


























LOVING TO LEARN

FROM THE GRIP-FAST ENGLISH BOOKS

How a love of literature was faught in the 1920s

BOOK ONE

The Spirit of Childhood

MEDLEY of the sublime and the
A ridiculous, for both appealirresistibly

to the minds of young children. This
is not the case with the obviously moral. If
there is a lesson hidden in song or story -
and there generally is - it is as intangible as
the rainbow prism in a dewdrop. Let it alone
and it will do its own work in its own way.

Encourage young readers of this book,
after several songs and stories have been
read, to talk them over and to say which
they like best, and what parts of them they
like the best. Why they like them is a much
more difficult question, and should never be
pressed, although a tentative suggestion,
such as: “| wonder if any of you know why
you like this of that story (or poem),” may
induce some children to ask themselves the
question , and to try to solve it. The answer,
if it can be given, wil interest — and may
surprise - the adult.

It will probably lend to the enjoyment of
the book if each child is allowed to memorize
the things that appeal to it specially and
individually, so that it may possess them for
its very own. The idea of buying a beautiful
thing for yourself by learning it, appeals to a
good many children, and does away with the
“task” idea suggested by the learning of one
particular passage by the whole class.

To catechize the children on song or
story is to take the pleasure wholly out of
them.

THE FORGET-ME-NOT
A Thuringian Folk-Tale

In the beginning of things, when God the
Father created every beast of the forest and
every bird and tree and blossom, He gave
each one a name, the snowdrop, the lily, the
pansy, the violet, and all the other flowers
rejoiced and were glad, for each thought its
own name the loveliest in the world.

Everywhere in field and woodland there
was happiness, and the blossoms lifted their
faces toward heaven in gratitude, thanking
the Gracious Giver.

But suddenly there was a sound of
weeping. Somewhere in the meadow a
flower had raised its voice in sorrow, and all
the other flowers looked to see.

At first they could not tell whence
the sound came, then they beheld a tiny
blossom, with petals the colour of heaven
and a heart the colour of gold. It was sobbing
bitterly, and the lily, looking down in pity,
asked: "Why weepest thou?”

“Alas,” came the reply, “I've forgotten my name.”

Then - wonderful sound - the primrose
and the violet and the pansy heard the voice
of God the Father, for although the blossom
was very tiny and half hidden by the grasses
of the field, He heard and saw and knew.

“Forgotten your name?” He spake in
tones that were sweet and tender. “Then
shalt thou be called ‘Forge-me-not,’ for that
thou canst always remember.”

“Forge-me-not,” repeated the gorgeous
rose and the modest violet. And the tiny one
smiled through its tears and said, “Forget-
me-not.”

And ever since that day at creation time,
when God the Father named every beast of
the forest and every bird and flower and tree,
the wee blossom and flower and tree, the
wee blossom whose petals are the colour of
heaven and whose heart is the colour of gold
has been called “Forget-me-not.”

THE LITTLE HERO

OF HAARLEM

A LONG way off, across the ocean, there
is a little country where the ground is lower
than the level of the sea, instead of higher, as
it is here.

Of course the water would run in and
cover the land and houses, if something
were not done to keep it out. But something
is done. The people build great thick walls
all round the country, and the walls keep the
sea out.

You see how much depends on those
walls - the good crops, the houses, and
even the safety of the people. Even the
small children in that country know that an
accident to one of the walls is a terrible thing.
These walls are really great banks, as wide
as roads, and they are called “dikes.”

Once there was a little boy who lived in
that country, whose name was Hans. One
day, he took his little brother out to play. They
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went a long way out of the town, and came
to where there were no houses, but ever so
many flowers and green fields. By and by,
Hans climbed up on the dike, and sat down;
the little brother was playing about at the foot
of the bank.

Suddenly the little brother called, “Oh,
what a funny little hole! It bubbles!”

“Hole? Where?" said Hans.

“Here in the bank,” said the little brother;
“water’s in it.”

“What!” said Hans, and he slid down as
fast as he could to where his brother was
playing.

There was the tiniest little hole in the
bank. Just an air hole. A drop of water
bubbled slowly through.

“It is a hole in the dike!” cried Hans. “What
shall we do?” He looked all round; not a
person or a house in sight.

He looked at the hole; the little drops
oozed steadily through; he knew that
the water would soon break a great gap,
because that tiny hole gave it a chance.
The town was so far away - if they ran for
help it would be too late; what should he do?
Once more he looked; the hole was larger
now, and the water was trickling.

Suddenly a thought came to Hans. He
stuck his little forefinger right into the hole,
where it fitted tight; and he said to his little
brother, “Run, Dieting! Go to the town and
tell the men there’s a hole in the dike. Tell
them | will keep it stopped till they get here.”

The little brother knew by Hans's face
that something very serious
was the matter, and he
started for the town,
as fast as his legs
could run. Hans,
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kneeling
with  his
finger in
the  hole,
watched him
grow smaller
/yf A& and smaller as
= he got farther

away.

Soon he was
as small as a chicken; then he was out of
sight, Hans was alone, his finger tight in the
bank.

He could hear the water, slap, slap, slap,
on the stones; and deep down under the
slapping was a gurgling, rumbling sound. It
seemed very near.

By-and-by, his hand began to feel numb.
He rubbed it with the other hand; but it got
colder and more numb, colder and more
numb, every minute. He looked to see if the
men were coming; the road was bare as far
as he could see.

Then the cold began creeping, creeping,
up his arm; first his wrist, then his arm to the
shoulder; how cold it was! And soon it began
to ache.

Ugly little cramp-pains streamed up
his finger, up his palm, up his arm, till they
reached into his shoulder and down the
back of his neck. It seemed hours since the
littfe brother went away. He felt very lonely,
and the hurt in his arm, grew and grew. He
walched the road with all his eyes, but no
one came in sight. Then he leaned his head
against the dike, to rest his shoulder.

As his ear touched the dike, he heard
the voice of the great sea, murmuring. The
sound seemed to say:

“l am the great sea. No one can stand
against me. What are you, a little chiid, that
you try to keep me out? Beware! Beware!”

Hans's heart beat in heavy Knocks.
Would they never come? He was frightened.

And the water went on beating at the
wail, murmuring, “I will come through, | will
come through, 1 will get you, | will get you,
run - run - before | come through!”

Hans started to pull out his finger; he
was 50 frightened that he felt as if he must
runfor ever. But that minute he remembered
how much depended on him; if he pulled out
his finger, the water would surely make the
hole bigger, and at last break down the dike,
and the sea would come in on all the land
and the houses. He set his teeth, and stuck
his finger in tighter than ever.

. i “You shall not come
- / /' through!” he whispered: “|
,/ / will not run!”

R At that moment, he

heard a farff shout. Far in
the distance he saw a black
something on the road, and dust.
The men were coming! At last,
they were coming. They came nearer,
fast, and he could make out his own
father, and the neighbours.

They had pickaxes and shovels, and
they were running. And as they ran they
shouted, "We're coming; take heart, we're
coming!”

The next minute, it seemed, they were
there. And when they saw Hans, with his
pale face, and his hand tight in the dike,
they gave a great cheer - just as people
do for soldiers back {from the war; and they
lifted him up and rulbbed his aching arm with
tender hands, and they told him that he was
a real hero and that he had saved the town.

When the men had mended the dike,
they marched home like an army, and Hans
was carried high on their shoulders, because
he was a hero. And to this day the pecple
of Haarlem tell the story of how a little boy
saved the dike.

S.C. BRYANT

BOOK TWO

The Opening Gate

The art of teaching to think, and, still
more, to express thought, is not easy.
It requires patience, tact, and unfailing
sympathy. The most thoughtful child is not
always the most fluent, and remarks seem
sometimes wide of the mark.

We all remember how Clive was
considered adunce at school, not to mention
“the dumb ox of Sicily” - as his college
companions called St. Thomas of Aguin, the
greatest of theologians.

There are the shy and sensitive, too,
to be considered - for whom to be laughed
at means silence. There was once a large
class in which it was a received axiom that
there was always sense in every remark or
answer — if the hearers had sense enough
tofind it, and that it was a sign of one’s own
dulliness to laugh at the sayings of cthers. It
was astonishing how, in this atmosphere of
respect for every one's suggestions, even
the children who seemed the least gifted
found something worth saying.

A MISUNDERSTANDING

From “The Golden Windows,”
by Laura Richards

ONCE a child who thought well of
herself was walking along the street, and
saw another child, who was poorly clad.

“How wretched It must be,” she said
to herself, “to be poor and shabby like that
child! How thin she is! And how her patched
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cloak flutters in the wind; so different from
my velvet dress and coat!”
Just then an Angel came along.
"What are you looking at?” asked the Angel.
“I was looking at that girl!” said the
child.

“So was |,” said the Angel. “How
beautifully she Is dressed!”

“What do you mean?” said the child. “
mean this one coming towards us. She is in
rags, or at least if her clothes are not ragged,
they are wretchedly thin and shabby.”

"Ch no,” said the Angel. “How can you
say so? She is in sparkling white, as clear
as frost. | never saw anything so pretty. But
you, you poor littte thing, you are indeed
miserably clad. Does not the wind blow
through and through these flimsy tatters?
But at least you could keep them clean, my
dear, and mended. You should see to that.”

“l don't know that you can mean!” said
the child. “That girl is a ragged beggar,
and my father is the richest man in town. |
have a velvet dress and coat trimmed with
expensive fur. What are you talking about?"

“About the clothes of your soul, of
course!” said the Angel, who was young.

"I don’t know anything about souls,” said
the child.

"l shouldn’t think you did!" said the
Angel.

SAINT CHRISTOPHER

ONCE upon a time, long years age,
there lived a boy named Offero who was
50 tall and strong that he was almost a giant
and could carry heavy weights upon his
broad shoulders.

Offero had only one wish, and that was
to serve the greatest King on earth. Hearing
that the Emperor was very powerful, he went
1o him and said, “Lord Emperor, will you have
me for you servant?”

The Emperor was delighted to have
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Time presses, it is hard to get through the
time-table, examinations may be imminent
— there are a hundred reasons for learning
secondary appreciations by heart rather
than thinking them out for one’s self. And,
unless this practice of thinking things out for
one’s self has been induced and fostered in
early youth, so that it becomes a habit, it is
difficult to acquire in later life and becomes
a heavy and uncongenial task - too often
looked upon as a useless waste of time. Yet,
if it has been acquired, it will be found to be
what sunshine is to a room - all becomes full
of interest; the mind is alert to seize the best
in every subject and to see beauty wherever
it is to be found.

The objection may here be made
that it is something of an impertinence for
inexperienced youth to question the opinions
of judges who have come to be considered
as almost infallible in matters of literature.
But thinking need not be criticism. The
question, “| wonder why he thought that?” -
though rare - is not unduly wanting in docility
of mind; and the confession, “I cannot see
it in that light,” may be a humble but frank
acknowledgment of one’s own limitations.

When children are taught to think over
and discuss what they have been reading
the gain is obvious. A meaning, however
elementary, found in poem or story, and
_an appreciation of it, however halting and
incomplete, by the reader in person, is worth
many pages ofliterary criticism - memorized,
and therefore lifeless.

Itis suggested, therefore, that the prose
and poetry in this book should not only
be read, but pondered - thought about.
Questions should be encouraged, as well
as appreciations, This will mean more than
reading, it willmean study - thoughtful study.
!f we can form this habit of thoughtful study
in our young scholars it will be a valuable
asset to them for the rest of their lives, and
an undying source of pleasure.

WHEN YOU MEET A BEAR

An Adventure on a Fishing Expedition

JUST below me a boulder lifted its head
and shoulders out of the swirling current.
With the canoe line | might easily let myself
down to that rock and make sure of my next
fish. Getting back would be harder; but
salmon are worth some trouble; so | left my
rod and started back to camp for the stout
rope that lay coiled in the bow of my canoe.

It was late afternoon and | was hurrying
along the path, giving chief heed to my feet
in the ticklish walking, with the cliff above
and the river below, when a loud Hoowuffl
brou_ght me up with a shock. There at a
turn in the path, not ten yards ahead, stood
a huge bear, calling unmistakable halt,
and blocking me in as completely as if the
mountain had toppled over before me.
andT::; was no time to think: the shock

€ were too great. | just gas
Hoowuff! instinctively, asthe belar hag Shzfi(:
out of his deep lungs a moment before, and

stood stock-still, as he was doing. He was
startled as well as |. That was the only thing
that | was sure about.

| suppose that in each of our heads
at first was just one thought: “I'm in
a fix; how shall |1 get out?” And in his
training or in mine there was absolutely
nothing to suggest an immediate answer.

He was anxious, evidently, to go on.
Something, a mate perhaps, must be calling
him up river; else he would have whirled
and vanished at the first alarm. But how
far might he presume on the big animal’'s
timidity who stood before him blocking the
way? That was his question, plainly enough.
Had | been a moment sooner, or he a
moment later, we would have met squarely
at the tun; he would have clinched with
me in sudden blind ferocity, and that would
have been the end of one of us. As it was
he saw me coming heedlessly, and, being
peaceably inclined, had stopped me with his
sharp Hoowuff! before | should get too near.
There was no snarl or growl, no savageness
in his expression; only intense wonder and
questioning in the fook which fastened upon
my face and seemed to bore its way through,
to find out just what | was thinking.

| met his eyes squarely with mine and
held them, which was perhaps the most
sensible thing | could have done; though it
was all unconscious on my part. In the brief
moment that followed | did a lot of thinking.
There was no escape up or down; | must go
on or tum back. If | jumped forward with a
yell, as | had done before under different
circumstances, would he not rush at me
savagely, as all wild creatures will do when
cornered? No, the time for that had passed
with the fist instant of our meeting. The bluff
would now be too apparent; it must be done
without hesitation, or not at all. On the other
hand, if | tumed back he would follow me to
the end of the ledge, growing bolder as he
came on; and beyond that it was dangerous
walking, where he had all the advantage and
all the knowledge of his ground. Besides, it
was too late, and | wanted a salmon for my
supper.

| have wondered since how much of
this hesitation he understood; and how he
came to the conclusion, which he certainly
reached, that | meant him no harm, but only
wanted to get on and was not disposed to
give him the path. All the while | looked at
him steadily, until his eyes began to lose
their intentness. My hand slipped back and
gripped the handle of my hunting knife.
Some slight confidence came back with
the feel of the heavy weapon; though |
would certainly have gone over the cliff and
taken my chance in the current, rather than
have closed with him, with all his enormous
strength, in that narrow place. Suddenly his
eyes wavered from mine; he swung his head
to look down and up; and | knew instantly
that | had won the first move — and the path
also, if | could keep my nerve.

| advanced a step or two very quietly,
still looking at him steadily. There was

Heritage - Vol. 20 No. 110 2005 - Page 11

a suggestion of white teeth under his
wrinkled chops; but he tumed his head
to look back over the way he had come,
and presently he disappeared. It was
only for a moment; then his nose and
eyes were poked cautiously round the
corner of the rock. He was peeking to see if
| were still there. When the nose vanished
again | stole forward to the tum and found
him just ahead, looking down the cliff to see
if there were any other way below.

He was uneasy now, a low whining growl
came floating up the path. Then | sat down on
a rock, squarely in his way, and for the first
time some faint suggestion of the humour of
the situation gave me a bit of consolation.
| began to talk to him, not humorously, but
as if he were a Scotsman and open only
argument. “You're in a fix, Mooween', a
terrible fix,” | kept saying softly; “but if you
had only stayed at home until twilight as a
bear ought to do, we should be happy now,
both of us. You have put me in a fix, too, you
see; and now you've just got to get me out of
it. 'mnot going back. | don’tknow the path as
well as you do. Besides, it will be dark soon,
and | should probably break my neck. It's a
shame, Mooween, to put any gentleman in
such a fix as | am in this minute, just by your
blundering carelessness. Why didn't you
smell me anyway, as any but a fool bear
would have done, and take some other path
over the mountain? Why don’t you climb that
spruce now and get out of the way?”

| have noticed that all wild animals
grow uneasy at the sound of the human
voice, speaking however quietly. There is
in it something deep, unknown, mysteriously
beyond all their powers of comprehension;
and they go away from it quickly when they
can. | have a theory also that all animals,
wild and domestic, understand more of our
mental attitude than we give them credit
for; and the theory gains rather than loses
strength whenever | think of Mooween on
that narrow pass. | can see him now, tumning,
twisting uneasily, and the half-timid look in
his eyes as they met mine furtively, as if
ashamed; and again the low, troubled whine
comes floating up the path and mingles with
the rush and murmur of the saimon pool
below.

A bear hates to be outdone quite as
much as a fox does. If you catch him in a
trap, he seldom growis or fights or resists,
as lynx and otter and almost all other wild
creatures do. He has ocutwitted you and
shown his superiority so often that he is
utterly overwhelmed and crushed when you
find him, at last, helpless and outdone. He
seems to forget all his great strength, all his
frightful power of teeth and claws. He just
lays his head down between his paws, turns
his eyes aside, and refuses to look at you
or to let you see how ashamed he is. That
is what you are chiefly conscious of, nine
times out of ten, when you find a bear or fox
held fast in your trap; and something of that
was certainly in Mooween's look and actions
now, as | sat there in his path enjoying his

'The indian name for Bear
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confusion.

Near him a spruce tree sprang out of
the rocks and reached upward to a ledge far
above. Slowly he raised himself against this,
but turned to look at me again sitting quietly
in his own path - that he could no longer
consider his —and smiling at his discomfiture
as | remember how ashamed he is to be
outdone. Then an electric shock seemed
to hoist him out of the trail. He shot up the
tree in a succession of nervous, jerky jumps,
rising with astonishing sped for so huge
a creature, smashing the little branches,
ripping the rough bark with his great claws,
sending down a clattering shower of chips
and dust behind him, till he reached the level
of the ledge above and sprang out upon it,
where he stopped and looked down to see
what | would do next. And there he stayed,
his great head hanging over the edge of the
rock, looking at me intently till | rose and
went quietly down the trail.

It was morning when | came back to the
salmon pool. Unlike the mossy forest floor,
the hard rock bore no signs to tell me — what
| was most curious to know - whether he
came down the tree or found some other way
over the mountain.

At the point where | had stood when his
deep Hoowuff! first startled me | left a big
salmon, for a taste of which any bear will go
far out of his way. Next morning it was gone;
and so it may be that Mooween, on his next
journey, found another and a pleasanter
surprise awaiting him at the turn of the trail.

WILLIAM J. LONG
[From “ Wood Folk at School’]

A TRIAL OF SKILL

The meeting of Richard the
Lion Heart and the Sultan Saladin

THE ATTENDANT led the way to a
splendid pavilion, where was everything that
royal luxury could devise. De Vaux, who was
in attendance, then removed the chappe
(capa), or long riding-cloak which Richard
wore, and he stood before Saladin in the
close dress which showed to advantage the
strength and symmetry of his person, while
it bore a strong contrast to the flowing robes
which disguised the thin frame of the eastern
monarch.

It was Richard's two-handed sword that
chiefly attracted the attention of the Saracen,
a broad straight blade, the seemingly
unwieldy length of which extended well-nigh
from the shoulder to the heel of the wearer.

“Had | not,” said Saladin, “seen this
brand flaming in the front of the battle, like
that of Azrael, | had scarce believed that
human arm could wield it. Might | request to
see the Melech Ric strike one blow with it in
peace, and in pure trial of strength?”

“Willingly, noble Saladin,” answered
Richard; and looking around for something
whereon to exercise his strength, he saw a
steel mace held by one of the attendants, the

handle being of the same metal and about
an inch and a half in diameter; this he placed
on a block of wood.

The anxiety of De Vaux for his master's
honour led him to whisper in English, “For
the blessed Virgin’s sake, beware what you
attempt, my liege! Your full strength is not as
yet returned; give no triumph to the infidell”

“Peace, fool,” said Richard, standing
firm on his ground, and casting a fierce
glance around; “thinkest thou that | can fail
in his presence?”

The glittering broadsword, wielded by
both his hands, rose aloft to the King’s left
shoulder, circled round his head, descended
with the sway of some terrific engine, and the
bar of iron rolled on the ground in two pieces,
as a woodsman would sever a sapling with a
hedging-bill.

“By the head of the Prophet, a most
wonderful blow!” said the Sultan, critically
and accurately examining the iron bar which
had been cut asunder and the blade of the
sword was so well tempered as to exhibit not
the least token of having suffered by the feat
it had performed. He then took the King's
hand, and looking on the size and muscular
strength which it exhibited, laughed as he
placed it beside his own, so lank and thin, so
inferior in brawn and sinew.

“Ay, look well,” said De Vaux in English;
“it will be long ere your long jackanape’s
fingers do such a feat with your find gilded
reaping-hook there.”

“Silence, de Vaux,” said Richard. “By
Our Lady, he understands or guesses thy
meaning; be not so broad, | pray thee.”

The Sultan presently said, “Something
| would fain attempt, though wherefore
should the weak show their inferiority in
presence of the strong? Yet each land hath
its own exercises, and this may be new to
the Melech Ric.” So saying, he took from the
floor a cushion of silk and down, and placed
it upright on one end. “Can thy weapon, my
brother, sever that cushion?” he said to King
Richard.

“No, surely,” replied the King; “no sword
on earth, were it the Excalibar of King Arthur,
can cut that which opposes no steady
resistance to the blow.”

“Mark, then,” said Saladin; and tucking
up the sleeve of his gown showed his arm,
thin indeed and spare, but which constant
exercise had hardened into a mass
consisting of naught but bone, brawn, and
sinew. He unsheathed his scimitar, a curved
and narrow blade, which glittered not like
the swords of the Franks, but was, on the
contrary, of a dull blue colour, marked with
ten millions of meandering lines, which
showed how anxiously the metal had been
welded by the armourer. Wielding this
weapon, apparently so inefficient when
compared to that of Richard, the Sultan
stood resting his weight upon his left foot,
which was slightly advanced; he balanced
himself a little as if to steady his aim, then
stepping at once forward drew the scimitar
across the cushion, applying the edge
s¢ dexterously and with so little apparent
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effort, that the cushion seemed rather to fall
asunder than to be divided by violence.

“It is juggler's trick,” said de Vaux,
darting forward and snatching up the portion
of the cushion which had been cut off, as if
to assure himself of the reality of the feat;
“there is gramarye in this.”

The Sultan seemed to comprehend
him, for he undid the sort of veil which he
had hitherto womn, laid it double along the
edge of his sabre, extended the weapon
edgeways in the air, and drawing it suddenly
through the vell, although it hung on the
blade entirely loose, severed that also into
two parts, which floated to different sides
of the tent, equally displaying the extreme
temper and sharpness of the weapon and
the exquisite dexterity of him who used it.

“Now, in good faith, my brother,” said
Richard, “thou art even matchless at the
trick of the sword, and right perilous were
it to meet thee! Still, however, | put some
faith in a downright English blow, and what

we cannot do by sleight we eke out by
strength.”

SIR WALTER SCOTT
[From “The Talismar')

“Severed that also into two parts.”
















HAT is “The Black Stump™ Where Is
W it? Why, and how, has “Beyond the

Black Stump” become a defining
Aussie phrase meaning “remoteness”,
particulariy wild, uninhablted remoteness?

As with so many other places and
names, there Is more than one claimant to
the first, original, black stump.

There's a place called Merriwagga, near
Griffith In New South Wales, which has a
Black Stump Hotel. It used to be called The
Mermriwagga Hotel, but had a name change
about thirty years ago to capitalize on the
local legend.

Local legend has it that, In 1886, a lady by
the name of Barbara Blaine was incinerated
In a bush fire, at a site about ten miles west
of the pub. By the time her husband found
her, only charred remains were vislble, which
he described as resembling a “black stump”.
The site became a public watering place
last century, and the name stuck. They say
Barbara Blaine was the first person to be
buried at the Gunbar cemetery, on the 13%
March, 1886.

Many would dispute this claim to the
name, and with some justification.

On the highway some ten kilometers
north of Coclah, also In New South Wales,
can be found an historical site with a replica
“black stump”, and a legend:

“In the early 1830's land west of this
area was referred to as beyond the Black
Stump. The actual Black Stump existed
near this sign whilst the Black Stump Wine
Saloon stood 10 chalns further south. Both
were destroyed by fire In 1908. The nearby
creek derived Its name from the surrounding
Black Stump Run held by Jonathan Parkins
in 1850."

in the early 19th Century New South
Wales began to outstrip the resources of its
government. So In 1826 Governor Darling
proclaimed the ‘Umits of Location™ or
boundaries “beyond which land was neither
sold nor let” nor “settlers allowed” This
boundary was located In 1829 as being the
northemn side of the Manning River up to its
source in the Mount Royal Range, then by
that range and the Liverpoo! Range westerly
to the source of the Coolaburragundy River,
then along the approximate location of the
Black Stump Run, then in a south-westerly
directlon to Wellington.

Land north of this location was referred
to as land “beyond” and the use of the word
“beyond” can be found in the Government
Gazette of 18* January 1837.

However, settlers did not strictly adhere
to the Governor's proclaimed boundaries,
and often let thelr stock graze “‘beyond”.
Thus in the Coolah area, to avold detection
by officialdom, the location of these pastures
was vaguely described as being “beyond the

Black Stump”. The expression caught on
quickly.

All of which doesn't explain how the
Black Stump Run got its name in the first
place.

Author Duke Tritton, in his book Time
Means Tucker, wrote: “The Black Stump is
real. It was a wine saloon. it had been closed
for several years when | saw It in 1905.

The area six miles north of Coolah had
been known as Black Stump for thousands
of years by the natives. They referred to it
as Weetallbah-Wallangan - ‘Place where the
fire went out and left a burnt stump’”

An Englishman named James Vincent,
who landed In Sydney in 1801, was the first
white man to take up land in the Coolah
district — in 1803. He established a cordial
and mutually respectful relationship with the
local Aborigines, and he and his descendants
were held in great esteem In the district for
generatlons.

The original Black Stump wine shanty
was operated by Jimmy Alison, and in the
1860's a teamster, John Higgins, took up
a land grant calied the Black Stump on
which he built an Inn, having realized the
need for an inn and staging post to cater for
teamsters and coaches heading out on the
plains. The spot was the last before the long
trek.

The Black Stump Wine Saloon was
home to everyone from the ringbarker to
the squatter There was Long BIll, “best
horsebreaker this side of the Black Stump,”
and Curly Jim, “fastest shearer beyond the
Black Stump.”

Armed robberies were recorded in the
area during the 1860's, and legend has it that
Thunderbolt had his horse shod at the inn.

Remains of the old place have been

Te Black Stamp - and Beyond

With grateful acknowledgement to Coolah historian Roy Cameron for information

unearthed, and handmade nalls, clay pipes,
bottles with pointed ends and structural
parts of the old building are there as sllent
reminders of the origin of the now famous
saying.

The New South Wales Government
Gazette No. 24 [5% March 1971) contains
Sydney Department of Lands information
that the Geographical Names Board of NSW
assigned the geographical name of Black
Stump Resting Place to a roadslde reserve on
the Coolah-Gunnedah road about 5% miles
{9 kilometres) north of Coolah, latitude 31
degrees 46 minutes, longitude 149 degrees
38 minutes In the Parish of Queensborough.

The roadside rest area was officlally
opened by the Minister of Decentralisation,
Hon. JBM. Fuller on 1= May, 1971.

Authenticlty Is lent to the assertion that
convicts and lliegal settlers were Indeed
running stock “beyond the black stump” well
before 1837 - when the first grazlers and
thelr stock were officiaily allowed beyond the
line - by Dr Stephen Gale, a Sedimentologist
at Sydney University, who has been analyzing
the sediment in Uangothlin Lagoon in New
England with the object of discovering more
about soli erosion.

The analysis of his field sample cores
reveal the expected peak of soll erosion
coinciding with the amival of European
settlement and hard-hoofed domestic stock
in 1837 but when he analysed the cores
more closely he found something totally
unexpected. Not one peak In erosion, but
two. In addition to the peak in 1837 he was
Intrigued to discover a smaller erosion peak
about 20 years earlier. This would confirm
that illegal grazing was being carried on well
before settlers were officlally permitted to
move north and west of the “black stump.”
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SOCIAL CREDIT IS AS OLD AS MAN

Social Credit Philosophy

An address by Geraldine Starky. Reprinted from The New Times, Vol. 22. No. 14. July 13, 1956.

OCIAL Credit is as old as man.
SThere are more examples of it
in Great Britain than in Tibet or
Timbuktu but neither here nor there is
legitimate use made of the social credit of
the people. Social Credit is the belief that
in association we can get the results we
want, and this naturally implies the best and
happiest results. This definition implies then,
efficiency, human satisfaction and society.
Social Credit is “the efficiency measured
in terms of human satisfaction of human
beings in association or in sociery.” Study
these words and the student will discover
that so far from being a belief or a religion
or a theory, Social Credit if it is what
the definition indicates, must be a fact.
You may decide now whether
human beings have or have not any such
power to produce a result they intend
to produce when helping each other. If
they have no such power Social Credit
does not exist: if they have, it does.
If we decide that human beings
inevitably help each other to produce a result
which they do not want and do not intend and
do not find satisfactory, then we had better
give up—we have nothing to study.

We study these words and we are agreed
that human beings tend inevitably to help
each other to produce results, which they
desire. Social Credit then is a fact, not a
theory.

The original meaning of the word
credit is simply belief, and social means
association or society. And let us be careful
to use words in their proper meaning for we
shall then not be so easily led astray “by
every word or vain doctrine.”

Through the ages man’s genius and
needs have urged him to effort towards his
development. Man needed tools and the help
of his fellows, and it is by such associations
that he has found his best means of progress.
Man has an instinctive desire for fulfilment
and a deep-seated knowledge that he is
placed here for his development. He has
created the social credit. It ought not to be
so difficult for him to satisfy those needs
to get delivery of the goods, nor should it
be too difficult for him to recognise that
the reward of the ages of his evolving is
within sight; his material reward, for he has
the tools, and there is “enough” for all. And
it is unlikely that until these material needs
have been satisfied and he finds himself
“prospered with all happiness” that he will
be able to turn his mind to his unlimited
spiritual needs and hopes, for man does not
live by bread alone.

We may ask why this progress is to
such an extent frustrated.

The real conflict with which we are faced

today is a conflict of philosophies. Underneath
all the diplomacy, the deputations, the
Conferences, the misunderstandings, the
recriminations, is a conflict of Philosophies.

Now, all action, every policy, is born
from a philosophy. Every action has the
thought behind it from which it originates.
“Out of the heart the mouth speaketh.”
We have an exhibition today of the
thought which engenders such policies
as Hitler’s Nazi-ism or National Socialism,
and those similar to it, namely Bolshevism,
Communism, and those like it with all their
regimentation and revenge. While they claim
to be for man’s good, they are in reality
damaging to his inherent right to rule
himself, which Major Douglas calls man’s
immanent sovereignty. They are revengeful
policies. We fought two desperate wars hard
won to destroy the threat to our National
and Individual Sovereignty exemplified
and implied in these philosophies and the
Policies which are their natural result. Major
Douglas foresaw this, now over forty years
ago, when his first and great work was
published in which he solved the problem the

Social Credit is...

“The efficiency measured in
terms of human satisfaction
of human beings in
association or in society.”

orthodox economists had failed to do. This
great work made history, and was
called “Economic Democracy.” In it he
wrote: — “. .. the real antagonism which
is at the root of the upheaval with which
we are faced is one which appears under
different forms in every aspect of life.
It is the life-long struggle between freedom
and authority.

. This antagonism does, however,
appear at the present time to have
reached a stage in which a definite victory
for one side or another is inevitable—it
seems perfectly certain that either a
pyramidal organization having at its
apex supreme power, and at its base
complete subjection, will crystallize out
of the centralising process which is evident
in the realms of finance and industry,
equally with that of politics, or else a more
complete decentralisation of initiative than
this civilisation has ever known will be
substituted for external authority. . .”

And it is fitting that we should pause
a moment here to remind ourselves of
Major C. H. Douglas, the well-known
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Engineer and authority of the New Economics,
founder of the Social Credit Movement. In
the 1914-1918 War he volunteered and was
given work connected with costing in the
manufacture of aircraft, and discovered that
money distributed every week was not enough
to defray the expenses of manufacture. He
discovered—and I want to spell the word
“discovered” because much of the inner
workings of the Financial System had till then
been hidden from view—Douglas discovered
more than that, then, but that is the essence
of the matter, and he proposed a remedy. He
also elaborated the Social Credit philosophy, of
which his book already mentioned, namely
“Economic Democracy,” may be said to be the
epitome.

A philosophy then, is shown in actions,
in policy, and Douglas warns us that we
should judge all things by the results of
them, and men by their actions, for only
in this realistic way may we gain an insight
into the thought or philosophy behind them.
He reminded us that the Great Critic of
world affairs said: “By their works ye
shall know them.” We have seen the results
of a Nazi, a Fascist philosophy, the results
of Bolshevik, the nowaday’s Communistic,
thought. And here it is necessary to stress,
as did Douglas throughout his Mission, the
importance of basing our policies—as our
Politics—on a Christian basis; a Christian
philosophy, and allow and welcome our
actions as well as the results—particularly
as Social Crediters— to be judged by that
standard.

In the Christian philosophy then, the
individual is of deepest importance: “Ye are
of more value than many sparrows”; there
must be no distinctions—"the rain falls on
the just and on the unjust”, on King as on
peasant, on rich as on poor, on sinner as on
saint; and as all have contributed to the
social credit all must share it.

Let us consider some of the principles
of a Christian philosophy which are common
to Social Credit, and the following passages
and Gospel sayings have been taken at
random from Social Credit literature—and
I will try to show how Douglas uses
the Gospels, as he frequently does, to
illustrate his writings, speeches, and books.
“I came that ye might have life and that
more abundantly.” In this there is nothing
said about work or that he came to ensure
that paradise of so many today, at the
instigations of Governments, the “’policy
of making employment universal, not of
producing wealth with a minimum of work.”
(You noticed perhaps that this represented
the tenets of the Laval-Nazi policy prior
to the Second World War). Work is of
course a means to an end and not an end.



Social Credit is as Old as Man

We, as Social Crediters, are careful not to
exalt means to the place of ends and so be
led astray in our thinking, for as Douglas
reminds us “Daemon est Deus in versus” or,
the Devil is God upside down.

“The Kingdom of Heaven
is within you.”

His Kingdom is not to be found in this
or that plan or in this or that Institution
invented by the well-meaning for what is
considered by them to be for another’s
good, “It is within you.” Though this gives to
each of us a responsibility, it frees us from
well-meaning (no doubt) thralldom, it lets
us go free. We pray, “O God, in knowledge
of Whom standeth our eternal life, Whose
service is perfect freedom . . .”, but according
to some, the “new freedom” will not be
freedom from dependence, (on others), or
from interference, (from others), no, it is
to mean “freedom of opportunity”, and of
“lesser freedom” so as to enjoy the “greater”.
As to “freedom of opportunity” we may well
ask: For what? To know God “in knowledge
of Whom standeth our eternal life”? — "No”,
we are told, “but freedom of opportunity to
work.” -“As far as I am aware, the slave was
always free to work,” comments Douglas.
“The sabbath was made for man and not man

for the sabbath.”

Surely this is a plain injunction that
institutions should serve man, that man
should be master of the machine, of his
institutions, for he is greater than they.

There is only one commandment— Love.
And I will quote from “The Social Crediter” of
January 18, 1941: “The difficulty is to present
our philosophy as a whole. © It is so easy
to magnify one aspect of it out of relation to
the rest. When for instance we observed
the tendency of the ‘Parents’ Association’
to ‘put things right,” and their assertion that
loving your neighbour means ‘working for
him’ according to your own ideas of what is
good for him, we should remember that these
amiable intentions are closely linked with a
belief in the ‘innate tendencies to barbarism’
in the human race. This idea is incompatible
with Social Credit.

“Love thy neighbour.”

There is no suggestion in this
commandment of Planning for my
neighbour, rising to power over my
neighbour, applying sanctions to my erring
neighbour; all of which are excused by the
well-intentioned as being for our good.
When Major Douglas spoke at Buxton on
“Democracy” (the word so often misapplied)
he there proclaimed his belief in the innate
goodness of man, and he would refuse to
accept as truth “the innate tendencies to
barbarism” which a certain set of people
today would have us believe are common to
man, and on which they would have us base
our philosophy and so, our policy today.

“He that is greatest among you let
him be your servant”

I will again quote from “The Social
Crediter:” “Perhaps the greatest difficulty
we have is to show that our philosophy is
not just a stunt. We cannot make it too clear
that loving your neighbour does not mean
working for him in the sense understood by
the Parents’ Association. It may mean taking
orders from him. And it certainly does
mean leaving him alone with his personality,
leaving him free. For those who aspire to be
great there is the course open—to humble
ourselves to be servants—and this means
taking orders and carrying them out to the
best of our ability. It means accepting and
implementing the policy of the people, not
preparing an agenda and placing it before
them.”

“The sabbath was made for man”

Yes, and those words imply not only man’s
importance above his institutions, but
that his institutions are only justified in so
far as they serve him. This Social Credit
philosophy then, is based on the importance of
the individual, and this embraces what Douglas
calls “man’s immanent sovereignty” his in-
dwelling right to rule himself which must
be preserved if he is to reach that end
which although unknown, he feels to be
his crown! The preservation of the dignity of
the individual is of vital importance, for his
“author and maker is God.”

Now while there is a place in the social
economy for all, it is not suggested that
“the man in the street” shall decide how
the hole in the street is to be mended, but
he wants it mended, and the expert who is
engaged must produce the result desired,
or go. To decide policy is not the function of
the management; the expert. The aristocracy
or hierarchy of management should give
the desired result—that is, to carry out the
policy of the democracy —of the people. This
is how a democracy should function, and in it
we have a simple example of the aristocracy
of management, the Master, serving.

“I came that ye might have life
and that more abundantly.”

Can we if we are Christians avoid
criticisms of anything, which hinders
a free, dignified and fuller life for all?
For such is possible. The Social Credit
philosophy claims it for all— the Kings, the
people, the peasant, the publicans and the
sinners. The Douglas Financial Proposals
for instance, are an example of the policy
of the philosophy underlying them, because,
they are not confiscatory proposals, they do
not rob Peter to pay Paul, they are not Debt
and Taxation proposals, but are in keeping
with Social Credit preaching, and the
results will be in keeping with Social Credit
philosophy. The proposals claim for us our
inheritance of the social credit, the reward
of long ages of toil: simply it claims for
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us our credit. Banal as it sounds, there is
no Liberty without Economic Freedom, and
Douglas has defined Liberty as “freedom to
choose or refuse ONE thing at a time.” (The
writer’s emphasis). The National Dividend
which is claimed for all would end for most
their material disabilities and limitations.
While such remain there is no freedom in
the Social Credit sense.

We can only touch here on the evils
brought about by a non-Christian philosophy,
but it is now well-known if not acknowledged
- that a faulty-no-good, won’t-work-system of
Economics which of course includes Finance, is
one of the causes of War if not the chief. It
is a cause of war in every village, of trouble
in every workshop. The trend today is for
centralisation — its brand is everywhere
~ and this is incompatible with Social Credit
philosophy, which favours the individual and
encourages his initiative. For the much better
results, which come from such a free mind, we
have evidence today and on the battlefields of
the last Great War.

Which of us has not seen many examples
of this divine quality of personal initiative,
divine spirit, of man’s creative impulses
unrealised, discouraged, trodden down,
frustrated till it was quenched, and the men in
whom it once dwelt saddened, dispirited, often
ruined in calculated and quite unmerited rain.

We call for a policy built on the living
foundations of the bountiful and beneficial laws
of Nature, in Economics and Finance, the way
the Universe works, the way the Engineers, the
bridge-builder the Architect has to.

We are led to believe that rather than
correct the faulty functioning of civilized life
to reflect Reality — and the teachings of Jesus
have shown us the way — the only alternative
to repeated war or the astonishing and
unnecessary paradox of poverty amid plenty,
is to be found in schemes such as Federal
Union, The Police State, United Nations
Organisations, each of which is instituted
“to put things right”, the fundamentals of
which is the intensification of centralised
government, and “the sacrifice of our National
and individual sovereignty”, and, to a “central
Authority”, (but who this is or to whom
answerable is not stated; “Quis custodier ipsos
custodes.”). You will agree that these are grave
threats. They are totally incompatible with
Social Credit

I will close with a quotation from Frank
Lloyd Wright the distinguished architect:

“1 believe man’s nature is still sound,
and recognise that science has done well, but
I know that science cannot save us, Science
has given us miraculous tools but what use
are they unless we have mastered the cultural
use of them in man’s relation to man? We do
not want to live in a world where the machine
has mastered the man, we want to live in a
world where man is master of the machine.”
And Major Douglas would add “and of the
institution which should serve hijm.”

The great Disciple wrote: “Prove all
things” and his Master said: “The truth
shall make you free.”



























