'ery name of the doctor is connected 
with the resurrection. He is 'the /iring one 
among the dead' the one who will arise. the 
clead man who is chosen to he reborn again. In 
the Russian Bi hie. the angels greet the women 
who rnme to the open rnmh with the words: 
.. Why seek ye the li,·ing (:hirngo) among the 
dead:,· (page 140) 

Payne associates Yury Zhivago himself with 



the Russian tradition of holy fools of whom 
Dostoyevsky • s Prince Myshkin in The Idiot is 
another great example. Like the Prince, argues 
Payne, Yury 

... is one of those who are 'weighed down 
with the burden of myste,:v·. He belongs to the 
long line ofyurodfriy. those enchallledfools 
of God u•/10 are to he found in all ages of 
Russian history. speaking with the tongues of 
prophets. fearless before kings, insisting al
ways 011 the trwh oft he heart's affections. His 
Christian name Yury hints at the yurodfriy 
just as his surname hims at the author's pre
occupation with resurrection. (page 141) 

The very essence of such simple saints is 
that they bow to the miracles. 

Pasternak ends his poem "Christmas Star .. 
with a brilliant gloss on the traditional nativity 
accounts from the Gospels: 

Day was breaking. The dawn swept 
the remaining stars 
Like cinders from the sky. 
Out of all the great gathering Mary 
allowed 
Only the Wisc• Men through the opening in 
the rock 

He slept in the oak manger. 
Radialll as moonlight in the hollow of 
a tree. 
Instead of a sheepskin. 
The lips of the ass and the nostrils of 
the ox kept him warm. 

The Magi stood in the shadow. 
Whispering. scarcely finding words. 
All at once. a hand stretched out of the 
dark, 
Mm·ed one of them aside to the left of 
the• manger. 
He looked round. Ga:ing at the 
\lirgin from the doorway 
like a guest. was the Christmas Star. 

There are three elements worthy of note 
here. The first is the splendid evocation of the 
silent authority of the Virgin Mother of God. 
It should be remembered that she is the arche
type of the entirely purified human soul, as 
Frithjof Schuon indicated in his analysis of the 
A 1·e Maria in his book Gnosis: Dfrine Wisdom 
(Perennial Books. UK. 1978). She commands 
the Magi, moves one of them at the correct 
moment and excludes the less worthy from the 
complete epiphany. The second element is the 
exquisite imagery drawn from living Nature 
to convey the precious beauty and goodness of 
the baby Saviour. The sleeping Jesus assimi
lates the sturdy integrity of the oakwood. the 
magic gleams of moonlight and the receptive 
passivity of the tree-hollow. 

The animals. unfallen creatures, intuitively 
love him so deeply that they stand by him and 
ward off the cold. The third element is the 
astounding surprise at the end. What exactly 
does it mean? A numberof possibilities spring 
to mind. but I feel that the essence of what 
Pasternak wished to convey was .. Behold! 
The Miracle!" Our awareness of what could 

be seen in the divine baby is enhanced. 
The great Catholic contemplative, Thomas 

Menon, understood the nature of Pasternak's 
devotion to Christianity, as is shown by his 
three essays grouped as "The Pasternak Af
fair" in his book Disputed Questions (Harcourt 
Brace Jovanovich, New York. 1985 ). Merton 
considered that Pasternak's witness was basi
cally Christian, but saw that Christianity as 

... reduced to the barest and most elemen
tary essentials: imense awareness of all cos
mic and human reality as 'life in Christ' and 
the consequelll plunge imo lol'e as the only 
dynamic and creatfre force which really hon
ours this 'Life' by creating itself anew in life's 
- Christ's - image. (page 11) 

Merton compared this to Dostoyevsky's 
masterly presentation of orthodox Christian 
mysticism in the portrait of Father Zossima in 
The Brothers Karamazov: 

The mysticism of Pastemak is more latelll, 
more cosmic, more pagan. if you like. It is 
more primitfre, less sophisticated. free and 
ulllouched by any hieratic forms ... In him we 
find the ingenuous Christianity of an anima 
nafllraliter Christiana that has discol'ered 
Christianity all hy itself (Pages 12, 15) 

There is of course, danger in approaching a 
great sacred revelation on an individual path 
rather than through the traditional forms of the 
Church. Pasternak was not a thinker of the 
first order and some of the discussions in 
Doctor Zhivago. on both sacred and profane 
topics. contain fallacies and errors. It appears 
that he believed in the physical resurrection of 
the dead. It has also been said that he did not 
believe in a personal afterlife. I am reminded 
of William Blake, that extraordinary but er
ratic English genius. and of T.S. Eliot's bril
liant essay on Blake. which paid full respect to 
his greatness as a poet, but which also contains 
this cool remark: 

We ha1·e the same respect/or Blake's phi
losophy ... that we have for an ingenious piece 
of home-made f11r11iture: we admire the ma11 
who has pllt it together out of the odds and 
ends about the house ... but we are not really so 
remote from the Continelll, or from our own 
past. as to he depril'ed of the adm111ages of 
culture if we wish them. 

Thomas Merton did, however, see Pasternak 
as writing within a particular Russian reli
gious tradition: 

It is clear rhat Christ. for Pasternak. is a 
transcendent and Personal Being in the se11se 
generally undersrood by such orthodox rheo
logians as Solol'ie1· or the Russian existemial
ist Berdyael'. The Christ <f Pasternak is the 
Christ of So/ode,··s "God-manhood'. His 
1·iew of the cosmos is. like Berdyae,··s. 
·.wphianic' and his 'sister life' lws.infact.a/1 
the characteristics of the Sancta Sophia who 
appeared ro So/oriel' in Egypt. (page 23) 

Merton. writing very soon after the first 
publication of Doctor Zhivago in English, saw 
the controversy over Pasternak that was caused 
by Soviet resentment at the Nobel Prize award 
as a fundamentally spiritual, as opposed to 

literary or political, phenomenon: and on that 
basis he wrote a magnificent defence of 
Pasternak, of which I will quote a little: 

Doctor Zhfrago is. then, a deeply spiritual 
el'ent. a kind of miracle. a humble but inescap
able portent ... Pasternak stands first of all/or 
the great spiritual values that are under attack 
in our materialistic world. He stands for the 
freedom and nobility of the individual person. 
for man the image of God.for man in whom 
God dwells. For Pasternak the person is and 
must always remain prior to the collec:tfrity. 
He stands for courageous. independem loy
alty to his own conscience. and for rhe refusal 
to compromise with slogans and 
rationali:ations imposed by compulsion. 

Pasternak is fighting for man's true free
dom. his true creatfrity. against the false and 
empt_v humanism of the Marxists -for whom 
man does not yet truly exist. 01·er against the 
technological jargon and empty scientism of 
modern man. Pasternak sets creatil'e symbol
ism. the power of imagination and of intuition. 
the glory of litergy and the fire of contempla
tion. But he does so in new words. in a new 
way. He speaks for all that is sanest and most 
perma11e111ly l'ital in religious and cultural 
tradition. hlll with the mice of a man of our 
own time. (pages 30-31) 

Yury Zhivago's poem "Gethsemane" em
bodies this profundity of affirmation, and this 
section of my address will conclude with a 
brief look at that poem. Robert Payne consid
ers it "almost certainly the greatest poem 
Pasternak ever wrote ... It opens with two stan
zas that evoke both the beauty of the living 
mystery of landscape at a particular time: 

The tum of the road was lit 
By the unconcerned shimmer of 
distant stars 
The road circled the Mount <if Olil'es: 
Beneath it flowed the Kedron 

The field tailed off 
Imo the Milky Way. 
Grey-haired o/fre trees tried to walk 
the air 
/1110 the distance. 
The unusual images (and Pasternak was as 

gifted. perhaps. as any poet, including Shake
speare. in the creation of such imagery) make 
the scene vividly and specifically real: but the 
language does more than that. The "uncon
cerned shimmer of distant stars" deliberately 
contrasts with the immense concern that we 
know is going to be the subject matter of rhe 
poem; the agony in the Garden. At the same 
time this "unconcerned shimmer" of those 
remote celestial lights is a superb image of the 
undisturbed serenity of the Father. of God the 
Absolute. the ultimate authority for whom His 
Son. Jesus. is going to undergo. as man. the 
extreme agony. The mysterious conjunction 
of earthly and heavenly matters is pointed to in 
the picture of the field tailing off into the 
Milky Way. And the fact that a moment of 
exceptional possibilities is at hand is hinted at 
by the odd image of olive trees. "grey-haired" 
with wisdom or suffering. endeavouring to 



"walk the air''. a miraculous achievement that 
inevitably reminds us of the Gospel accounts 
of Jesus walking on the water and Peter trying 
to, but sinking in. 

The peculiar vulnerability of Man, which 
the novel has shown us enacted in the lives of 
many of its main characters, is captured in the 
fourth stanza: 

Unresisting he renounced 
Like harrowed things 
Omnipotence and the power to work 
miracles: 
Now he was mortal like ourselves. 
This should be linked up with two later 

stanzas: 
Peter resisted the murderers. 
Struck off an ear with his sword 
"Steel cannot decide a quarrel." he heard: 
'Put hack your sword in its scahhard. 

'Could not my Father send a host 
Of winged legions to defend me? 
Then no hair of my head would he 
touched. 
The enemy would scalier and lea,·e no 
trace. 

Here we are in the presence of the mystery 
encapsulated in the Biblical phrase "Resist 
not evil!" It is clearly an approach which is not 
to be utilised in every single situation where 
evil challenges with violence. It remains le
gitimate to defend our families. homes and 
nation by force of arms. The defence of Russia 
against the Nazi invasion is seen by Doctor 
Zhivago as entirely justified. However. 
Pasternak has developed this sacred doctrine 
of non-resistance at two key points in his 
novel. The first of these is in Chapter I I 
Section I 0, where Yury's Uncle Kol ya. 
Nikolay Nikolayevich Vedenyapin. is disput
ing with a muddle-headed disciple of Tolstoy 
who cannot. for example. see through the 
arrant puritan nonsense of Tolstoy's claim 
that "the more a man devotes himself to beauty. 
the further he moves away from goodness". 
Uncle Kolya replies with these memorable 
words: 

What has for ce11111ries raised man ahore 
the heast is not the rndgel hut an inward 
music: the irresistahle power <fwwrmed trllfh. 
the a11ractio11 of its example. 

Later. in Section 17 of the same chapter. 
Pasternak shows that his chief heroine. Lara. 
even as a schoolgirl. even when shamed and 
corrupted by her mutually enjoyed sex affair 
with Komarovsky. can still understand the 
importance of the truth Uncle Kolya referred 
to: 

Lara was 1101 religious. She did 1101 helie,·e 
in ritual. 8111 sometimes. to enahle her to hn1r 
her l(fe. she needed the accompanimem ,fan 
immrd music and she could not always com
pose it for hersdt: That m11sic was God ·s 
word ,fl(fr and it was to Wl'ep m·er it that she 
wem w church. 

On the very last page of the novel Pasternak 
returns 10 1his same image. 

Yury has been dead for twenty years or so. 

It is near the end of Stalin's tyranny. Yury's 
two old friends. Misha Gordon and Nicky 
Dudorov, now aged about sixty. are sitting 
together in Moscow on a peaceful summer 
evening and reading a book of Yury's writ
ings. They appear to have recovered from 
their period of ignoble subservience to com
munist ideology, which had alienated them 
from Yury. They feel "a presage of freedom in 
the air", the presence of the "freedom of the 
spirit". Perhaps Pasternak was too optimistic 
by about forty years but is being proved right 
in the last decade of the century. And here are 
the last two sentences of the novel: 

Theyfelt a peaceful joyfor this holy city and 
for the whole land a11dfor the .mrrfrors among 
those who had played a part in this stOI)' and 
for their children. and the silem music of 
lwppinessfilled them and em·eloped them and 
spread far and wide. And it seemed that the 
hook in their hands knew what they were 
feeling and gm·e them its support and confir
mation. 

We can say the same about the novel of 
which they are part. 

Zhivago's "Gethsemane" poem ends with 
three amazing stanzas about the great work of 
the Son of Man. involving a sacrifice. the full 
nature of which remains a mystery to us ordi
nary humans. Jesus is still speaking to Peter. 
and the other disciples. after ordering him to 
sheathe his sword: 

'8111 the hook of life has reached the page 
Which is the most precious of all holy 
things. 
What has been written must he f11/filled, 
Let it he so. Amen. 

You see. the passage of the cenfllries is 
like a parable 
And catches fire 011 its way. 
In the name of its terrible majesty 
I shall go freely. through tormellf. down to 
the grare. 

Ami oil the third day I shall rise agaill. 
Like rafts down a ril'er. like a rnm·oy of 
harges. 
The centuries will float to me ow ,f the 
darkness 
And I shall judge them. • 

As the first stanza indicates. Pasternak re
garded the willing sacrifice made by Jesus in 
undergoing the torment that culminated in the 
crucifixion as the most important act in his
tory. Uncle Kolya is given a powerful state
ment of his author's belief in Chapter I Section 
5 of the novel: 

... man does not lil'e ill a stllle of nature hw 
in history. and that history as we know it now 
hegan with Christ. it isfmmded 011 the Gos
pl'ls ... erei)·thing necessary has heen giren us 
in the Gospels ... Firstly. the lm·e of one's 
11eighhour-the .rnpremeform ofliri11g energy. 
011ce itfWs the heart rfman. it has to ore,j7ow 
and spend it.\'£'({ And secondly. the two con
cepts which are the main part <fthe make-up 
rfmodem man - wit how them he is innmceir-

able - the ideas of free personality and of !if£' 
regarded as sacrifice ... It was not umil after 
the coming of Christ that time and man could 
breathe freely. It was not 11111il after Him that 
men hegan tolfre in their posterity and ceased 
to die in ditches like dogs - instead. they died 
at home in history. at the height of the work 
they del'Oted to the conquest of death. 

It is, admittedly, an erratic viewpoint. The 
first of the two great commandments is omit
ted. And Uncle Kolya. like his creator, it 
seems, had a quite unjustified attitude of rejec
tion towards the Roman culture. Despite which, 
there is deep insight. as is also present in a note 
Uncle Kolya later writes in his notebook. This 
comes from Chapter I I Section 10 and fol
lows an unseemly diatribe against Rome: 

And then. illlo this tasteless heap of gold 
and marble. He came. light-footed and clothed 
in light. with his marked humanity. his delib
erate Galilean pro\'incialism, and from that 
momelll there were neither gods nor peoples. 
there was only man - man the carpenter. man 
the ploughman. man the shepherd with his 
flock of sheep at sunset. man whose name does 
not sound in the least proud bw who is sung in 
lullabies and portrayed in pict11re galleries 
the world o\'er. 

In paying tribute to Christ's achievement, 
Pasternak, an emotional person as any poet 
must be, goes to excess. Of course there are 
still peoples: 

Jesus himself spoke of the House of Israel -
the particular people within whose tradition 
he spoke; but the nature of his words and deeds 
stressed that the individual soul should never 
be submerged by nationalism taken too far. 

Returning to the final stanzas of the 
"Gethsemane., poem. it is worth noting again 
some wonderfully original imagery. History 
is seen as being like a parable in that it can 
catch fire as it goes. This is the fire which 
cleanses and purifies. although it also de
stroys. Pasternak relates the image in his novel 
to the ideal of revolution in Russia. which he 
never renounced. although he cenainly re
jected the perversions to which the revolution 
was soon subjected. Then there is the even 
more startling image of the centuries as rafts 
or barges floating down a river in darkness. 
Robert Payne has written memorably about 
this final stanza: 

Nothing in the whole poem comes with sud, 
a ,·iolent shock as the last words. which in the 
original hm·e a far more mysterious signifi
cance than in the English translation. Thev 
are short words which come with tremendo,;.\. 
force - "Ko mnye na sud". meaning 'to me.for 
judgeme111·. But sud means more than judge
ment. It is one of those words which hm·e 
acc1111mlated a ,·asr range of meanings: it 
l1l<'llllS death. destiny. prol'idence. the laws of 
God (.rndy Bo:hy). Charged with hem·en/\
amhiguities. sud seems to represem all that i.\· 
ultimate and complete in the economy <?/'Goel. 
(page 150). 

And the image of rafts and barges points to 
the relative helplessness of human beings in 
comparison with their Saviour. 



BOOKS THAT SHOULD 
FORGOTTEN 

NOT BE 

by Nigel Jackson. 
Dr. ZHIVAGO and 1990 

(Part Two ... The Love Affair.) 

YURY 

And so now to Lara and Yury. As 
Robert Payne has rightly written, 'the 
heart of the novel' is the story of the doc
tor and his beloved (page 154). 

Thomas Merton linked this pair ot 
lovers to the Book of Genesis: 

He himself [Yury] is a man of Eden, 
of Paradise. He is Adam, and therefore 
also in some sense, Christ. Lara is Eve, 
and' Sophia [the Cosmic Bride of God] 
and Russia ... [page 18]. 

Merton points out that both the lovers 
are shown by Pasternak in their youth_on 
separate occasions in the 'Eden-hke 
garden at Duplyanka'. He adds: 

,, 

J 
Boris Pasternak. 

Yury and Lara will be united in another 
Eden, at Varykino, but a strange Eden of 
snow and silence, lost in a vast landscape 
wasted by armies. There Yury will give 
himself in the night to his most fruitful 
work of poetic creation. [page 19]. 
This love affair is one that results in in
tense creativity in the man. Merton's ac
count of Yury' s inspired writing implicitly 
adds to our sense of Lara's impact on 
him: 
When in the moment of inspiration the 
poet's creative intelligence is married with 
the inborn wisdom of human language 
[the Word of God and Human Nature -
Divinity and Sophia], then in the very 
flow of new and individual intuitions, the 
poet utters the voice of that wonderful 
and mysterious world of God-manhood 
- it is the transfigured, spiritualized and 
divinized cosmos that speaks through 

I 
him, and through him utters its praise of 
the Creator. [pages 20-21]. 

We can gain insights from various 
readings of the allegorical and symboli
cal meaning of these lovers. For exam
ple, Lara can be seen as the embodiment 
of Russia, of Life, of Nature, of Love and 
of the Revolution in its ideal form. As 
such, she can be seen to be misused by 
a selfish businessman, Komarovsky, who 
represents egoism of all kinds, and also 
by Pasfia Antipov [later called Strelnikov, 
'the Shooter', when he is a brilliant 
Trotsky-like general serving the Bolshe
viks], who represents both an ordinary 

• and inevitably inadequate husband and a 
fanatic corrupted by unnatural subser
vience to ideology. She is able to be truly 
loved, and to find fulfilment in that love, 
by Yury, who represents Life, Everyman 
and Russia. Likewise, it is allegorically 
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right that he, then, should have three 
wives -Tonya [Tsarist culture], Lara [the 
Revolution as ideal] and Marina [the 
Revolution as the Soviet dreariness it de
generated into]. But I maintain that 
these interpretations are only facets of a 
much greater whole. Before anything else, 
Yury and Lara are a real man and wom
an in a dramatic setting. They have, wi
thin the literary world of their novel, 
every bit of the flesh and blood and liv
ing individuality that, for example, Ca
thy and Heathcliff possess in 'Wuthering 
Heights'. Most of all we need to study 
their relationship as what it is, as what 
Pasternak makes it, rather than as stand
ing for something else. 

There is no doubt that Yury valued his 
love relationship with Lara more than 
anything else. In Chapter XI Section 7 as 
he looks at the forest in the sunset, we 
read this: 

Ever since his childhood Yury had been 
fond of woods seen at evening against the 
setting sun. At such moments he felt as 
if he too were being pierced by blades of 
light. As if the gift of the living spirit were 
streaming into his breast, piercing his be
ing and coming out by his shoulders like 
a pair of wings. The archetype, which is 
farmed in every child for life and seems 
for ever after to be the inward image of 
his personality, arose in him in its full 
primordial strength and compelled na
ture, the forest, the afterglow and every
thing else to be transfigured into a 
similarly primordial and all-embracing 
likeness of a girl 'Lara'. Closing his eyes, 
he whispered and thought, addressing the 
whole of life, all God's earth, all the sunlit 
space spread out be/ ore him. 

In Chapter XII Section 7 Yury has been 
moved by the old Russian song sung by 
Kubarikha, the witch, a tantalisingly un
developed representative of the Old 
Religion about which Robert Graves 
wrote so well in 'The White Goddess'. 
Then further folk tale words spoken by 
the witch provoke a profound yearning 
in Yury for Lara: 

NO deep and strong feeling, such as we 
may come across here and there in the 
world, is unmixed with compassion. The 
more we love, the more the object of our 
love seems to us to be a victim. Occasion
ally, a man's compassion for a woman ex
ceeds all measure, and his imagination 
removes her from the realm of possible 
happenings and places her in situations 
which are never encountered in life. He 
sees her at the mercy of the surrounding 
air, of the laws of nature and of the cen
turies which preceded her. 

Yury was sufficiently well read to rea
lise that Kubarikha's last words had been 
the opening passage of an ancient chroni
cle, either of Novgorod or /patyevo, but 
so distorted by the errors of copyists and 
the repetitions of sorcerers and bards that 

its original meaning had been lost. Why 
then should the nonsensical images thus 
handed down have gripped and moved 
him with the force of real events? 
. . Lara's left shoulder was half open. Like 
a key turning in the lock of a secret safe, 
the sword unlocked her shoulder-blade 
and, opening the cavity of her soul, rev
ealed the secrets she kept in it. Memories 
of strange towns, streets, rooms, coun
trysides, unrolled like a film, like a skein, 
a bundle of skeins of ribbons tumbling 
out. 

How well he loved her, and how lova
ble she was, in exactly the way he had al
ways thought and dreamed and needed. 
Yet what was it that made her so lovely? 
Was it something that could be named 
and singled out in a list of qualities? A 
thousand times no! She was lovely by vir
tue of the matchlessly simple and swift 
line which the Creator at a single stroke 
had drawn round her, and in this divine 
outline she had been handed over, like a 
child tightly wound up in a sheet after its 
bath, into the keeping of his soul. 

In chapter XIII Section 7 Yury, 
emaciated but triumphant, has finally 
returned from the remote forest to Lara's 
apartment in Yuryatin, and this is what 
we are told she means to him: 

And what did she mean to him? Oh, 
that was easy! He knew that perfectly 
well. 

A spring evening ... the air is punctuat
ed with scattered sounds. The voices of 
children playing in the streets come from 
varying distances as if to show that the 

- whole expanse is alive. The expanse is 
Russia, his incomparable mother; famed 
far and wide, martyred, stubborn, ex
travagant, crazy. irresponsible, adored, 
Russia with her eternally splendid, disas
trous and unpredictable gestures. Oh, 

_ how sweet it was to be alive! How good 
to be alive and to love life! And how he 
longed to thank life, thank existence it
self, directly, face to face, to thank love 
in person. 

This was exactly what Lara was. You 
could not communicate with life, but she 
was its representative, its expression, the 
gift of speech and hearing granted to in
articulate being. 

And all that he had just reproached her 
with in the moment of his confusion was 
a thousand times untrue. She was perfect 
and irreproachable. 

ln the following Section 8 Lara's deep 
importance to Yury is shown in the way 
he dreams of her during the onset of his 
illness: 

But she no longer had a moment to give 
him and took no notice of his mutterings 
except that she turned to him now and 
then with a tranquil, puzzled look or burst 
into her inimitable, candid, silvery laugh
ter. This was the only form of communi
cation that remained between them. But 

PAGE 8-HERITAGE DECEMBER 1990-FEBRUARY 1991 

how distant, cold and compellingly attrac
tive was this woman to whom he had 
sacrificed all he had, whom he had 
preferred to everything, and in compari
son with whom nothing had any value! 

The glory of their love - including their 
passionate love-making, which will later 
result in Lara bearing Yury's child - is 
celebrated exquisitely in Section 10: 

He had complained that Heaven had 
cast him off, but now the whole breadth 
of heaven leaned low over his bed, hold
ing out two strong, white, woman's arms 
to him. His head swimming with joy, he 
drifted into happiness, as though losing 
his senses. 

A II his life he had been active, doing 
things about the house, looking after pa
tients, thinking, studying, writing. How 
good it was to stop doing, struggling, 
thinking! - to leave it al/for a time to na
ture, to become her thing, her concern, 
the work of her merciful, wonder/ ul, 
beauty-lavishing hands. 

He soon recovered. Lara fed him, 
nursed him, built him up by her care, her 
snow-white loveliness, the warm, living 
breath of her whispered conversation. 

Their low-voiced talk, however unim
portant, was as full of meaning as the Di
alogues of Plato. 

Even more than by what they had in 
common, they were united by what sepa
rated them from the rest of the world. 
They were both equally repelled by what 
w~ tragically typical of modern man, his 
shrrll textbook admirations, his forced en
thusiasm, and the deadly dullness con
scientiously preached and practised by 
countless workers in the field of art and 
science in order that genius should remain 
extremely rare. 

They loved each other greatly. Most 
people experience love, without noticing 
that there is anything remarkable about it. 

To them - and this made them unusual 
- the moments when passion visited their 
dr:omed human existence like a breath of 
timelessness were moments of revelation, 
of even greater understanding of life and 
of themselves. 

Then, as fate closes in on them, the 
doomed lovers talk about their impor
t~ce to each other in Chapter XIV Sec
t10n 3. Yury is talking: 

• 'Our days are really numbered. So at 
least let us take advantage of them in our 
0 wn way. Let us use them up saying 
goodbye to life, let us be alone together 
for ,the last time before we are parted. 
We II say goodbye to everything we held 
dear, to the way we looked at things, to 
the way we dreamed of living and to what 
our conscience taught us, and to our 
hopes and to each other. We'll speak to 
one another once again the secret words 
we speak at night, great and peaceful like 
the n~me of the eastern ocean. It's not/or 
n_othmg that you stand at the end of my 
life, my secret, forbidden angel, under the 



skies of wars and turmoil, you who arose 
at its beginning under the peaceful skies 
of childhood. 

That night, as a schoolgirl in your 
coffee-coloured uniform, in the shadow 
of your room at the hotel, you were al
ready as you are now, you were just as 
overwhelmingly lovely. 

'Later, I have often tried to name and 
to define the enchantment of which you 
sowed the seeds in me - that gradually 
fading light and dying sound which have 
spread throughout the whole of my be
ing and have become to me the means of 
understanding everything else in the world 
through you. 

'When you - a shadow in a schoolgirl's 
dress - arose out of the shadows of that 
room, I - a boy, ignorant of you - with 
all the torment of the strength of my 
response, at once understood: this scrag
gy little girl was charged, as-with electri
cal waves, with all the femininity in the 
world. Had I touched you at that moment 
with so much as the tip of my finger, a 
spark would have lit up the room and 
either killed me on the spot or filled me 
for the rest of my life with a magnetic 
flow of plaintive longing and sorrow. I 
was full to the brim with tears, I wept and 
blazed inwardly. I was mortally sorry for 
myself, a boy, and still more sorry for 
you, a girl. The whole of my astonished 
self asked: if such is the torment of be
ing charged with the energy of love, what 
must be the torment of being a woman, 
of being this energy, of being its source?' 

And this is how Lara responds: 

At other times she buried her head in 
his shoulder and cried silently with joy, 
without noticing her tears. At last she 
leaned out of bed, put her arms around 
him and whispered happily: 

'Yury, my darling, how clever you are, 
how you know everything, how you guess 
everything. Yury, darling, you a~e my 
strength and my refuge, God forgive me 
the blasphemy. Oh, I am so happy. Let's 
go, my darling, let's go. ' 

Later in the chapter in Section 17 Pasha 
and Yury talk of Lara, whom neither of 
them will see again. This is one of the sad
dest moments in the whole novel and I 
deeply regret that it did not ~pp7ar in 
David Lean's excellent but mev1tably 
over-simplified film version. Pasha 
begins: 

'You can't think how lovely she was as 
a child, a schoolgirl .... She was still a 
child, but already then, the alertness, the 
watchfulness the disquiet of those days 
- it was all there, you could read it all in 
her face, in her eyes. Everything that 
made that time what it was - the tears and 

the insults and the hopes, the whole ac
cumulation of revenge and pride, all of 
it was already in her expression and her 
carriage, in that mixture in her of girlish 
shyness and grace and daring. You could 
indict the century in her name, out of her 
mouth. It was no trifling matter, you 
must agree. It was a sign, a destiny. 
Something nature had endowed her with, 
something to which she had a birthright. • 

Yury enthusiastically agrees: 
'How well you speak of her. I too saw 

her in those days, just as you have 
described her. A schoolgirl and at the 
same time the heroine of a secret drama. 
Her shadow on the wall was the shadow 
of helpless, watchful self-defence. That 
was how I saw her, and so I still remem
ber her. You put it perfectly.• 

And then Pasha says: 
'For her sake I devoured books and ab

sorbed a great mass of knowledge, to be 
at hand and useful if she should need my 
help. To win her back after three years 
of marriage, I went to the war, and when 
the war was over and I returned from cap
tivity, I took advantage of the fact that 
I was thought to be dead, and under an 
assumed name plunged headlong into the 
revolution, to pay back in full all her 
wrongs, all that she had suffered, to wash 
her mind clean of these memories, so that 
it should not be possible to return to the 
past, so there should be no more 
Tverskaya- Yamskayas. And all the time 
they, she and my daughter, were close by, 
they were here! What an effort it cost me 
to resist the longing to rush to them, to 
see them! But I wanted to finish my life's 
work first. And what wouldn't I give now 
for one look at them. When she came in, 
it was as if the window flew open and the 
room filled with air and light. ' 

There is the whole tragedy of that un
happy man's life. He really did adore 
Lara - but he made the error of sacrific
ing that love to the communist ideology 
- and so he lost her. Nevertheless, he and 
Yury are extremely close at this most 
poignant and intimate moment in their 
conversation - for both have truly loved 
a truly beautiful woman. I cannot believe 
that Yury' s next words are true, however, 
when he states that Lara loved Pasha 
most of all. 

Then in Chapter XV there are Lara's 
thoughts in the presence of Yury's dead 
body - given in Section 15: 

This it was that had brought them hap
piness and liberation in those days. 
Know/edge, not from the head, but warm 
knowledge imparted to each other, in
stinctive, immediate. 
• Such knowledge filled her now, a dark, 
indistinct knowledge of death, a pre
paredness for death which removed all 
helplessness in its presence. It was as if 
she had lived twenty lives, and had lost 

Yury countless times, and had accumu
lated such experience of the heart in this 
domain, that everything she felt and did 
beside this coffin was exactly right and 
to the point. 

'Oh~ wh~t a love it was, how free, how 
new, like nothing else on earthr They 
really thought what other people sing in 
songs. 

It was not out of necessity that they 
loved each other, 'enslaved by passion', 
as lovers are described. They loved each 
other because everything around them 
willed it, the trees and the clouds and the 
sky over their heads and the earth under 
their feet ... 

Never, never, not even in their mo
ments of richest and wildest happiness, 
had they lost the sense of what is highest 
and most ravishing - joy in the whole 
universe, its form, its beauty, the feeling 
of their own belonging to it, being part 
of it. 

This compatibility of the whole was the 
breath of life to them. 

There is no doubt that the intensity and 
beauty of their relationship has been con
vincingly created in these passages, as well 
as elsewhere in the novel; and it is plain 
that there is no other relationship of any
thing like comparable stature in the whole 
work. Clearly this is a special relationship 
of very high quality, such as can only ex
ist between two very high quality people 
- and the high quality of both Lara and 
Yury is almost convincingly established 
in many other passages in the novel. 

But - and this is an immense but which 
is woven into the very foundation of the 
novel and which I have been pondering 
for about twenty years - the love affair 
of Lara and Yury is illicit, forbidden, 
sacrilegious: it involves a double adultery. 
Pasternak does not flinch from indicat
ing this. Yury is made to commence his 
infidelity when his devoted wife Tonya is 
pregnant while living in difficult and un
customary conditions in what is little 
more than a cottage near the forest. Both 
the spouses of the adulterers suffer, 
Tonya much more than Pasha. And the 
children suffer, Katya as well as Sasha 
and Masha. I will admit that there are 
signs of reconciliation in the last letters 
Tonya and her children sent to Yury and 
in Pasha's heart-to-heart talk with Yury; 
but these hardly amount to atonement 
and. redemption. 

It can also be conceded that both the 
marriages were flawed in origin. Yury 
turned his attention erotically to Tonya 
not spontaneously but as the result of a 
wilfil suggestion by Tonya's mother. 
Pasha was too immature to marry Lara 
and she was using him as a refuge to flee 
to not merely from Komarovsky but from 
possession by her own burgeoning and 
greedy sensuality. What are we to make, 
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ultimately, of this love affair? Do we ac
cept it or do we reject it? Do we assert 
that love of such magnificence must take 
precedence over the sacrament of marri
age and over the welfare of the aban
doned spouse and children? Or do we 
assert that no erotic love, however glori
ous, has the right to break the sacred 
vows? And what conclusion does Paster
nak come to? 

So far as I can see, he comes to no con
clusion. He seems to me to have left this 
as a Great Discord in the novel. It was 
too big a mystery for him to resolve. It 
should not be forgotten that he himself 
committed adultery in his own life and 
more than once. 

Certainly I can refer to a number of 
eminent and brilliant writers on love and 
consider what their judgement was or 
would be. Denis de Rougemont, in 'Pas
sion and Society' and also in 'The Myths 
of Love' [Faber, 1964] in which he writes 
at length about Doctor Zhivago, would 
come down squarely on the side of the 
marriage bond. However, in my view, he 
errs in associating psychological morbidi
ty with all great love affairs. The intense 
and ecstatic love of Yury and Lara does 
not seem to me to have an atom of mor
bidity in it; and de Rougemont does not 
treat the relationship justly. Suzanne Li
lar wrote a splendid response to de Rou
gemont' s basic thesis, 'Aspects of Love 
in Western Society' [Thames and Hud
son, 1965), in which she sought to defend 
'eros' or 'unreasonable love' [she meant 
love that is superior to, or beyond, ordi
nary logical reason] as the basis of the lov
ing couple and as therefore compatible 
with, or even essential to, marriage. She 
wrote as an intelligent feminist and saw 
herself as defending the woman's right to 
love which has been suppressed often in 
patriarchal societies. So far as I know, 
however, Suz.anne Lilar never tackled the 
enigma of 'Doctor Zhivago'. 

Writers such as Ortega y Gasset [his 
book "On Love", published by Allen and 
Un win in l 95 l. is a masterpiece J. Robert 
Graves and Norman Lindsay would have 
had no difficulty in honouring the intense 
love between Yury and Lara. y Gasset 
defined love - the true and genuine roman
tic love which he insisted is only experi
enced by a small number of persons and 
which is a special gift from Providence - as 
an enchantment leading to surrender and 
which involves the steady and joyful affir
mation of the beloved. Graves felt that a 
poet's love of the Goddess almost always 
had to be in the form of forbidden fruit. 
love of 'the Other Woman'. Lindsay had 
no compunction in painting and advocat
ing the pursuit of the best possible erotic 
unions - something remote, by the way. 
from harlotry and pornography and pro
miscuity. But all three of these writers had 
insufficient regard for the sacred vows of 
Christian - or traditional and holy - matri
mony. 

A trace of an answer may be able to 
be found in esoteric tradition, as evi
denced, for example, in John G. Ben
nett's essay on 'Sex' [Coombe Springs 
Press, UK, 1975). Bennett, deeply in
fluenced by the teachings of G.I. Gurd
jieff and various Middle Eastern Sufi 
schools, argued that sex [which he distin
guished emphatically from sentimental 
love and from high love, despising the 
former and cherishing the latter], quite 
apart from its well-known roles as the ba
sis of procreation, a means of the elimi
nation of psychic or psychological 
poisons, and the basis of family life, has 
other not so well-known roles. He 
claimed that sex, properly experienced be
t ween truly suited partners, could regu
late our psychic energies to the point 
where enormous creative energies are 
released into the two souls, and some
times even higher energies, which he 
called conscious energies, which he saw 
as involving an awareness of the unity of 
all life. We touch here on the sacred uses 
of sex, not well grasped in much Christi
an or Buddhist tradition, but well under
stood in Hinduism, Tantrisni, the Old 
Religion, Sufism and Taoism. It may be, 
as Bennett argued, that our society's 
whole view of the nature of marriage is 
badly distorted - very much as the result 
of religious fanaticism that has misunder
stood the teachings of Jesus - and that the 
marriage vows should only be enforced 
between those who are truly married -
united in their very essences. But I can
not claim to know. Like Pasternak, I can
not resolve the Great Discord; and I 
suspect that the superhuman knowledge 
of the sage, the guru or pir is needed to 
resolve the enigma. 

In 'Doctor Zhivago' the mystery is 
given another dimension by Pasternak's 
invocation of the legend that Jesus and 
Mary Magdalene were lovers. Not 'lovers' 
in the cheap modern sense of the X-rated 
movie, but in the sense in which Yury and 
Lara are lovers. The legend has some
times been extended [if my memory serves 
me reliably] to include the view that Mary 
was actually one of the Twelve Apostles 
at the Last Supper and even that she was 
the mysterious and un-named disciple 
whom 'Jesus loved most' [the masculine 
reference to the 'beloved disciple' being 
taken as later forgeries]. An important 
discussion of the role of Mary Magdalene 
is to be found in Chapter 12 of 'The Holy 
Blood and the Holy Grail' by Michael 
Baigent, Richard Leigh and Henry Lin
coln [Jonathan Cape, 1982), in the sec
tion 'The Wife of Jesus'. 

The Magdalene theme is present when 
Yury lies sick with typhus in Moscow in 
the terrible winter of 1917-1918. In Chap
t~r VI Se~tion 15 Yury is _quite explicitly 
hoked with Jesus. True, 1t occurs in the 
dreaming of his delirium; but its truth
fulness is implicit in Pasternak's superb 
description: 
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Near him, touching him, were hell, cor
ruption, dissolution, death,· yet equally 
near him were the spring and Mary Mag
dalene and life - and it was time to awake 
and to get up. Time to arise, time/or the 
resurrection. 

Notice the depth of poignant emotion 
herein. Then in Chapter XIII Section 17 
Yury listens to the deeply religious Sima 
speaking about Mary Magdalene: 

'It has always interested me that Mary 
Magdalene is mentioned on the very eve 
of Easter, on the threshold of the death 
and resurrection of Christ. I don't know 
the reason for it, but this reminder seems 
to me so timely at the moment of his tak
ing leave of life and before he takes it up 
again. Now look at the way the reminder 
is made - what genuine passion there is 
in it and what a ruthless directness. 

'There is some doubt as to whether this 
does refer to the Magdalene or to one of 
the other Marys, but anyway, she begs 
Our Lord: 

'Unbind my debt, as I unbind my hair. • 
It means: 'As I loosen my hair, do Thou 
release me from my guilt.• Could any ex
pression of repentance. of the thirst to be 
forgiven, be more concrete more 
tangible? • 

And later on in the liturgy of the same 
day there is another, more detailed pas
sage, and this time it almost certainly 
refers to Mary Magdalene. 

'Again she grieves in a terribly tangi
ble way over her past and over the cor
ruption which it rooted in her so that 
every night it comes to life in her once 
m_ore. 'The flaring up of lust is to me like 
night, the dark, moonless zeal of sin. • She 
begs Christ to accept her tears of repen-

. t~nce and be moved by the sincerity of her 
sighs, ~o that she may dry His most pure 
feet With h!!r hair - reminding Him that 
1 n the rushmg waves of her hair Eve took 
refuge whe~ she was overcome with fear 
and shame m paradise. 'Let me kiss Thy 
most pure feet and water them in my tears 
an~ dry them with the hair of my head. 
which covered Eve and sheltered her 
whe?, ?erearsfilled with sound, she was 
afra,~ m the cool of the day in paradise. • 
A~d immediately after all this about her 
ha,r, ~he exclaims: 1 Who can fathom the 
mu/t~tude of my sins and the depths of 
Thy Judgement?' What familiarity, what 
equal terms between God and life God 
and the individual, God and a wo~an! • 

Thomas Merton is well aware that 
Mary Magdalene is to be identified with 
Lara: 

. Lara,. though seduced by Komarovsky 
m her g,r/hood, remains the embodiment 
of a love that is simple unadulterated 
spontaneity, a love that• does not know 
how to be untrue to itself or to life. Her 



love is perfectly aware of the difference 
between sin and goodness, but her repen
tance {the Magdalene theme] has a crea
tive power to transcend limitations and 
to emerge into a new world. Lara is thus 
the embodiment of the goodness and love 
of God immanent in His creation, imma
nent in man and in Russia, and there left 
at the mercy of every evil [page 49). 

However, the connection between the 
two women has a much more profound 
basis than the willingly accepted seduc
tion by Komarovsky and the putative 
harlotry of Mary Magdalene. This basis 
can be glimpsed in the rebuke given by 
Jesus when someone criticised him for let
ting a harlot perform such an intimate 
service for him - and with such an expen
sive ointment: 'Though she sinned much, 
yet she has loved much.' Thus, her sins 
were forgiven, yes; but thus also, accord
ing to the legend, she came especially 
close to Jesus. And her gift of love, her 
capacity for loving, was exceptional and 
correspondingly meritorious. 

Yury wrote two poems, each entitled 
'Mary Magdalene'. In the first of these, 
her extraordinary power to love is clear
ly shown, as is her extraordinary degree 
of union with Jesus: 

Having reached the end of the world 
I break my life before you 
Like an alabaster box. 

0 where would I be now, 
My teacher and my Saviour, 
If eternity did not await me 
At the table, at night, 
Like a new client 
Caught in the net of my craft? 

But tell me, what is the meaning of sin, 
Of death, hell, fire and brimstone, 
When before the eyes of all 
I have grown one with you in my b,ound
less sorrow 
As the graft grows one with the tree, 

And perhaps, Jesus, holding your feet on 
my knees 
I am learning to embrace 
The square shaft of the cross, . 
losing consciousness as I stram your 
body to me 
Preparing you for burial. 

And the second poem ends with this tri
umphant assertion: 

Those three days will pass 
But they will push me down into such 
emptiness 
That in the frightened interval 
I shall grow up to the Resurrection. 

There is another poem, however, which 
perhaps more than any other, goes to the 
mysterious heart of the relationship be
tween Yury and Lara. Here it is, 'Winter 
Night.': 

Snow swept over the earth, 
Swept it from end to end. 
The candle on the table burned, 
The candle burned. 

Like swarms of summer midges 
Drawn to the flame 
The snowflakes 
Flocked to the window. 

The driven snow drew circles and arrows 
On the window pane. 
The candle on the table burned, 
The candle burned. 

On the bright ceiling 
Fell the shadows 
Of crossed hands, crossed feet, 
Crossed fate. 

Two shoes fell to the floor 
With a thud. 
From the night-light 
Wax tears dropped on a frock. 

And everything was lost 
In the white-haired, white, snowy 
darkness. 
The candle on the table burned, 
The candle burned. 

A draught from the corner 
Puffed at the candle's flame, 
And like an angel, the heat of temptation 
Raised two wings in the form of a cross. 

The snow swept all (hrough February, 
And now and again 
The candle on the table burned, 
The candle burned. 

On the most literal level, this poem 
refers to that moment in space-time when 
Lara was preparing to tell Pasha the truth 
about her affair with Komarovsky, with 
a candle lit by Pasha on the window sill. 
Alas, she lacked the courage to confess. 
Had she done so, would Pasha have been 
spared from possession by ideology? At 
the same time Yury was travelling past in 
a sleigh with Tonya and noticed the can
dle 'which had melted a patch in the icy 
crust in one of the windows.' A poem be
gins to form in his mind: it is the third 
and fourth line of the poem he will com
plete so many years later - to the woman 
behind that window whom he has seen 
but not yet met. These events are present
ed in Chapter III Sections 9 and 10. 

Then in Chapter XIV Section 8 during 
his last lovedays with Lara, he is writing 
when she wakes up and describes him as 
he appears to her: 'Burning and shining 
I ike a candle in the night.' 

In Chapter XV we find that by an 
amazing dual coincidence Lara is in 
Pasha's old room, none other now than 
the last room that Yury lived in - in 1930 
- and which his body is now laid out in. 
In Section 14 Lara cannot recall her talk 
with Pasha: 

... . she could remember nothing except 
the candle burning on the window-sill and 
melting a round patch in the icy crust on 
the glass. 

How could she know that Yury, whose 
dead body was lying on the table, had 
seen the candle as he was driving past, 
and noticed it, and thatfrom the moment 
of his seeing its light {'The candle burned 
on the table, the candle burned'], all that 
was pre-ordained for him had seized con
trol of his life? 

Clearly the image of the burning can
dle in the window is used by Pasternak 
here to convey a sense of destiny - not of 
blind and mechanical fate, but of a 
meaningful pattern that involves inter
linked human lives in a drama created by 
a higher being. 

Merton has an important comment to 
make about the symbol of the burning 
candle in connection with Pasternak's 
study of a fell ow Russian poet: 

He had already long since been under 
the spell of the symbolist, Alexander 
Blok, and Blok plays an important, 
though hardly noticeable part, in the sym
bolic structure of 'Doctor Zhivago'. The 
crucial symbol of the candle in the win
dow, which flashes out to illuminate a 
kind of knot in the crossing paths of the 
book's main characters, sets Zhivago to 
thinking about Blok. The connection of 
ideas is important, because the candle in 
the window is a kind of eye of God, or 
of the Logos {call it, if you like, Tao], but 
since it is the light in the window of the 
sophianicfigure, Lara, and since Blok in 
those days {1905] was absorbed in the cult 
of Sophia he had inherited from Soloviev, 
the candle in the window suggests, among 
other things, the Personal and Feminine 
Wisdom Principle whose vision has in
spired the most original Oriental Christi-
an theologians of our day. {page 34]. 

Returning to the poem, we see that 
Pasternak has pointed to the Great Dis
cord in the complex of imagery conveyed 
in this couplet: 

Of crossed hands, crossed feet, 
Crossed fate. 

There is the cross as symbol of error 
[the opposite of a tick], the cross as a 
symbol of paths crossing and of coinci
dences, and the cross as a symbol of 
Christ's crucifixion and all that that in
volves. The overall tone of the poem is 
the fineµ key. It is filled with peace and 
reconciliation. Pasternak may not have 
found an intellectual resolution of the 
Great Discord, but, in his poetry, he has 
shown complete faith that it can be 
resolved. 
[ Quotations from the third edition of 
1966, Collins and Harwill Press, translat
ed by Max Hayward and Manya Harari.] 
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They came of bold and roving stock that would not fixed 
abide; 
They were the sons of field and flock since e'er they learned to 
ride; 
We may not hope to see such men in these degenerate years 
As those explorers of the bush - the brave old pioneers. 

'Twas they who rode the trackless bush in heat and storm and 
drought; 
'Twas they that heard the master-word that called them further 
out; 
'Twas they that followed up the trail the mountain cattle made 
And pressed across the mighty range where now their bones are 
laid. 

But now the times are dull and slow, the brave old days are 
dead 
When hardy bushmen started out, and forced their way ahead 
By tangled scrub and forests grim towards the unkown west 
And spied the far-off promised land from off the ranges' c;est. 

Oh! ye, that sleep in lonely graves by far-off ridge and plain, 
We drink to you in silence now as Christmas comes again, 
The men who fought the wilderness through rough, unsettled 
years -
The founders of our nation's life, the brave old pioneers. 

BY: BANJO PATERSON. 
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CHRISTMAS at the SOUTH POLE: 1912 

were in plenty, the sledge was light and our 
hearts lighter. 

For three days, December 22, 23, and 24, the wind soughed at 30 miles per hour 
and the sky was a compact nimbus, unveiling the sun at rare moments. 

The eastern edge of Ninnis Glacier was 
near, and, leaving the sea-ice, we were 
soon straining up the first slope, backed 
by the line of ridges .trending north-east 
and south-west, with shallow valleys in
tervening. On the wind-swept crests 
there were a few crevasses well packed with 
snow. 

Through a mist of snow we steered on 
a north-west course towards the one-
h undred-and-fifty-two mile depot. The . 
wind was from the south-east true, and 
this information, with hints from the sun
compass, gave us the direction. With the 
sail set, on a flat surface, among ghostly 
bergs and over narrow leads we ran for 
forty-seven miles with scarce a clear view 
of what lay around. The bergs had long 
ramps of snow leading close up to their 
summits on the windward side and in 
many cases the intervals between these 
ramps and the bergs were occupied by 
deep moats. 

One day we were making four knots an 
hour under all canvas through thick drift. 

Xmas /9/2. 

·suddenly, after a gradual ascent, I was on 
the edge of a moat, thirty feet deep. I 
shouted to the others and, just in time, the 
sledge was slewed round on the very brink. 
We pushed on blindly: 
The toil of it none may share,· 

By yourself must the way be won 
Through fervid or frozen air 
Till the overland journey's done. 

Christmas Day! The day that ever re
minds one of the sweet story of old, the 
lessons of childhood, the joys of Santa 
Claus--the day on which the thoughts of 
the wildest wanderer turn to home and 

• peace and love. All the world was cheer
ful; the sun was bright, the air was 
calm. It_ was the home-trail, provisions 

'Peace 011 earth, good will to men' 

It was a day's work of twelve miles and 
we felt ready for Christmas dinner. 
McLean was cook and had put some 
apple-rings to soak in the cooker after the 
boil-up at lunch. Beyond this and the 
fact that he took some penguin-meat into 
the tent, he kept his plans in the deepest 
mystery. Correll and I were kept outside 
making things snug and taking the 
meteorological observations, until the 
word came to enter. When at last we 
scrambled in, a delicious smell diffused 
through the tent, and there was a sound 
of frying inside the cooker-pot. We were 
presented with a menu which read: 

Ki11g George V. Land 
(200 miles East of Winter Quarters) 

MENU DU DINER 

Hors d'oeuvre 

Biscuit de plasmon Ration du lard glace 

Cigarettes 

Entree 
Monsieur l'Empereur Pingouin fricasse 

Piece de Resistance 
Pemmican naturel a l':\ntarctique 

Dessert 
Hotch-potch de pommes et de raisins 

Choclate de sucre glaxone 
Liqueur bien accienne de l'Ecosse 

Tabac 

HERITAGE DECEMBER 1990-FEBRUARY 1991-PAOE 13 



The hors d'oeuvre of bacon ration was 
a welcome surprise. McLean had car
ried the tin unknown to us up till this mo
ment. The penguin, fried in lumps of fat 
taken from the pemmican, and a little but
ter, was delicious. In the same pot the 
hoosh was boiled and for once we noted 
an added piquancy. Next followed the 
plum-pudding--a dense mixture of pow
dered biscuit, glaxo, sugar, raisins and 
apple-rings, surpassing the finest, flam
ing, holly-decked, Christmas creation. 

Then came the toasts. McLean 
produced the whisky from the medical kit 
and served it out, much diluted, in three 
mugs. There was not three ounces in all, 
but it flavoured the water. 

I was asked to call 'The 
King'. McLean proposed 'The Other 
Sledgers' in a noble speech, wishing them 

= 
I ::s:::fl 

every success; and then there were a few 
drops left to drink to 'Ourselves', whom 
Correll eulogized to our complete satis
faction. We then drew on the meagre 
supply of cigarettes and lay on our bags, 
feeling as comfortable as the daintiest epi
cure after a twelve-course clinner, drink
ing his coffee and smoking his cigar. 

We talked till twelve o'clock, then went 
outside to look at the midnight sun, shin
ing brightly just above the southern 
horizon. Turning in, we were once more 
at home in our dreams. 

Taken from: 
'The Home of the Blizzard' being the 

story of the Australasian Antarctic Expe
dition, 1911-1914 by Sir Douglas Mawson, 
D.Sc., B.E. 

Section 

Deck Plan 

Plan and section of the S.Y.AURORA. 
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LET'S KEEP 
THEM.' 

OUR FLAG 

OUR HERITAGE 

OUR FREEDOM 



SUNRISE on the COAST 

BY: BANJO PATERSON 

Grey dawn on the sandhills - the night wind has drifted 
All night from the rollers a scent of the sea; 

With the dawn the grey fog his battalions has lifted, 
At the scent of the morning they scatter and flee. 

Like mariners calling the roll of their number 
The sea fowl put out to the infinite deep. 

And far overhead - sinking softly to slumber -
Worn out by their watching, the stars fall asleep. 

To eastward where resteth the dome of the skies on 
The sea line stirs softly the curtain of night; 

And far from behind the enshrouded horizon 
Comes the voice of a God saying, 'Let there be light! 

And lo, there is light! Evanescent and tender, 
It glows ruby-red where 'twas now ashen grey; 

And purple and scarlet and gold in it splendour -
Behold, 'tis that marvel, the birth of a day! 
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EDUCATION and LEADERSHIP. 
by Otto Scott. 

i 
' 

't l , 
i 'i'H/ 

Conformity stifles thought. That may seem obvious in the abstract, but it is not 
so obvious in the particular. This is especially true when regarding social patterns 
which arc - as we all know - more lhan social, as lhey influence every area of life. 

Nowhere is this I,1ore evident than in 
education. which is not realizing its 
expectations in our land. and has been the 
subject of devastating reports. surveys. 
test results and disappointments. 

Education is. obviously. essential to 
civilization. Teachers cannot be replaced 
and must be supported in any society. The 
American nation has been dedicated 10 
education beyond the limits of any of its 
predecessors at any time in hisIOry. The 
,urns spent on schoob. administrators. 
teachers and pupils. their buildings and 
equipment. their grounds and comforts. 
their needs and systems. have been ~o 
immense that nobody (and no group) ha, 
dared 10 add them up. 

If they did. they would discover that 
education in thi, nation i, one nf our 

greatest and most influential industries. 
fl has interconnections with architecture: 
art: utilities: the paper. ink and publishing 
industries: electronics and vehicles: the 
slate. petroleum and coal industries: with 
rugs and metal and/or wooden desks and 
lo;kers: with sporting equipment: with 
manufacturers of musical instruments and 
stationery: with pension funds and stock 
exchanges and bond issues: with 
politicians and colleges: with sports and 
stadiums: with uniform makers and 
jewellers: with fashion in clothes and with 
films. tapes and casselles: with the dance 
and the theater: with medicine and 
pharmaceuticals: with pens. pencils and 
copy machine,: with fast food caterers: 
with computers and virtually every aspect 
and ~ector of Alllerican commercial life. 
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The material and colllmercial connec
tions of this vast industry. however. far 
overshadow its attention 10 its fundamen
tal purpose. which is. at root. to train the 
future leaders of the nation. Education has 
always been considered essential in the 
creation of an elite: a governing class. 

Ever since the War of Independence. 
however, Americans have been encour
aged to believe that lhis nation can func
tion withoul a governing class. Eventually 
it was argued lhat schools would provide 
our leaders for each generation. That led to 
the idea lhat everyone had a right to get into 
schoo_l and. in fact. to achieve everything. 
A nation of all leaders. 

This Utopian ideal. suitable only to phi
losophy and the library. is unsui1able in 
this uneven world. God does not distribute 
His gifts equally. 

The task of education is 1101 simply to 
inculcate. but also to cull. This was once 
well understood. bul grades are now widely 
suspec1. Some profe~sors grade according 
to race. subservience and ethnic descenl. 
(I hope. as a member of Universi1y Profes
sors for Academic Order. !though I am not 
a university professor\. that these state
ments will not lead to charges that I am 
anti-professors.) 

The high purpose of education has been 
distorted. This is a serious mailer. No 
society can exist without leaders. and if 
leaders are chosen by corrupt methods. ii 

means that unqualified men rise to posi
t,orb of authonty. Once that occurs. dread 
consequence~ ensue. 



Schools have expanded by lowering 
standards of admission. Berkely and other 
famed institutions now openly admit 
unqualified students for political/social 
reasons. Inflation is at work in the 
education industry; diplomas have been 
cheapened and increased. 

That means that we now have a new 
problem: officially qualified incompetents 
in the professions. That is bad, but that 
is not all. It also means that a person such 
as Senator Biden, a public liar and a 
plagiarist, can rise to a position of 
national leadership. . 

It means that a man like Michael Dukakis, 
who remained a buck private in the U.S. 
Army and later claimed combat experi
ence he did not possess, could attend post
graduate studies at the San Marcos Uni
versity in Lima, Peru (a school on a par 
with the Patrice Lumumba University in 
Moscow), a school only open to dedicated 
Marxists. without being exposed by a na
tional 'investigative' press. (The Kansas 
/111el/ige11cer. Vol. 2, No. 10, Oct. 88). 

It is obvious, of course, that the 
education industry cannot be blamed for 
all the ills of the land. But when schools 
control virtually all upward mobility, they 
hold too much power. Young people 
today can seldom hope to advance 
without completing college. That 
situation never before existed in this 
nation; it has given the educational 
industry the awesome power to screen our 
leaders. 

That such power was achieved at a ti~e 
when educational standards have steadily 
declined is nearly irrational. There has 
been a blurring of the ideals and even the 
idea of leadership. No society can 
consist of nobody but chiefs, not long 
endure the dilution of real chiefs by the 
introduction of false chiefs. 

Recently an elder in the Internati?nal 
Presbyterian Church, London, descnb_ed 
the results of such a situation to me with 
admirable succinctness. 

'I was a missionary in Nigeria for 
thirteen years', he said, 'and my 
observations there convinced me that 
much of history is unrecorded. F~r 
instance, the Mohammedan leaders m 
Nigeria did not send their sons to t~e 
schools that we provided, because they did 
not believe that true education can be 
obtained from books. 

'The top men, therefore, told t~e men 
under them to send their sons -- if they 
chose. They did not, because they 
agreed with their leaders, and the word 
passed down the line until, in the end, 
only the sons of slaves went to our 
schools. 

'These sons of slaves', he continued, 
'graduated from our schools. And 
when the time came for England to leave 
Nigeria these were the men at the top, 
because they spoke in our terms and we 
had supported their demands for 
independence. 

'But! he concluded, 'all they had was 
book learning. They did not come from 
families accustomed to the obligations of 
leadership'. 

He did not need to add the rest. 
Nigeria - one of the richest and most 

advanced of all the black countries of 
Africa under the English - fell into 
corruption and tribal strife almost 
immediately. Its difficulties expanded 
into a huge civil war, in which a million 
people were killed, and many more 
injured. Even the discovery of oil did 
not help the unhappy nation. Lagos, its 
capital, is a city of walking nightmares. 

Its leaders are eloquent, learned, stately 
in appearance - and inept. Schooling, 
in other words, did not achieve what the 
-English had hoped in Nigeria. 

They had hoped, through schools 
alone, to educate future leaders. They 
produced, instead, talkers and 
demagogues. 

They had confused leadership with 
certain English schools and thought that 
schools produce leaders. But the great 
schools of England (when they were great) 
were not great because of what they 
taught, somuch as great because of whom 
they taught. They taught boys from 
families already connected to authority. 

And alongside these aristocratic sprigs, 
they taught boys who had excelled in stern 
competition in towns and villages. That 
mixture, impure as people are always, 
produced many leaders. 

But not all the leaders. The Scots, 
Welsh and. Irish contributed a very high 
percentage - ranging from Adam Smith 
and Lloyd George to Wellington and 
others. Some leaders came from 
obscure schools and, in some instances, 
from virtually no schools. 

Then English education changed. 
The public schools stopped allowing the 

boys to manage their own associations 
outside the classrooms and set up the 
controls of Dr. Thomas Arnold and other 
Victorian worthies. 

• This ceiling of super-control in a period. 
of declining faith altered the nature of 
English leadership and, some say, led to 
the end of the Empire. 

On a lesser but equally interesting scale, 
one might compare that changed 
treatment of English boys with the 
introduction of the Little League, which· 
ended the freedom of American boys tol 
choose and manage their own baseball 
games, free of adult supervision. 

More examples could be cited, but the 
main point is that schooling has moved 
progressively farther and deeper into the 
lives of students, while the authority and 
influence of families has progressively 
receded. 

One result is that our leadership cadres 
have been infiltrated by counterfeits. We 
have created a vast and highly 
commercialized educational industry that 
validates all professionals in all areas. 

This has led to an expanded mediocrity 
in the professions with a visible 
concomitant decline in professional ethics. 

This decline is now visible in the quality 
of national leadership in Congress, the 
courts and the White House. We are, as 
a nation, in decline. 

These are some of the reasons that 
Christian families are opting out of the 
education industry, setting up small 
Christian schools and tutoring their chil
dren themselves. Because government 
statistics are dishonest, we have no means 
of knowing the actual number of Christian 
children being so educated. Estimates vary 
from high to the modest, but when it comes • 
to people. numbers are outranked by 
quality. 

These Christian families are educating 
future leaders. They are, as yet, modest 
in numbers. But each child is emerging 
with a true, instead of false, 
education. The Christian community is 
on the verge of creating new schools of 
higher education and, for that matter, 
post-graduate institutions for Christian 
adults confronted with the myriad 
challenges of modern society. 

These are schools of leadership, though 
dedicated families would not claim such a 
title. But it is inescapable that those 
knowledgeable of the World of God from 
childhood onwards will be able to use 
Biblical standards as a lens through which 
to review and assess behaviour on all lev
els, and to set goals and to devise methods, 
to endure and to advance. 

There is, therefore, a quiet, nationwide, 
invisible race underway between the false 
and the true; the unprincipled and the 
dedicated. God will decide whether the 
Christians will develop enough new 
leaders in time to save the nation from the 
abyss, or whether these new leaders will 
emerge only after the debacle that 
(everyone agrees) lies ahead. 

In either event, Christianity will not 
only endure, but will inherit the future. 
and real leaders with a true education will 
replace the credentiated frauds of today ... 

Taken from 
CHALCEDON REPORT 
P.O.Box 158, 
Vallecito, 
California, 95251. USA .... 
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OTTO STRASSER A POSTCRIPT 
by Nigel Jackson. 

!MAN IMitit:MIINiWStl-AWit M 

Otto Strasser as a volunteer in a Light Cavalry Regiment 1914. 

PAGE IS-HERITAGE DECEMBER 1990-FEBRUARY 1991 

After the publication of Heritage No. 
57, (June-August) of my study on Otto 
Strasser, as presented by Douglas Recd in 
Nemesis (Johanatham Cape, U.K. 1940), 
my attention was drawn to an attempt to 
debunk Strasser by James Thurgood in 
the 1985 edition of the British nationalist 
monthly, Spearhead. 

Thurgood's article, 'The Chaotic Mind 
of Otto Strasser', also relied on Nemesis, 
but tended to quote rather selectively and 
thus misleadingly. It was certainly a bad 
error to claim that Strasser 'fled Germany 
and founded the Black Front'; for the 
truth is, as Reed made clear, that Strasser 
founded the Black Front in 1930 and only 
fled Germany after Hitler came to power 
and set out to arrest him. 

Thurgood, who evidently had excessive 
faith in Hitler's calibre as a man and 
leader, declined to accept Strasser's report 
of Hitler's ranting during the 
confrontation between the two men in 
May 1930; but his article produced 
nothing to effectively discredit the 
integrity ?f either Strasser or Reed. In 
commenting on the disagreement over the 
nature of art, Thurgood omitted the 
foll~wing words of Hitler (page 98): ' ... and 
particularly Greek-Nordic art .... There is 
no such thi_ng as Chinese or Egyption art, 
only No_rdic-Greek art: Thurgood thus 
sav~d Hi~ler from self-presentation as a 
racially bigoted ignoramus of the arts of 
other great civilizations. 



Thurgood then defended Hitler's idea 
of what kind of people should rule 
Germany: a new ruling class, hand-picked 
and clearly realising that 'its superior race 
gives it the right to rule'. Thurgood, 
however, omitted the following words: 
' ... one not moved, as you are moved, by 
love-my-fellow-man feelings ... and one 
that will ruthlessly maintain and ensure 
this rule over the masses! 

Reed quoted Strasser as saying that the 
German nation was 'born in August 1914' 
- clearly a metaphorical comment like 
those which say that Australia was born 
at Gallipoli - and treated it as literal, 
proceeding to accuse Strasser, a brilliant 
and deeply read student of German 
history, of making a 'ridiculous assertion'. 

Thurgood's replies to Strasser's 
proposals for reform of heavy industry 
and agriculture, like his reply to Reed's 
claim that Hitler 'sold out' to the Prussian 
junkers, may be arguable; but some of his 
other assessments of Strasser are. 
1 udicrous: ' ... his abysmal ignorance of 
economic realitities .... But of course power 
was one factor in politics of which Otto 
Strasser did not have the faintest 
glimmering of an understanding. In his 
fairytale world everyone was so pure in 
heart and noble in intention that power 
would no longer be needed for anything! 

Thurgood also castigated Strasser 
because he pre-empted 'the Common 
Marketeers by about three decades in 
favouring an eventual European 
Federation'· but he failed to make clear 
that Strasse; favoured a federation of still
sovereign European states, themselves free 
from excessive Jewish influence. Such a 
federation would be utterly different from 
the unified Europe based in Brussels and 
promoted by the internationalists. 

Worst of all, Thurgood tried to suggest 
that Strasser was a combination of naive 
liberal and crypto-bolshevik. He grossly 
misreported Reed's account on page 105 
of Strasser's discussion of the 
practicability of a German-Soviet alliance. 
Strasser had told Hitler that in foreign 
politics the 'only thing that would count 
with him was, whether this or that line in 
foreign policy would benefit. or ~ar~ 
Germany .... Germany's most vital aim m 
foreign policy was... to throw off the 
Versailles lreaty, and in the search for 
powers whose course might lie parallel 
with hers in that direction, for no matter 
how short a distance, he found only Italy 
and Russia.... and he even held 
collaboration with Russia to be 
theoretically possible, though Bolshevism 
was as antipathetic to him as Fascism: 
Thurgood transformed this as follows: 
'He actually thought a Soviet-German 
alliance was possible - not, it might be 
added, the purely tactical alliance that was 
made in 1939 and conceived in order to 

give Germany time, but a genuine and 
lasting alliance based on the supposition 
of long-term compatibility of interests 
between the two countries! 

The crowning injustice perpetrated by 
Thurgood was this: 'Strasser was so naive 
as to imagine that because the Nazis and 
the Soviets both used the language of 
'Socialism' they could be friends! The 
truth is that Strasser, a man of exceptional 
. insight and ability and integrity, was 
resolutely opposed to tyranny and 
totalitarianism (whether it called itself 
'Fascist' or 'Nazi' or 'Communist') all his 
life, and that he steadily made a clear 
distinction between a genuine and 
patriotic socialism (that is, just social 
order) and the ersatz internationalist 
'Socialism' promoted by the malign and 
the unbalanced. 

The proof that Reed had a better grasp 
of Strasser's quality and significance is 
twofold: Strasser's brilliant combat record 
in World War I and his experiences in 
Canada, whither he had fled after an epic 
escape odyssey through collapsing France, 
Spain, Portugal and Bermuda Thurgood 
showed no sign of having read about this 
later stage of Strasser's life, as recounted 
by Reed in The Prisoner of Ottawa 
(Jonathan Cape, UK, 1953). 
Strasser arrived in Canada in April, 1941 
and was at first welcomed by Canadian 
authorities. Even before his arrival, 
however, he had been told 'by an official 
American authority that telegrams of 
protest against his admission were being 
received from Jewish and leftist 
organizations! (page 206) 

A remarkable change of official 
Canadian attitude to Strasser occurred in 
1942. Reed recounted the critical 
conversation that led to this change: 

'At the turn of the year 1941-1942 
Strasser was unexpectedly invited to dine 
at the house of an important citizen of 
Montreal, whom he scarcely knew, for the 
purpose of meeting a distinguished 
American visitor .... This man was an 
American of Eastern European origins 
and was head of an Institute. ... He was a 
high Soviet agent and thus never appeared 
in Communist politics... He invited 
Strasser to take over the leadership of the 
entire German opposition, on condition 
that the Communists should be admitted 
to Strasser's Free Germany Movement. .. 
He would be supplied with funds and 
given full support in his campaign, but 
must agree to the formation in Moscow 
of a second headquarters of his 
Movement, and to this end should himself 
go there, all having been arranged for his 
journey .... Strasser replied politely that he 
would not consider any form of co
operation· with communism then or later 
and that his Movement would nver 
modify its fundamental principles, which 
were Christian and anti-totalitarian. 

Thereon the guest said coldly, 'You will 
bitterly regret it: and, without asking leave 
of the host ... , had Strasser shown the 
door, through which he passed without 
having seen his dinner.!'(pages 213-215) 

At much the same period of time 
Strasser received another warning, also 
'from a person of Eastern European 
origins', as Reed delicately put it, a man 
of German nationality and a refugee: 

'He was also a Communist, and 
apparently an important one, although he 
had taken little public part in Communist 
politics either in Germany or in Canada. 
He approached Strasser after a lecture and' 
said bluntly that if he, Strasser, refused to 
work with the Communists the Canadian 
Government would ban his political 
activity, possibly intern him, and in any 
event see that he never returned to 
Germany. (page 215) 

The Prisoner of Ottawa documents 
show in astounding detail just how true 
tho~e threats were. For over three years, 
until the end of the war, Strasser was 
silenced by the Canadian Government. 
Then, for eight more years, until the 
publication of the book, he was denied 
return to his native Germany by the 
collusion of the governments of Canada, 
America, Britain, France and the 
'Germany' they had set up after 1945. 
Leading newspapers around the world 
regularly defamed him as either a Nazi or 
a Communist (depending on context and 
audience), and Strasser found it almost 
impossible to get any denials of the 
slanders published. 

At the time The Prisoner of Ottawa was 
published, Strasser had not seen his wife 
and children since summer 1939. For eight 
years after World War II five 'Allied' 
governments had prevented him from 
returning. Large numbers of Nazis had 
been accepted into the Adenauer 
government; but the leading antagonist of 
Hitler among Germans between 1926 and 
1945 was treated with abominable cruelty 
and injustice. 

Reed's two books on Stmser leave no 
doubt that he suffered that extraordinary 
fate because of his Jewish policy. A Jewish 
power behind the scenes was strong 
enough to manipulate five Allied nations 
to do its will. A German who was 
determined to curb excessive Jewish 
influence in his homeland - but in a 
civilized and humane way, as opposed to 
the way of the Nazis - was under no 
circumstances to be allowed back to his 
people. 

Perhaps some readers of Heritage can 
supply detailed information of Strasser' s 
life from 1953 on. 
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THE BABY BROfHER 

A dear little baby brother 
Had come to live with Flo' 
And she wanted him brought to the ta
ble 
So he could eat, you know 

He must wait awhile, said Grandma 
In answer to Flo's plea 
The poor little thing has no teeth; 
He can't eat like you and me. 

Why hasn't he got teeth, Grandma? 
Asked Flo' in great surprise. 
Oh my! It's not funny! 
No teeth, but nose and eyes. 

I guess he must have been forgotten -
Mused Flo as she looked at the tot. 
Can't we buy him some like Grandpa's 
I'd like to know why not! 

That afternoon to a corner, 
With paper,· pen and ink 
Went little Flo saying, 
Don't speak to me, you will disturb my 
think 

I'm writing a letter and I want to get it 
right. 

And this is the letter, written to God by 
Flo 
Dear God, the baby you sent us is aw
fully nice and sweet 
But 'cause yoq forgot his toothies 
The poor little thing can't eat. 

That's why I'm writing this letter 
On purpose to let you know 
Please God, come and finish the baby, 
That's all, from little Flo 

A lighthearted verse from Mrs. Catherine Mcleod 
Adelaide, South Australia. ' 
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BOOK REVIEW 
by Dawn Thompson. 

Favourite Poems of 

C. J. Dennis 

FAVOURITE POEMS of C. J. DENNIS. 
C.J.Dennis' 'Sentimental Bloke' was 

first published in 1915, at the height of 
Australian nationalistic fervour at the 
beginning of the First World War. It 
really caught the imagination of the 
public, depicting as it did the little bloke, 
dragged up on the streets, of little 
education but with his heart in the right 
place, and full of latent good qualities -
the typical rough diamond. 

Dennis'women were proper and stood 
no nonsense, but had a definite twinkle 
in the eye when respectfully approached, 
and seemed to be able to project all sorts 
of exhilarating possibilities from behind 
a prim and conventional front. They 
possessed a wisdom and mystique 
incomprehensible at times to the 
'ordinary bloke' who nevertheless seemed 
to meet this with his own brand of 
h umerous understanding - 'Strike! I'm 
married to a woman; But she never seen 
me smile,' 

The Sentimental Bloke and his mates 
have endured in our Australian folklore 

because of the elusive truths about our 
national character as it was in those days, 
grasped and set down so economically in 
the vernacular of our times. It is full of 
humour, sentiment, toughness, despair 
~nd hope - the stuff of life in any age. 

The Kid's courtship and marriage of 
Doreen is a classic to read and enjoy. and 
come back to time and again. Who could 
go past 'Romeo and Juliet' as seen 
through a street lad's eyes? Or the 
Montague vs. Capulet battle: 

'When they deals it out wiv bricks 
and boots 

In little Lon., They' re low 
degraded coots. 

'Wot's just plain 'stouch' wiv us, 
right here today 

Is 'valler' if yer fur enough away.• 
Dennis writes about many aspects of 

life at that time - the War, Diggers on 
leave in London, the aftermath, with the 
wounded coming home again to settle 
down, bushfires, wheat production and 
the ups and downs of life on the land. 

, I supp~se most of us grew up enjoying' 
The_ Sentlme~tal Bloke' illustrated in pen 

and ink drawings of naked little 'kewpie 
doll' like people, rather after the manner 
of May Gibbs' Gumnut People 
differentiated as to male and female b; 
lthe odd cap, cigarette or hand bag. WhiJe 
,v a_stly appreciating the exploits of Ginger 
Mick, the charms of Doreen and Rose of 
Spadger's Lane, and the Kid's 
philoso~hies of life, I always felt the 
1 llustrat1ons gave it all a dreamlike 
quality, somewhat removed from reaJ life 
charming as they were, and individual: 

This edition of a selection of Dennis' 
poems gains immensely by Brendan 
Akhurst's extremely apt illustrations. 
Done almost in cartoon style and in 
colour, they pick up the nuances of 
.Dennis' meanings so truly. 

In 'A Digger's Tale', we see the mild 
and innocent lad spinning the most 
marvellous stories to a rapt and rivetted 
Duchess - Countess - Peeress - 'I ain't 
quite sure uv 'er rank'- as he sips a cup 
of tea, little finger extended. The next 
picture shows him quite undone as she 
pricks his balloon with a little tale of her 
o~n. The expressions are masterly. See 
Ginger Mick in an all-in 'stouch' with 
four London bobbies and others. Or 
'Man', who 'kissed 'im, like I said she 
would'. 

Akhurst gets so much historical detail 
into his drawing as well. The newly
marneds runmng for the train is quite a 
study 111 old railway station architecture 
and minutia. On the Diggers one can 
almost feel the thick. ill-fitting material 
of their uniforms. The clothes o~f the time. 
the tools. the lamps. the old tin dish with 
a bar of soap beside - all are so evocative 
of the period. 

I enjoyed this version of an old 
favourite very much. It would be a grand 
introd~1ction for the younger gene;ation 
to the JOY of CJ.Dennis. especially at this 
time. when we are taking such an interest 
in our earlier backgrou,~d. Enjoy a copy 
yourself and put one in your local school 
library. 

Published by 
Child and Associates, 
5 Skyline Place 
French's Forrest,N.S.W.2086. 

Price $20-00 plus postage. 
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THECKOWN 
-~;)-,n~ \]( rJU. f')"J.J~~-

C tL\MDf KLAf N 
• 1960-1967 • 

THE CROWN versus CHAMBERLAIN. 
1980-87. 

hy Ken Crispin. 

The family gathered around the 
barbeque fire with the other campers. The 
sun had long set, coloring the brooding, 
fantastic wonder of the huge rock, rich 
in legends reaching far back into the 
dreamtime. It was August: cool, everyone 
glad of the fire; looking forward to 
chatting with new found friends, and then 
warm sleeping bags, and time ahead to 
explore, relax, enjoy the holiday. 

The baby had been nursed asleep in her 
mother's arms, one brother worn out by 
climbing the rock that day, was asleep in 
the tent. The mother went to lay the baby 
in its bed and called the boy to come, too. 
But once the baby was settled, he decided 
he was still hungry, so she got him some 
food, and they went back to the fire. 

A lady by the fire thought she heard the 
baby suddenly cry out - a short cry, cut 
off. The little boy heard it, the father too, 
so she went back to check. And the 
nightmare began ........ A dingo emerged 
from the tent flaps, shaking something. 
Her eyes flew to the bassinet - it lay 
empty. Shrill with disbelief, she screamed 
'A dingo has got my baby!' And life was 
never the same again for the Chamberlain 
family. 

There was the night of frantic 
searching, with hope fading fast in the 
freezing cold. Next day further searching, 
expert trackers following dingo paw 
tracks, drag marks found in the sand, but 
no hope left now. So they went home 
numb with grief, shock and horror to try 
to come to terms with the loss of their 
long-awaited, dearly loved baby girl. 
Strong in their faith in God, they would 
survive this nightmare. 

Their fellow campers, the park rangers, 
the Police - all grieved for them, horrified 
at their gruesome loss. Then four days 
later, the baby's clothes were found: a 
small pile, four kilometres from the 
camping area - sensation! The police 
began to have dark suspicions; the 
Chamberlains were not informed of the 
find, they saw it first on T. V. Disquieting 
rumours began, spreading like wildfire -
murder, neglectful parents, no fitting 
dis play of sorrow, a white coffin, a black 
dress, 'Azaria' meaning 'sacrifice in the 
wilderness'. The tone of newspaper 
articles altered: the Chamberlains 
'alleged', it became 'the dingo story': a 
unique miasma of hate descended. And 
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so the nightmare deepened. At the 
inquest, televised for maximum impact, 
the Coroner attempted to quash 
speculation and gossip, expressing 
sympathy to the family and finding no 
blame attached to them. But the 
nightmare went on. Evidence was 
gathered, with the Chamberlains co
operating, believing they had nothing to 
fear, nothing to hide, that justice would 
prevail. 

Finally a new inquest was ordered, 
leading to a murder trial of unbelievable 
length, complexity and expense, founded 
entirely on circumstantial evidence, 
involving scientific opinions about blood, 
and dingoes teeth, habits and capabilities, 
all played out to a background of media 
sensationalism. 

There were no eyewitnesses, no body, 
no motive and no confession, but the jury 
convicted Lindy of murder, and she 
served three and a half years in Berrimah 
Gaol before intense public pressure and 
political expediency forced the special 
enquiry that finally found in her favour. 
it had taken seven years. millions of 
dollars. rocked the whole of Australia. 
devastated the Chamberlain's family life. 
finances and job prospects: battering but 
not breaking them. thanks to the support 
they were fortunate to receive. It also 
raised many questions about the power 
and pervasiveness of the media. the 
conduct of criminal trials. police proce
dure. the pressure on juries today. and our 
faith in 'British justice·. Ken Crispin. one 
of the barristers appearing in the final 
enquiry. has written this story with a very 
balanced and understanding sympathy 
towards the Chamberlains. He has included 
two final chapters discussing how with 
our so highly regarded just ice~ syste1~1. this 
could have happened. Any one of us could 
have been in the Chamberlain's shoes. It 
could happen to us tomorrow. a nightmare 
without end. ~ 

As a lawyer. Crispin suggests ways of 
strengthe111ng the system and suggests it is 
only a good system of ju~tice because in 
the past people have been vigilant to rem
edy nays. remove pitfalls and seek the 
truth. We must continue this vigilance to 
meet the times. and he suggests ~1 number 
of improvements that sl{;uld be imple
mented. We need. he says. a legal system 
~hat 1s. as good. fair and just as hun1an 
mgenu1ty can make it. 99 percent is not 
good enough if. like Lindy Chamberlain. 
you are· the one that is left to sit in a small 
c~ncrete cell and wonder if your sentence 
01 your sanity will expire first·. 

A very readable book gripping and 
well presented for the la~an, essential 
reading for all Australians who believe in 
the tradition 'fair go' 

P bl. • 
u ished in 1987 by Albatross Books, 

PO. Box 220, Sutherland, NSW, or 
available from bookshops. Price $9.95 at 
present, plus postage. 
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LET'S KEEP 
THEM! 

OUR FLAG 

OUR HERITAGE 

OUR FREEDOM 

KINGSHIP 
"··:it i~ a basic ~ssumpt\on of the institution of kingship that man is by nature a social 
bem~, that he 1s born mio an al_ready_ exi_sting order of life and that his life cannot 
be ~hvorc~d f~om the social relat1onsh1ps mto which he entered at birth or from the 
social obhg_at1o_ns which these relatio~ships imply. That fact is always ;ecognised in 
no_r~al so~1~l hfe and equally ~ecogmsed, and for precisely the same reason, by the 
British p_oh~1c_al order ... A soc1~l order rooted in the person of man; In the sanctity 
of ea_ch md1v1dual person and m the personal ideal of freedom· is of one piece 
!he 1~eal of_ the king and the kingly, the queen and the quee~ly, i~ inherent a~d 
merad1~able m the human heart. In it may be found all that is truly innate in the 
moral hfe of man". 

- John Farthing in "Freedom Wears a Crown." 

1111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111 

LETTERS 

'Now,' he says 'I pay you $500 a week 
or $26,000 a year. Plus 17. 7 per cent holi
day loading, 3 per cent superannuation 

CRIPES, I'M SORRY I ASKED ... ! 

I provide you with coffee, milk and su~ 
gar, I pay Workcare and I pay a penalty 
for employing you (payroll tax). 

'And that's apart from providing you 
with protective clothing, giving you a 
pretty good discount on the goods we 
produce, forwarding your income tax to 
the Taxation Office and keeping all the 
records to the satisfaction of the Depart
ment of Labour and Industry. 

Sir, - By crikey it's hard to make ends 
meet. I earn $500 a week, but after tax 
and a bit for superannuation; I only see 
$370 of it and that disappears quicker 
than last year's snow. 

Mortgage on the house costs $100 a 
week plus $120 for food for four and I'm 
left with $150. After council and water 
rates, 'phone bills, electricity and gas ac
counts, insurance for the house, registra
tion for the Kingswood, petrol, and a beer 
with the boys once a week, this very 
quickly dwindles down to $54. 

Then there's clothes and shoes, soap 
and razor blades; lipstick, petrol for the 
mower, garbage bags, fertiliser for the 
lawn, school books for the children and 
dozens of other things I dare not remem
ber. So I put the hard word on my boss 

to give me a $50 increase. 
'Jack', he says, 'I would like to give 

you a rise, but first I'll tell you what the 
score is'. 

And then he goes on to tell me that I 
work a 36-hour week and that comes to 
1872 hours a year. Less 4 weeks annual 
leave, 8 days sick leave, less public holi
days and the union picnic day, less long 
service leave, less morning and afternoon 
. tea breaks, discussing football and cricket 
for five minutes twice a week, going to 
the toilet twice a day, arriving late once 
in a while, less the occasional day to go 
to a funeral, full pay for stop-work meet
ings and when he adds all this up it comes 
to 1300 hours a year. 

That's an average of 25 hours a week 
and he's probably right. 

'The total cost is in excess of $30,500 
a year or $23 an hour while your take
home pay is just over $10 an hour for a 
36-hour week. 

'I would prefer to give you the $23 for 
every hour you work, but I would be 
breaking the law, right, left and centre. 
The union wouldn't like it, Mr. Keating 
would be short-changed and the Depart
ment of Labour and Industry would be 
on to me like a ton of bricks. 

'If I give you a $50 rise your take-home 
pay will only be $27 a week and it will cost 
me $115. Jack, I can't do it'. 

Cripes, I'm sorry I asked. 

JACK MOOROODUC 
• (Name supplied) 
Moorooduc, Vic. 

('The Australian', 19.11.1990) 
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REQUIEM 
tor MALCOLM MUGGERIDGE 

Sir, - November 14, 1990, saw the pass
ing of one of the most remarkable men 
this century has known - Malcolm Mug
geridge. 

During his lower middle-class child
hood and Cambridge University days, 
M uggeridge became a convinced socialist. 
But two years in Moscow opened his eyes 
and he became Britain's arch cynic. No 
institution, left or right, was safe from his 
scathing wit. The Church was no ex
ception. 

And then, in the 'sixties, a remarkable 
thing happened. The BBC asked agnos
tic Muggeridge to· make a series of 
documentaries in Israel about Jesus 

Christ. His conversion there was no sud
den blinding on the Damascus road, but 
it was just as firm and lasting as St. 
Paul's. It turned his life around. 

I first met Malcolm when he came to 
Adelaide in 1976 at the invitation of the 
Bible Society and the Festival of Light. 
He received a standing ovation in a 
packed Festival Theatre. 

Then a few years ago my wife Ros and 
I visited the Muggeridges in their hum
ble cottage in Sussex. Malcolm was wear
ing the same jacket he wore in Adelaide 
some 10 years before. His trousers were 
neatly darned. Although he could hardly 
have remembered us, he welcomed us 
with open arms. 

THE ANSWER to our SOIL EROSION 

Sir, -The review of Bob Beale's book 
The Vanishing Continent in last Satur
day's 'Australian' paints a dismal picture 
of ineptitude on the part of governments 
and landholders in creating problems with 
land degradation, and makes an appeal 
for 'a new land ethic - a caring, collec
tive point of view that sees land degrada
tion as a problem for everyone'. 

Perhaps the time has finally arrived for 
a serious re-appraisal of The Keyline 
Plan, an integrated system of land de
velopment and management by the late 
P.A. Yeomans in the 1950s, which I be
lieve holds the solution of many of these 
problems, such as soil erosion. 

After many failed experiments dating 
back to the 1940s with soil conservation 
and techniques conventional to this day, 
Yeomans abandoned this approach as ex
pensive, ineffective and inverted in logic. 
It made no sense to him to manipulate 
runoff to exit his property safely on to the 
property next door, or into the nearest 
creek. 

The basis of The Keyline Plan was to 
make the land itself the primary water 
storage medium and this was achieved by 
ploughing off-the-contour, with the chisel 
plough as the implement of choice. The 
chisel ploughing raised the water absorp
tion capacity of the soil and the off
contour pattern opposed the natural ten
dency of runoff to flow from the ridges 
to the valleys. 

The result was a more even distribution 
of soil moisture levels, improved aeration, 
and as a result, an explosive increase in 
microbial life which reflected increased 
yields of crops and pastures. 

To quote from Professor J. Mac
Donald Holmes's book, The Geographi
cal Basis of Keyline, 'Once shallow and 
poverty-stricken soil and poor pastures 
have been changed to deep, dark, fertile 
soil, and high quality forage for cattle 
production, stock carrying capacity im
proved more than ten times what the land 
could originally carry, since it had been 
considered practically worthless'. 
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He asked especially after Fred Nile, a 
man he said he greatly admired for his 
courage in persevering despite all the mud 
the media could throw. M uggeridge knew 
the media from the inside and despised 
it above all else as deceit and 'fantasy' 
especially television. 

He saw the Church - particularly to
day's Anglican Church - as 'derelict'. He 
believed that the great Christian revival 
of the future will come from the labour 
camps of Russia. 

'The Western Church as an institution 
is withering on the vine', he told us, 'I go 
to talk to children in school and these 
days it's not that they disagree with you 
about Christianity- they just don't know 
what you are talking about. 

'Christendom is dead. But Christ isn't!' 

(Dr) David Phillips 
Chairman 
Festival of Light, 
Adelaide 

• ('The Australian' 22.11.1990) 

Trees planted or cleared systematical-
1 yin contour belts wide enough to simu
late self-sustaining forest conditions, 
protected the land from the drying effects 
of wind, effectively raised the rainfall by 
lowering evaporation levels on adjoining 
crop and pasture land, and provided a 
potential economic crop in their own 
right. Dams, with associated contour col
lecting drains, were constructed to store 
surplus runoff for future use by low-cost 
gravity flow irrigation. 

He proved that by the systematic and 
continuous development of soil fertility 
soil erosion becomes a non-problem and 
is corrected incidentally to sound and 
pro~table land ma~agement techniques, 
not m decades, but m as little as two short 
seasons depending on rainfall.· 

The answer to the rectification of 
degraded land lies not in the large seal e 
e_art~works advocated by soil conserva
tiomsts, shown by Yeomans's experience 
to be both expensive and counter
productive, but in developing soil fertili
t~, a. self-funding measure which is well 
w•thm the technical and financial 
resour~es of the individual landholder. 

I believe that it is only by convincing 
la~dho!d~rs at the individual level that 
SOll-b_ulldmg techniques, logical tree 
plantmg and dam building programs are 
more pr~fitable than present methods, 
that s1g!11ficant headway can be made. 

~as sive government expenditure is 
neither necessary nor desirable. 

ALLEN FORD 
Hunters Hill, NSW 

('The Australian' , 23.ll.1990) 
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