
III

ANTI-MODERNISM

Introduction

Hope’s antagonism towards free verse reaches passionate proportions.
It is the one area of his thought that brings out the poet’s personality,
despite his views on the need to suppress personality when creating
a poem. He is a poet who, outside the poem, happily acknowledges
the mask he wears, being as an actor entering a situation, an emotion or
a particular belief, testing them while he creates something new. On all
other issues he appears tranquil and assured, but it seems he has an
engagement here that defies his stated preference for detachment.

Current theory would not be sympathetic to Hope’s view that
free verse cannot be termed poetry. Nevertheless, current theory
cannot on its own terms eradicate any perspective as defunct. Much
of Hope’s argument outlined in The New Cratylus relies on his view that
poetry has a unique access to a musical realm through rhyming and
rhythmic schemes. Of course, there are all kinds of music and there are
many ideological, cultural and aesthetic reasons why free verse emerged
when and how it did. Hope is impatient and irritated by any show of
enthusiasm or support for experimental art, rapping over the knuckles
any favourite poet or critic of his — Chris Wallace-Crabbe, for example
— who dared to explore the territory with a scholarly or artistic eye.

Many entries in the notebooks oppose modernist stratagems and
preoccupations; Hope felt that an obsessional quest to record the
personal, the confessional and the immediate was eradicating the music
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and craft endemic to traditional verse forms. Perhaps, he argues, there is
an unnecessary conflict between those who wish only to remember
and those who in wishing to foretell attempt, too aggressively, to forget.

Hope’s role as an anti-modernist applies primarily to his antago-
nism to the practice of free verse. It does not signify that he was not
a modern poet. Vincent Buckley points out that Hope was ‘in an
intriguing and unconventional sense a modern poet … Other poets,
English and Irish, expressed admiration of his power. His forms intrigued
them; they were forms which, while drafting rules for formality, spoke
very directly of their concerns, of which they had quite a breadth; they
were direct to the reader, they created an utterance, they enforced their
central concerns with lateral perceptions … [and] they intrigued the
reader with the newness of the old’.1

Hope saw the modernists as becoming increasingly obsessed with
representing the processes of other functions of other arts, appropri-
ating and commenting but not creating something new. Nevertheless,
the philosophies and metaphysical views that Hope channelled into his
art stemmed from modernist preoccupations. As a modernist poet and
philosopher, his art entailed a reconfiguring of ancient mythology and
biblical stories, a subversion of Newtonian concepts of time, a distrust of
systems of knowledge that attempted to represent any long-term truth,
and a production of a unique kind of subjectivication, which, although in
flight from the personal, dealt with the alienation, isolation, grief and
despair involved in living in a secular age. Nevertheless, when Hope
explores what is lost when modernist writers ignore the stories buried in
old myths (whether Greek or European) and suggests that writers might
return to them in the future, he has not foreseen that these myths in
being sterotypically white ‘male’ ones would be seen as lacking a wider
application in a world that has learnt well the lessons and insights that
have emerged from post-colonial, feminist and queer theory.

One can accept Hope’s arguments against free verse on their own
terms, even if one is opposed to them. His craft as a poet, the seductive
nature of his vast subject matter and the sheer beauty of his imagery
and structure ensure that what he has to say about poetry and its
construction deserves to be heard. It is, nevertheless, difficult to accept
his views on modern painting and music. His severe criticism of some
modern painting (never specified) does not seem to stem from a posi-
tion of knowledge, tending in its delivery to be fed by taste and
misinformed rage rather than from the vantage point of someone
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educated in this area. Although it can be conceded that there exist
examples of modern poetry and modern painting that warrant disap-
proval, given that Hope does not refer directly to specific modern
paintings, it is difficult to assess his condemnations. Hope writes: ‘What
disturbs me, I think, with poetry and painting is that I have always held
that the arts properly explore and create new values, yet these writers
and painters often seem not to be creating anything.’2Hope’s anti-
modernist position is a complex one, in the intellectual integrity that
feeds it and in the rage it engenders in him.

DE-CREATION OF VALUES I

Reading a good deal of ‘modern’ poetry and looking at ‘modern’
painting I find myself moved and irritated, responding and repelled.
‘Modern’ music produces no effect except a desire to stop listening so
that it is not in question. What disturbs me, I think, with poetry and
painting is that I have always held that the arts properly explore and
create new modes of experience and in the process create new values,
yet these writers and painters often seem not to be creating anything
any more than they re-create the other function of the arts.

What they do produce could best be described as morbid growths
on the healthy body. We ought to have a word for another process or
gift: the Decreative Talents, talents which operate like cancers and
have the same sort of relation to healthy creation as a cancer or
a tumour has to healthy and normal cell-growth.

If one were to follow up this analogy one might suggest that one
feature of a cancerous growth is that it is a community of cells out of
control or touch with the rest of the cell-community and its organisa-
tion. Sometimes the rebels are harmless and produce warts or benign
tumours, at others they prove destructive to the whole body.

There might be a point in looking at some art ‘movements’ in
this way. They are nearly all marked by a withdrawal from ordinary
society, the creation of a society of artists, who begin by despising the
tastes and views of the society around them, and end by losing touch
with ‘ordinary men’ altogether.

In our society the poets represent the benign cancer, a meaning-
less but harmless mass of cells, an effusion and vast effloration of
images and feelings, stimulations of sensibility of no use or interest to
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living minds. Painting has imposed itself on our society, it is fashion-
able, revered, studied and propagated; it represents the malignant
cancer.

The decreative arts of course protect themselves by a cunning
mimicry of the creative ones, and it is difficult to attack them without
being accused of attacking art in general.

— Book VIII, 1964, pp. 4–5.

DON GIOVANNI

One thing lost to modern literature is the fertilising convention of
certain themes or legends which writers take up again and again as
the Greek dramatists took up the legendary themes of tragedy or as
medieval story-tellers worked and reworked the themes of their prede-
cessors. Such a convention has many uses and advantages. It provides
the literary tradition itself with a common set of themes continually
fruitful and stimulating of new genius, gives it homogeneity and
provides it with norms and standards of achievement. It provides and
keeps alive certain archetypal images and ideas which are fertilising to
the imaginative energies of the grown man as the archetypal stories of
childhood are in establishing common patterns and figures of the
general mind; it gives to genius a field already worked and enriched
for a fresh creation, which has already evident a body of great work in
which a new creation is ready to grow and it provides a challenge that
tests and raises the powers of genius; more important, a subject of this
sort is inexhaustible. Far from tending to become worked out or
exhausted by repeated treatment, it exhibits the depth and range of
imagination, a profundity that is often lost when literature continu-
ally seeks to exploit only new themes and in consequence is never
forced to explore them to the depths, to meditate on their ultimate
significance.

Modern European tradition has tended to return to classical
legend or to work over old forms while finding new legends. Its one
continuing source of repeated treatment has been the Christian
legend and this has had its importance, though it has been a minor
one. The Bible was unfortunately too sacred a text for a secular imagi-
nation to work freely upon. Since 1400 AD, few of the universal
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legends have arisen and few have taken root to be treated and re-
worked by men of genius in successive generations. The only
examples I can think of are the romances of chivalry treated by
Cervantes, by Pulci, Boccaccio and Ariosto and by Spenser. Had
Milton followed his earlier impulse he might have given us another
example instead of Paradise Lost. But these like classic and Christian
themes are not in themselves the product of modern European
Civilisation. They have been taken over from another time or race.
The Faust legend and the Don Juan legend are almost the only ones
that have taken root and been the inspiration of successive genera-
tions of genius. Both are universal themes deeply rooted in the form
of our civilisation and both are still fertile and unexhausted.

Apart from the innumerable lesser writers who have attempted
the theme with more or less success and with more or less insight, the
legend of Don Juan, has been illuminated and re-treated by a succes-
sion of genuises who have penetrated its tremendous and slightly
absurd mystery and built up for future time the test and challenge to
new creative genius. Terco, de Molina, Molière, Mozart, Da Ponte,
Byron, Pushkin. There is a study to be done here which would illumi-
nate much that is dark to and a challenge to the present age.

— Book IV, 1955, pp. 71–3.

THE NEW CRITICISM

In so far as the New Criticism, so-called, now becoming popular in
America has anything to recommend it, it is simply a return to the old
texte expliqué of classical teaching. In so far as it is theoretic and
pretentious, it is like a man who will not be able to tell you whether a
girl or a rose is beautiful until he has studied them under a microscope
[See Meanjin, No. 1, 1957]. The concern of the critic is with beauty
and if beauty resides in minute particulars, as Blake averred, it is also
true that minute particulars do not in themselves make beauty. But
I gather that the new critics reject the word, beauty, as the new deists
solve their problems by ignoring the word God.

It is valuable in asking that criticism be concerned only with the
poem as a [Ding an Sich], not with the poem as biography, social or
literary history. But it becomes absurd when it ignores what biography,
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history and literary history have to tell us about the poem — as absurd
as a man who tried to read a foreign language without using a
dictionary for the words he did not know.

— Book V, 1957–58, p. 16.

REMEMBERERS AND FORELOOKERS

The Rememberers know only the past and tend to think themselves
worse than their ancestors. What the Forelookers tell them about the
future seems to them loathsome and barely comprehensible. At the
same time they are ashamed of themselves and their attachment to
the past, for it seems to imply a lack of imagination, enterprise, daring
and freedom. They call themselves the Slaves of Time and justify
themselves as the conservers of tradition. But they cannot help them-
selves. It is their nature and without this food they wither and decay.

The Forelookers are in love with the future and spend happy
lives disagreeing with one another’s prophecies and predictions. They
despise the past and are embarrassed to have to acknowledge their
debt to it and their connexion with it, as a man might be if he had to
carry his own placenta about with him, still attached by the umbilical
cord. They are proud of their emancipation and consider themselves
aggressive creative, and free.

To the Assessors who visit this country from time to time for
their instruction and amusement, it seems that the two races are
equally deluded about themselves. The limited power of the
Rememberers to forecast the processes of the future and their compar-
ative indifference to change and progress, leaves them in fact much
more free to choose than the Forelookers who have made a science of
prediction and find themselves bound in every choice by foreknowl-
edge of the outcome. And the Rememberers are the really creative
and imaginative party for a similar reason. Not only is the substance
of their minds richer with the traditional stores of past time, but the
very frame and pressure of their minds conduces them to let ideas
grow naturally, to develop towards ends not in themselves at first fore-
seen or even predictable, whereas the Forelookers by their very habit
of mind are for the most part incapable of this. They propose an end
and work towards it most efficiently. But because they are trained to
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eschew dream and fantasy in the interest of accurate prediction, they
never create anything. They produce very ingenious variations and
developments of what already exists but can never produce anything
new except by accident. The two races embarrass each other for this
reason. The Rememberers find the Forelookers not only sterile and
superficial but destructive. They can do nothing against their incom-
prehension of what the Rememberers call the real nature of man and
the real values of the world. As the Forelookers are so often the plan-
ners, the activists, the collectors of power, they regard them as
extremely dangerous. The Forelookers would like to despise and
ignore the Rememberers, but in fact they are unable to leave them
out of account. This is because they constantly find that their predic-
tions are upset and deranged by the contribution of the Rememberers
to the changing patterns of society. And because this contribution is
truly creative and therefore unpredictable, it completely baffles the
powers of the Forelookers. They attempt to meet this by getting
control of the processes of education in such a way as to stultify the
gifts of the Rememberers, by encouraging ‘progressive’ substitutes for
the traditional arts and customs. But the substitutes lack charm and
vitality to such an extent that people are always apt to revolt and
return to the true bread of life — even members of their own race are
apt to be seduced.

— Book VI, 1960, pp. 59–61.

THE HISTORICAL SENSE I

This is not quite the same as a sense of history. The present age is
probably superior to any preceding age in its sense of history. It knows
more about the past; it knows it more fully and accurately; it is better
able to avoid anachronisms of thought, of feeling and hence of inter-
pretation. It is less apt to make comparative judgements of value, to
consider itself self-evidently better or worse, in terms of the things
that make human life worthwhile, than some other age or civilisation.

But if it has a better sense of history, I cannot see that it is better
equipped with what I call historical sense: the awareness of the limita-
tions on its own bases of judgement. It sees itself as an end product.
It sees the past as what gives meaning to the present, but it also sees
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the past as having existed in order to give meaning to the present, and
it does not think of itself in the same way in respect of the future.
A man who judges his parents in terms of what they have done for
him, ignoring or discounting what they did for themselves, a man who
judges his children in terms of how they affect him, may be said to
lack the historical sense.

— Book VIII, 1965, p. 42.

DE-CREATION OF VALUES II

There is something to add to the remarks on the difficulty of distin-
guishing the De-creative arts from the truly creative. It is not simply
a matter of mimicry but of our inability to foresee and therefore to see
the present in terms of the future rather than of the past. I find myself
bored and repelled by most so-called ‘abstract’ painting and sculpture,
which seems to me monotonous, meaningless, pretentious and arbitrary.
But no doubt there were people like me who felt the same about the first
attempts to produce pure music, music enjoyed for the ‘abstract’ pattern
of sounds alone, unassociated with words of a song or chant or the tradi-
tional movements of a miming or a sacred dance. One can imagine them
judging the idea by the efforts of musicians not yet habituated to think
in pure musical ‘forms’ and still fumbling to free themselves from the
literary or ritual or choreographic associations of some musical phrases,
perhaps of the whole resources of music as it then was. These critics
could have no conception of what might emerge as Bach, Mozart,
Beethoven or Vitoria evolved new forms and perfected them.

On the other hand the fact that the argument will not in any
case apply in literature may make us cautious in accepting the view
that the same argument as applies in the case of music can apply in
that of painting or sculpture. There is a difference for example, in the
case of poetry, which is fatal to the analogy. Poetry cannot be ‘freed’
from ideas, words, expression because its material is just that. To ‘free
it’, as some of the pure-poetry fanatics have tried to do, is to extin-
guish it. The real analogy is that of freeing poetry from its associations
with music, dance and drama. This has already been done and poetry
is now as ‘pure’ an art as music. But painting and sculpture have never
been mixed arts in this sense. They have sometimes been constrained
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by religious or hieratical conventions, but soon freed themselves.
Their ‘literary’ themes do not impose restrictions on the pictorial
forms even in historical painting and the representation of forms is
essential to these arts since they are bound to create forms of their
own if they abandon those existing in nature. The analogy with music
is inexact since the forms of language or dance are not musical forms,
the forms of nature are pictorial forms just as much as those invented
by the artist.

— Book VIII, 1965, pp. 70–2.

POETRY AND THE UNREAL

What seems to us unreal in experience from time to time may do so
because the events are so strange and improbable, so unfamiliar or
fantastic or because we ourselves have that curious feeling that even
familiar things for some reason have become unreal, remote or utterly
indifferent to us. In either case we are able to see that if this state of
affairs persists too long it ceases to have its effect. Indeed the unreal
can only appear so if we have a strong hold on reality, just as the
unusual can only impress us as such if we are accustomed to some-
thing else that we regard as normal. The reverse, of course, is not true.
We do not recognise the real by the unreal, the usual by the abnormal.

One problem for poets today is that their product is outside the
ordinary range of experience. The poets themselves feel this and
when they are conscious of it as well, they must envy the writers of
[those] ages and places when poetry was a part of daily life and there
was no conscious feeling of unreal, unnatural or abnormal activity in
producing it.

— Book VIII, 1965, p. 84.

DRACULA

Re-reading Dracula here in Athens for lack of anything else to read,
and remembering it as a rather tawdry, sensational and sentimental
piece of nonsense, I find myself thinking of it now as a most impressive
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structure under the Victorian and novelettish treatment. Like
Frankenstein, it is a crude masterpiece, a ‘primitive’ in the sense that
certain untrained painters are ‘primitives’, and having a strange force
behind the ‘illiterate’ technique — Stoker of course was only relatively
illiterate, he was not a creative genius, any more than was Mary
Shelley. Both were educated in the ordinary literary sense. Both
Frankenstein and Dracula have demonstrated their quality in spite of
their crudeness. This is the rare and exciting quality of bringing into
being an archetypal figure of the general imagination: something that
transcends literature and the merely literary imagination.

They could have been figures and myths like those of Faust and
Don Juan, had they not come too late. Faust and Don Juan were able
to profit by the fact that the old tradition was still in force, the tradi-
tion of successive generations of writers, especially writers of genius,
treating the same myth, drawing out of it all its imaginative riches
and extending its meaning till it embraced and illuminated the world.
But by the time Mary Shelley and Bram Stoker came to write, this
tradition was dead, except in the academic way that produced
Atalanta in Calydon3 and Joyce’s Ulysses. So, in spite of their tremen-
dous hold on popular imagination, in spite of the sign this would have
given to earlier writers of the rich store of material lying there, they
have remained the Ur-Hamlets, the El Burlador de Sevilla’s4 of great
works and master-treatments never to be written while the modern
delusions about ‘originality’ continue.

Perhaps the tradition is not quite dead. The Wagnerian operas
Ulysses, Mourning Becomes Electra and so on are signs that while in
a shamefaced way and trying to pretend to [be] something else, some
of the best creative minds feel the necessity and the waste of offered
riches. Sooner or later writers may return unashamedly to treat the
great themes over and over again, and the bow of Ulysses, in this
sense, will sort out the men from the boys.

It would be interesting to set these four, Don Juan, Faust,
Frankenstein and Dracula against a corresponding four from Greek
imagination — with the Greeks there were so many that it would [be]
a random choice: Heracles, Orestes, Theseus, Oedipus would do —
and to see what conclusions could be drawn.

The four Zoas as Popular Heroes!
Book VIII, 1965, pp. 156–8.page 70
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CONSPICUOUS CONSUMPTION

I keep meeting local American poets, Robert Lowell, Stanley Kunitz,
William Smith, Richard Wilbur, John Ashbery, Adrienne Rich, etc.,
and I get some of their verse and read it when I have met them and
remember the name. I find it very like the verse written in Australia,
but with a feeling of being a little more, and more luxuriously, occa-
sional, as though produced for an audience who could afford a better
product and could equally afford to throw it away when they had used
it once.

My first thought was that this reminds me of something going on
all over the world and that perhaps one sees better in America, where
people are not afraid to follow their noses, what really is going on: the
natural and perhaps quite unconscious response to a civilization
increasingly given over to the idea of using and discarding: highly
finished and acceptable products, but products not really meant to last
and indeed often designed to be replaced by ‘the next year’s model’.

My second thought was: why not? It is well known that language
is a very perishable product, particularly on the side of its emotional
habits. With all the help of a literary tradition, supported by educa-
tion, much of the poetry of the past perishes in a way that pictures or
music do not, or do to a lesser degree. The other arts present us with
direct sensual material, poetry only with code and symbol capable for
a time, and while poet and audience share a common set of habits and
experiences, of transferring the dance from one mind to others. But
a new set of habits, a new fashion, other corps of taste can intervene
to cripple the old code. We often get surprising results from Chaucer
or Milton or Pope, but we should not deceive ourselves. They are not
always those the poems were written for and the effects we get from
Homer or the Rig-Veda are probably even more remote from those
intended by their authors. They are now artifacts of a kind that would
have surprised their original audience. They are often mere effects of
time, of the loss of old and the addition of new contexts of history.

What may be happening on a larger scale than we think is that
a quite serious but ephemeral poetry is replacing or at any rate
invading the field of poetry traditionally written to last. The condi-
tions of the small cultural group, the tribe or culture held together by
a single tradition and set of values, which favours a ‘permanent’
poetry, are less and less possible in the amorphous great societies of
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today. It is not really that poets imitate manufacturers, but the same
forces act on both in different ways. You can say if you like that poetry
becomes a sort of journalism, in that, however well he writes no jour-
nalist expects what he writes to have any permanency. It might be
better to say that poetry has begun to move into the range of arts like
dancing and cooking. No cook expects his cake to be eaten twice. All
cooking is occasional and so is most modern poetry.

— Book IX, 1967, pp. 68–70.

DEATH IN THE CELL

‘The cell itself is surrounded by a cell-membrane. About 75Å
thick, this is more than a mere boundary and is seen to contain
three layers. It is believed to be composed of two layers of
protein each 20Å across, enclosing a fat (lipid) layer of 35Å.
This characteristic structure is seen with the same dimensions
in all cells and has been termed the unit membrane. It forms
a permeable but highly selective barrier for the cell, which
can distinguish various chemical molecules and atoms, rapidly
passing and concentrating some, while excluding others. The
loss of this property is perhaps the most characteristic indica-
tion of cell death.’

Royston Clowes: The Structure of Life, p. 24.

This (the last sentence) is equally true of multicellular organisms and
perhaps truest of all in the world of taste and ideas. What seems to be
happening in the arts at present is a breakdown of the selective
process which we vaguely call taste. Useless and even lethal elements
are let in, amounts are not regulated, necessary and useful substances
are excluded; the organisation on which the mind depends for the
practice and enjoyment of specific kinds of art is starved, distorted
and finally dies. A mind so ruined cannot regenerate itself though the
man continues to live and to go through the motions of attending
exhibitions, reading books, learning concepts. All real discrimination
is lost and he can be imposed on by any sterile or poisonous fabulum:
pop art, noise-machines, or the elaborate verbalisations that often
pass for poems today.
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Perhaps the most interesting thought is that it illuminates the
metaphysical notion of death, or rather the ‘point of death’ as the
moment when discrimination ceases, whether it is still possible or not.

— Book IX, 1965–68, pp. 81–2.

THE ‘DIALOGUE OF ONE’

One inevitably spends so much of one’s life writing for an audience —
in the case of poetry, largely an imaginary audience — that one gets
out of the way of thinking of the alternative: writing as a sort of
talking to oneself — or rather of ‘pure talking’, as it were: no holds
barred, no reservations, no translations, no need to compromise in
any way. In literature I can think of no examples. Those that come to
mind, the eccentrics, the cranks, the beatniks, the pure expression
boys are just the reverse: people who have given up and let them-
selves run loose, but always with a public in view — a kind of
exhibitionism: come and watch my pure ego perform!

It is in things like the later paintings of Goya, the last quartets of
Beethoven and in his Goldberg and Diabelli Variations,5 that I feel
I am observing an artist using his art to talk to himself about things
beyond social communication at all.

— 12–VII–71
— Book XII, 1971, p. 98.

THE FLIGHT FROM CHARACTER

It would surely be one of the interests of the future to consider the
flight from character which has marked my age. I remember some
rather suspect argument from McDougall in my youth on the distinc-
tion of character and personality.6 But the distinction stands even if
the reasons were shaky. Personality is related to character in something
the same way that the total physical body is related to the bone-struc-
ture. In the past education put the stress on character, in the last
hundred years it has shifted to an emphasis in developing the person-
ality, the individual persona. What no one seems to have noticed is
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that the educators have used the psychology of their day as a means of
eroding the idea of character altogether. Soon we may have the means
to produce a charming skin with nothing to hang it on.

— Book XV, 1973, p. 37.

MORE ANSWERS

Dante and Virgil give Mr T. S. Eliot a Straight Talking To7

On the bare cornice of Hell’s seventh crater
We met a shade who said his name was Tom,
After that saint men call the Dubitator.

He would not say what country he was from,
But claimed a major poet among the living
And minor prophet of the wrath to come

Had been his lot. Then, not without misgiving
This Thomas Stearns was questioned by my master
About his life and works, till he, perceiving

What poets we were and where we found him, cast a
Dismal eye on that infernal ground,
Admitting he had been a poetaster.

‘And yet,’ said he, ‘on earth my verse was crowned
With Laurel which this air below has blasted.
Tell me, you glorious pair, whose names resound

‘Through time, whose mighty poems have outlasted
The empires that they celebrated, say
Why were my life-long efforts largely wasted?

‘By what misfortune did I go astray
In middle life — though one of you came through it,
In that same wood where he, too, lost his way?’page 74
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Then Vergil turned to me and said, ‘Although it
Is now too late for him to mend the matter,
Should we not succour this unhappy poet?’

‘Poet born or made? — I rather think the latter —
He was a banker, now he needs a broker.
He has his death — we do not need to flatter,

‘But, in the hand Fate dealt him, find the joker.’
Then I to him: ‘Do you remember, brother,
A poem of yours that touched me once, East Coker?

‘If I recall, in that, somewhere or other,
You made a humble and sincere confession,
But called your native tongue a false step-mother.

‘Could you repeat it to us here in session,
We shall speak truth, with pity as we can,
Though mercy makes no part in our profession.’

‘Yes, truth untempered to a truthful man.
From men in whom the truth was proved and tried!
Speak on! Winnow my wheat and bolt my bran!

‘This is what in those bad last years’ I cried:
‘So here I am, in the middle way, having had twenty years —
Twenty years largely wasted, the years of l’entre deux —
Trying to learn to use words, and every attempt 
is a wholly new start, a different kind of failure.
Because one has only learned to get the better of words
For the thing one no longer has to say, or the way in which
One is no longer disposed to say it. And so each venture
Is a new beginning, a raid on the inarticulate
With shabby equipment always deteriorating 
In the general mess of imprecision of feeling,
Undisciplined squads of emotion. And what there is to conquer
By strength and submission, has already been discovered 
Once or twice, or several times, by men whom one cannot hope
To emulate …’
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He broke off, weeping then, and while we waited
Stale airs swirled round us from the nether pit,
Till he, his passion some degree abated,

Resumed: ‘In the same poem, I admit,
I called the old poetic forms of verse
For our new modern talents quite unfit,

‘Yet owned and I went farther and fared worse:
That was a way of putting it — not very satisfactorily:
A periphrasic study in a worn-out poetic fashion,
Leaving one still with the intolerable wrestle 
With words and meaning. The poetry does not matter.

The poetry does not matter! The thing was said,
I thought my master caught his breath in token
Of anger or impatience, but instead

He gazed at our poor shade when he had spoken
In wonder and in pity; then began:
‘Was this then verse I heard, so lame, so broken

‘That none could tell its measure or make it scan?
Words obey him alone who leads them dancing,
Not him who works to your drill-sergeant plan.’

‘You cannot hope to call forth their entrancing
Hid music, nor breathe life into their clay
Until the word of metre sets them glancing,

‘Gleaming with light on their celestial way.
Your melancholy half-prose was a venture
Doomed from the start: What more is there to say?’

He paused as though the sill of further censure
Tempted him on; then, smiling turned to me:
‘Dante, who shares with you this misadventure
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‘Of the dark wood and the lost way, will be
A safer guide.’ And I to him in wonder
No less than Virgil’s, cried: ‘What fallacy

‘Or misconception did you labour under,
Misguided man? Real poets never “try 
to use words”, as you put it; your first blunder

‘Was treating them like slaves or tools. The high
Art that we serve begins with Love and patience
To learn to let the words use us. They fly

‘Like leaves from autumn gales, your machinations
To “get the better of them”, trick, compel.
Your next fault was to take poetic fashions

‘As your concern at all; a sense of smell
Is all a poet needs against decay;
The naked muse, the native tongue rebel

‘When poets tell them what to wear each day.
Old forms are not outmoded by new speech,
Nor next year’s fruit by roots in yesterday.

‘What language was this that you could not reach,
So transitory, so ephemeral?
And what truth was it, so worthwhile to teach

‘One day, the next day not worth saying at all?
Journalists plan such perishable wares,
But poets should not beat the beck and call

‘Of trivial word-flux and such current affairs
As a year’s commerce renders out of date.
Truth ignores fashion and Beauty never cares.

‘Your worst fault was to underestimate
Your own gift, or deny it altogether:
Poets do not “raid the inarticulate”;
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‘They waken sleeping images, untether
The captive truths and lead them towards the light,
Break time’s hard frost and foster growing weather.

‘To fertilize the mothering womb aright
Their task: not that mechanical construction
Implied in your description of your plight,

‘Your poem — factory geared for mass-production
Your barracks built to regiment raw squads
Of feelings — drilled for conquest? Or destruction?

‘Such language, friend, reveals you quite at odds
With all true poets know themselves to be:
Earth’s living talismans, the sacred rods

‘That strike her rock and set its waters free.
I marvel at the cause of your affliction,
For I, at least, unlike my guide here, see

‘In you a poet by instinct and conviction;
A poet ruined, but a poet born.’

He left us with a kind of valediction
And faded on the blowing of a horn.

Dante’s sermon is meant to echo the views on poetry and its language
of the author of De Vilgari Eloquentia but only in a general way — not
by direct reference — except theory of the ‘permanent language’.

I hope the echo of Eliot in the last two lines will not be taken
unkindly: it is meant as a tribute to one of Eliot’s real poems — the
section II of Little Gidding where he catches so well the movement of
Dante’s terja rima — [without the rima].

— Book XV, 1974, pp. 144–52.
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A DEFINITION OF POETRY

Mark O’Connor8 has just brought me [a] new definition of poetry by
one of the new generation, Stewart Garret: ‘Poetry: A group of words
artfully arranged to bore the reader.’

This was meant, in part at least, as a joke; but it is a sinister joke
and not altogether a joke. When large numbers of people are not able
to respond to poetry because the habits of response, the traditional
sensibility to this use of words have been lost, poetry must be just that
to the disinherited. And the process has been largely the work of poets
themselves in the last half century of reckless exploitation and experi-
ments, in several generations of contempt for the poetic tradition and
deliberate rejection of the past. Talking to high-school children, as
I often do, I am always finding numbers of them genuinely puzzled by
what seem to them meaningless exercises in verbalisation.

— Book XVI, 1974, p. 29.

INVITATION TO A RESURRECTION

Nobody any more bursts out singing;
Words never dance to a song.
Verse, which once went soaring, winging,
Shambles and shuffles along.
No poet sings any more;
The Muses have all gone arty;
The free-verse voice is a bore;
The voice of a cocktail party.

Nobody any more speaks the word 
Once uttered, to outlast time;
Jargon and journalese are preferred;
Nobody bothers with rhyme.
But who quotes the poets today,
Those blind mouths leading the blind
And nothing at all they say
Has power to enchant the mind.
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Who in any case cares to read them?
Do they read one another, perhaps?
Is it the thought that people don’t need them
Makes them such sociable chaps?

‘Let’s start an anthology, Max,9

— With a cultural grant it’s easy —
We’ll scratch one another’s backs
And publish sludge for the sleazy.

‘Let’s bury Song in our “concrete” coffin,
Abolish rhyme, rhythm and grace;
Let’s be avant-garde once too often
And find ourselves out of the race.’
It’s happened quite often before:
When young Turks have had their fling,
They find they’re not young any more.
Since free-verse voice is a bore,
The voice of street-corner whore,
Will anyone join me and sing?

— Book XVIII, 1975, pp. 36–7.

THE EROSION OF LANGUAGE

The totally unnecessary change to the metric system of measures has
not only impoverished the language, it will shortly be seen to have
damaged the existing monuments of art. Already I feel self-conscious
about using the word ‘miles’ in poetry, whereas the new alternative,
with its pedantic, scientific, technological echoes, its entire lack of
the overtones of the ordinary word, is quite impossible:

‘How many kilometres to Babylon?
Three score and ten.
Can I get there by candle-light?
Aye, and back again.page 80
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No it will not do at all!

‘He that compelleth thee to go a Kilometre with him, go with
him twain.’

Even less.
Or Robert Frost: ‘And kilometres to go before I sleep.’ No,

a thousand times no!
The damage works in two ways: (1) the useful, meaningful, old

and also contemporary word is uprooted and there is nothing to take
its place, for the purposes of poetry; (2) the word so lost becomes
‘literary’ and then archaic so that poems of the past in which it is used
in a quite straightforward way now aquire an old-world, perhaps
precious, overtone which quite alters their effect — as though Frost
had written self-consciously: ‘And leagues to go before I sleep.’

— Forrest Lodge, 26–III–76
— Book XIX, 1976, pp. 42–3.

CONVERSION OF CHAOS

Reading Peter Steele’s thesis on Swift, I come across an enchanting
remark about Tennyson attributed to Carlyle:

‘Alfred is always carrying a bit of chaos around with him and
turning it into cosmos.’10

It is of course what all poets worth the name do all the time, but I am
glad it was said about Tennyson. Gerard Hopkins’ prattle about
Tennyson’s ‘Parnassian’ has damaged him — as though Tennyson
wrote mechanically or mindlessly, or was a victim of his own habitual
eloquence.

But it seems an unlikely remark for Carlyle to have made.
Reading this a few weeks later it occurs to me that a good

description of many modern poets would be: ‘He is always carrying
a bit of the cosmos with him and turning it into chaos.’

— Book XIX, 1976, p. 45. page 81
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THE POETRY EXPLOSION

As the populations of the world get bigger, we find ourselves less and
less able to see the inevitable result in poetry, as, indeed, in all the
arts. The enormous inflated tribe is no longer cohesive, no longer
shares a common social background or a common tradition; the
resources of the language became impoverished and its vocabulary
inflated and etiolated at the same time; the decline in sensibility since
the seventeenth century which Eliott noticed was more probably an
impoverishment of the means of expression and a coarsening of the
possibilities of response.

One would have expected a general failing of interest in poetry
and in a sense this is so: a smaller and smaller proportion of the great
tribe read, write or in any way participate in poetry, but the enormous
growth of numbers and the ease of publication mean that the land
carries more poets to square mile than ever before; and most of them
are concerned with trivialities and [are] such bad craftsmen that their
tedious productions have no inherent interest. The next step is to
mend this state of affairs by organising the poetry industry, by adver-
tising and by reinforcing feeble verse and lack of inspiration by mutual
admiration societies, awards and prizes, conferences and poetry festi-
vals and other cultural orgies. One becomes a poet not by creating
a thing of light and beauty but by becoming a ticket-holding member
of a poetry group or society which is able to publish the effusions of its
members, whatever their quality by getting a cultural grant from the
public purse.

This week I have received two notices through the mail which
reflect this state of affairs. One is an invitation to allow my particulars
to appear in a reference work called Men of Distinction — no, Men
of Achievement. As a poet I am to be flattered by appearing with
generals, statesmen, scientists and actors who have made a name for
themselves. As anyone eligible to appear in these pages is already
likely to have his name in a variety of Who’s Who type of publications,
it is clear that Men of Achievement is [a] pure vanity publication.
As far as poets are concerned it is a simple promotion stunt.

The other notice concerns a publication called The Poet’s
Yearbook 1976. The blurb reads:
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The only comprehensive survey of present [day] poetry activi-
ties in Great Britain and Ireland. 316 poetry publishers with
latest titles (844 works of poetry and 250 books about poetry
and poets). 20 record companies. Index of published authors.
146 poetry magazines and 71 others which publish poetry. 101
local poetry groups in all parts of the country. 137 poetry
awards, fellowships and money-making opportunities for poets.
Details of grants available to both poets and publishers … arti-
cles on the selection of markets etc, etc.

And with all this commercial hubbub of ‘present day poetry activi-
ties’, to reflect that since the death of Yeats England has been without
a single outstanding poet and that in the swarming undergrowth: ‘The
sound is forced, the notes are few’!

The busy, social, commercial activity is just as evident in this
country. It is strange to people of my generation for whom poetry was
a solitary and private occupation.

— 6–II–76
NB: Used in my speech at Monash University 19–V–1976.

— Book XIX, 1976, pp. 25–8.

BUILT IN OBSOLESCENCE

I had expected that ‘free verse’ would have a limited span of life but it
seems to be on the increase everywhere. In the last few months the
new editors of Meanjin and Quadrant11 have published nothing else,
the Canadian magazines have long been taken over by its flabby
shuffle. The dance of language seems to have been forgotten. Those
who practice it are growing older and none of the young care to learn
the craft properly. They prefer the easy way. Because anyone can write
free verse and no one can write it well for long. Its formlessness
defeats even the best talents. I find this depressing, but this morning
I was cheered by a new thought. The habit in the manufacturing
world of ensuring that its products will wear out in a reasonable time
and have to be replaced by new models seems to me to be precisely
what a majority of poets now writing seem to be doing. Free verse is
admirable for their purpose; it may catch attention for the moment
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but because it has no form it is not easy to recall. It is not memorable
or to be valued for itself and soon crumbles. Because most of it is
about little personal observations of no abiding interest, its triviality
tends to the same result. And so does the immense over-production
— another point in which poetry is in line with gadget manufacture.

Bad poetry is depressing in itself but there is no need to be
depressed about it as an historical event. It carries within itself its own
principle of built-in obsolescence.

Another Age shall see the golden Ear
In brown the Slope and nod on the Parterre,
Deep Harvests hide their rotting contraband,
And laughing Ceres re-assume the land.12

6–VII–1970
— Book XX, 1977, pp. 15–16.

WORD INTERPLAY

I am writing a note about Randolph Stow’s poems and intent on the
problem of the date of his ‘The Ship Becalmed’.13 I write that ‘it is in
regular stanza form, metre and style of the poems in his verse volume’,
instead of ‘in his first volume’. The substitution, occurring quite
unconsciously, is just the sort of thing the Dream Team is always apt
to do. At times, as here, one suspects a kind of intentional pun (I was
going on to remark that Stow in the first book of poems which he
later referred to as ‘juvenilia’ had showed a remarkable command of
the traditional techniques of verse, for so young a poet and that his
later loosened-up, semi-free verse was often not nearly so effective).
In other cases it seems to have no perceptible object and to be a purely
mechanical slip or confusion.

16–VIII–77
— Book XX, 1977–79, p. 22.
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THOMAS GRAY ON MODERN ART

Some frail memorial still erected nigh
with uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture decked
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh14

Of course if Gray had been given a foresight of present day verse and
painting or sculpture, it is unlikely that he would have paid it exactly
that tribute. It is more likely to have been a cry of dismay and
incredulity. The sigh is left to us who have to accept these monsters as
an accomplished fact.

— Book XX, 1977, p. 48.

NEWS ITEM:THE SAVAGE BEAST

‘Moscow, Sunday, AAP-Reuter — A wolf that had been worrying
sheep at a State farm near Minsky is behind bars in Leningrad
Zoo, because of its fondness for tango music, Tass reports. 

Shepherds were playing tango records for their own
amusement and the wolf became so enraptured [that] it was
easily caught.’

Canberra Times, 9–IV–79.

Hm!
But I do recall that John Burton15 when he left politics and

farmed at Weetangera told me that he found his cows gave more milk
if music was played to them during the milking and that the yield
while they listened to Mozart was far ahead of that for any other
composer. That for pop-music and jazz was the lowest. It is possible
that the legend of the dolphins ravished by the sounds of Orion’s harp
has a basis of fact. Dr Lilley16 does not seem to have tested dolphins
for this but he has suggested that we might impress the ‘singing’
humpback and sperm whales by letting them hear a symphony
orchestra adapted to their own range of sound.

page 85
Dance of the Nomad

             



Journalists are apt to garble news they do not get at first hand
and to make up such cock-and-bull stories when news is in short
supply, but I hope the story of the wolf is true and that Leningrad Zoo
has arranged tango programs for him (or her).

— Book XX1, March, 1979, pp. 5–6.

ON BLAKE’S PROPHETIC BOOKS

‘When this verse was first dictated to me, I considered it a mono-
tonous cadence like that used by Milton and Shakespeare and
all writers of English Blank Verse … But I soon found that
in the mouth of a true orator such monotony was not only
awkward, but as much a bondage as rhyme itself. I therefore
hope to have produced a variety in every line, both of cadence
and number of syllables … etc.’

(Jerusalem, ‘To the Public’)

‘I am not ashamed, afraid or averse to tell you what ought to be
told: That I am under the direction of Messengers from Heaven,
Daily and Nightly …’ 

(Letter to Thomas Butts, 1802, 
during the composition of Jerusalem.)

Memory of these two passages and of the dreary result, for the most
part, of the combination of angelic dictation with Blake’s perverse
theory of poetic rhythm led me suddenly to the following:

How could the angels of Apocalypse 
Dictate such dull lines for a poet’s lips?
Not fluent enough in English, I suppose,
They thought he wrote in prose.

— Book XXI, 1980, pp. 77–8.
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TESTING,TESTING

In this selection Hope has taken a poem by Auden and transposed it
into what he sees might be a typical ‘free verse’ representation of the
content of Auden’s poem.

Dear, though the night is gone,
Its dream still haunts to-day,
That brought us to a room
Cavernous, lofty as
A railway terminus,
And crowded in that gloom
Were beds, and we in one
In a far corner lay.

Our whisper woke no clocks,
We kissed and I was glad
At everything you did,
Indifferent to those
Who sat with hostile eyes
In pairs on every bed,
Arms round each other’s neck,
Inert and vaguely sad.

O but what worm of guilt
Or what malignant doubt
Am I the victim of,
That you then, unabashed,
Did what I never wished,
Confessed another love;
And I, submissive, felt
Unwanted and went out?

Let this evening go by, now,
My love — yet the dream still shafes away at
What has brought us together, here in this room
High as a cave and mute
As the last cold station
In that night lined with criss-crossed beds.
We lie on the one
Set furtherest apart.
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Our whispers don’t push at time:
We kiss, I’m delighted
With everything you do,
Even though the others alongside me
Are watching from their beds
With hate in their eyes
And slack, exhausted hands.

Where’s the sin, what’s the mistake,
The uneasiness flooded with regret
That makes me the victim
When quickly, not hesitating, you accomplish
What I’d never consent to?
Softly you tell me
You’ve taken someone else
And, full of sadness, I feel myself
The odd man out, and quickly leave.

— Book XXI, 1980, pp. 95–6.

THE DEATH OF CRITICISM

Reading an essay, ‘The Experimental Artist’ by Christopher Wallace-
Crabbe17 I find myself disturbed by his indifference to craftmanship.
When he went to America, he who was a craftsman-like poet, seems
to have absorbed some of the current heresies. At any rate he
returned writing sloppy and verbose ‘free verse’. The essay opens with
a pose of impartiality: 

Over the past century … the association of art with the cutting
edge of experience has had a remarkably good innings. The
experimental arts are respectable and prestigious. At the same
time ‘craftsmanship’ and ‘skill’ are terms that have suffered
badly: neither writer nor painter nor composer is much flattered
by being acclaimed for mastery of his craft; it is his vision or his
sensibility that matters …
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It soons becomes clear, however, that he subscribes to this view that
vision and sensibility can be conveyed without skill and craft, and
that even down-right bad writing does not matter. A few pages on the
remarks of Norman Mailer whom he hails as ‘“the greatest experi-
mental writer on the job today”… One of the things that makes
Mailer so refreshing is the fact that he, like Lawrence, is constantly
reaching out into lurid or vulgar prose styles’, and of Mailer’s
novel Marilyn: ‘Uneven and often plain bad as the book is, it is at best
a daring and delicate experiment in a new manner’.

Come on, Chris! You used to have a reasonably good literary
judgement. To say that ‘craftmanship’ and ‘skill’ are no longer terms of
praise in the arts is not simply to note an interesting historical change.
It is to say that there has been a general lowering of critical standards
and a corruption of public taste. To say that Mailer, and D. H. Lawrence
before him, constantly lapse into lurid or vulgar prose styles is simply to
say that they are bad writers and to call such bad writing refreshing is to
say that the critic has abandoned any basis of judgement and is totally
confused. He knows it is bad writing and in the same sentence he is
trying to plead the opposite. To say that Marilyn is uneven and often
plain bad should be the end of the matter. It is a bad book and that is
that and as an experiment in a new manner it is seen to have failed.
The fact that you detect ‘great tenderness’ in the author’s attitude is
irrelevant. Nothing excuses bad writing and the attempt to argue that
this bad writing was the only way for the new experiment to succeed
reveals the muddle-headed critic and the muddle-headed novelist alike.

I am reminded of T. S. Eliot (another of Wallace-Crabbe’s
heroes) in his candid confession of failure in ‘East Coker’, which ends
with the statement: ‘The poetry does not matter!’

God in Heaven!
— Book XX1, 1980, pp. 115–18.

‘SHORED AGAINST MY RUINS’

My stand against most of the current trends in poetry seems to me a
hopeless rear-guard action bound in the long run to fail. But I have just
noticed a remark by Allen Tate, quoted from a review and printed on
the back of the dust-cover of New Poems in 1968 (Viking Press Edition):
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The poetry of sensibility which has dominated verse in English
since the Pound-Eliot revolution is declining; and it is likely
that the poetry of statement, such as Hope has reviewed and
mastered, will dominate the second half of the century.

If I could believe that I should be happy. Perhaps the tide is turning
but the turn is so slow that it is imperceptible. Already it is 1980 and
the poetry of sensibility is still in full flood.

— Book XXI, 1980, p. 121.

EXODUS 17, 1–7

‘Lord, just one word
A word in your ear:
Your Chosen People, Lord;
There’s Trouble, I fear.’

‘Don’t bother me, prophet;
I left them in your hand,
Out of Egypt and off it
Right to the Promised Land.’

‘Lord, in these deserts they
Say they’re misled:
“In Egypt anyway
At least we had bread.”

‘Here in your wilderness
They cry: “We thirst!”
There’s no water, I confess.
I fear the worst!’

‘These Children of Israel,
They grumble, they belly-ache.
Show me where to dig a well,
Lord, for heaven’s sake!’page 90
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‘Leave them to me, man;
Just do as I say.
I’ve thought up a plan,
A fine joke to play.

‘They don’t trust my covenant;
They don’t trust you.
I’ll teach them government.
Watch what I do!

‘To Hovels lead on,
The great dry crag;
Say there’s water in the stone;
Man, it’s in the bag!’

‘But this has got to work, Lord.
If it fails to do,
They’ll put me to the sword.
I’ll be just an ex-Jew.’

‘It’s all fixed, Moses;
Don’t be such a kike!
Man moves but God disposes.
Strike, Moses, strike!’

Moses raised his rod;
Tapped that stony face,
Calling on his God
To save the Chosen Race.

Who would have thought a 
Thing could go so wrong?
Instead of clear water,
Out gushed turbid song.

Raucous from the rock
Rock Music broke.
The People stood in shock
At God’s little joke.
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The People then went mad;
They stomped and they roared.
Moses groaned out loud:
‘Watcha doin?, Lord?

‘It’s days now since most
Drank even one drop.
Lord, they’ll all be lost
If this doesn’t stop.’

‘Take it easy, man,
And roll with the punch.
From Beersheba to Dan
I’m through with this bunch.’

‘They murmur, they rebel;
They grumble, they grouch;
Twelve tribes of Israel
Is twenty tribes too much.’

‘Tell it not in G’ceth
Nor in Ashkelon,
But, Moses, write my wrath
On tablets of stone;

‘And when you lead the few
Who survive this day,
Should the Children rubbish you
As such Children may,

‘Don’t forget, Moses;
Moses, don’t you grieve!
We’ve always got Rock Music
Tucked up our sleeve.’

Partly written to get my detestation of so-called Rock Music off my
chest and partly by an incident in Joseph Furphy’s The Buln Buln and
the Brolga.18 I considered a chorus stanza:page 92
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Deadly Rock Music
Could anything be worse?
Rock Music, Rock Music,
God’s final curse!

But feel it would weaken the ballad structure.
— Book XXII, 1981, pp. 40–4.

DIABELLI VARIATIONS
Listening to these once again I am struck with the idea that
Beethoven is not, as I always thought, taking someone else’s musical
idea and using it as a composition of his own, but that he is using it as
an experiment: something there arouses the idea of a work to which
this can lead him, a work totally his own. I have no idea whether
Beethoven found what he was apparently looking for in his long
search — why did he continue to 33, for God’s sake? Beethoven could
have foreseen at that age what the very naive idea of Diabelli could
lead to. But he was obviously looking towards something beyond any
development or continuation of the Diabelli theme: a break-through
into a new creative masterpiece of his own, something out of this
world and out of his own musical world such as we all dream of. I am
at this moment listening to that section where the piano utters only
single and quite separate bass notes, as though the composer was
pausing, listening and waiting for what-might-come-what-perhaps
never came or for this is not a genuine variation one theme.

I am led to reflect how often poets in reading their fellows,
perhaps unconsciously, do the same thing (like these Diabelli Variations).
They do not as they imagine repeat to themselves beloved and envied
lines for their own satisfaction. What they are really doing is looking
for a secret or, even more important, an egress for a spirit already
caught in the web of too many others doing the same thing. 

For this reason perhaps I read my contemporaries less and less —
and with a sense of guilt when I do, ‘What doest thou here Elijah?’

I need the release but I need even more to be released from what
releases me. But I know I am a child of my age and that the new grows
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a bit of the old by a natural process. It is not achieved, as my genera-
tion believed, by a revolutionary process which jettisons the old
completely — or tries to.

The Diabelli Variations are also nearly over and Ludwig is back on
his hand of one note at a time while he waits for the ‘true voice’.
It doesn’t come and he uses his expertise to keep going to the end.
He gets lots of ideas — but not what he was obviously looking for.
He ends up weaving an obvious gown to his own cleverness, which is
what the Diabelli Variations have always been praised for. But, success
or failure, is not this the quest on which all poets, all artists are really
engaged. Who can answer that question? We only know that it draws
us on in spite of everything.

It is this that makes most contemporary criticism out-of-date
before it is even uttered. We have passed them by even before they
started speaking.

What we have left them for their learned judgements is the dry
chrysalis case from which the butterfly has emerged.

— Book XXII, 1982, pp. 95–8.
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Notes
1 Buckley, ‘Ease and the Vernacular : Notes on A. D. Hope’, p. 48.
2 See Hope, Book VIII, 1964–1965, pp. 4–5.
3 See Swinburne, ‘Atalanta in Calydon’ (1865): a drama written in the classical

Greek form, with choruses, notably the hymn to Artemis.
4 See ‘Spanish Literature’, Brittanica ” CD 2000, 1994–98, Encyclopaedia Britannica,

Inc., where El Burlador de Seville is a fictitious character who is the symbol of
libertinism. Originating in popular legend, he was first given literary personality in
the tragic drama El Burlador de Seville (1630;The Seducer of Seville), attributed to
the Spanish dramatist Tirso de Molina.Through Tirso’s tragedy, Don Juan became
a universal character, as familiar as Don Quixote, Hamlet and Faust. Subsequently,
he became the hero-villain of plays, novels and poems; his legend was assured
enduring popularity through Mozart’s opera Don Giovanni (1787).

5 Hope is incorrect here in attributing the Goldberg variations to Beethoven.
The composer of the Goldberg Variations was J. S. Bach.

6 William McDougall was a psychologist. From 1898, McDougall held lectureships
at Cambridge (St John’s College) and Oxford (Corpus Christi College) and was
appointed Professor of Psychology at Harvard (1920–28). McDougall ‘was a
leading critic of the rising tide of behaviourism within psychology. He abhorred its
simple-minded materialism and empiricism that would for half a century set aside
most of human nature as unsuitable for scientific study’. McDougall believed that
behaviourism neglected ‘the innate instinctual, purpose-providing systems’. He was
antagonistic towards ‘confronting behaviourism by means of the banal experi-
ments that were eventually to constitute so much of the twentieth-century
academic psychology’. Hope, who was qualified as a psychologist, in this notebook
reference is most probably referring to the text:William Mc Dougall, Character
and the Conduct of Life. Methuen, London, 1927.

7 This poem was published in Hope, A Book of Answers, pp. 89–92, with the title
‘HOME TRUTHS FROM ABROAD or Dante and Virgil answer Mr.T. S. Eliot’.

8 Mark O’Connor has written plays and short stories but is best known as an
award-winning poet. O’Connor was a close friend of A. D. Hope. See Wilde,
Hooton & Andrews, The Oxford Companion to Australian Literature, pp. 528–9,
where he is referred to as ‘A sensitive and accurate observer of nature …’ and
further: ‘A proponent of phonetically-accurate spelling, he writes a rhythmic verse
that is well suited to oral delivery.’

9 The reference here to ‘Max’ is most likely to Max Harris, who as co-editor of
Angry Penguins, was victim to the ‘The Ern Malley Hoax’.Two Australian poets,
Harold Stewart and James McAuley, who, like Hope, were in opposition to free
verse, created the poet Ern Malley and wrote a collection of poems in free verse.
The failure of Harris and his co-editors to detect the hoax had negative ramifica-
tions on the cause of modernism at that time.

10 See Steele, Peter, Jonathan Swift: Preacher and Jester, PhD, Melbourne University,
September, 1975, p. 254. See further Steele, Peter, Jonothan Swift: Preacher and
Jester. Clarendon Press, Melbourne, 1978, p. 200, where Steele writes, ‘Carlyle is
reported to have said of Tennyson,“Arthur is always carrying a bit of chaos
around with him and turning it into cosmos”.’ Steele writes, ‘Something like this
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is Swift’s intention, though Swift’s “bit of chaos” seems to have been rather
more refractory than Tennyson’s.The world in upheaval is summoned however
temporarily and provisionally, into the harmonies of prose …’ Steele then quotes
a passage from Swift’s Remarks Upon Tindall’s ‘Rights of the Christian Church’.

11 In the mid-1970s until the early 1980s the new editors of Meanjin and Quadrant
were respectively Jim Davidson (1974–82) and Judith Brett (1982) (Meanjin) and
Peter Coleman, Elwyn Lynn and H.W.Arndt (Quadrant).

12 Pope, Epistle IV, to Richard Boyle, Earl of Burlington, line 173–6.
13 Stow has written three collection of poems: Act One (1957); Outrider (1962);

A Counterfeit Silence (1969), and Randolph Stow Reads from His Own Work (1974).
Hope mentions ‘Dr Lilley’ as a source of information here but does not provide
a relevant reference. Such a reference has not surfaced in research.Wallace-
Crabbe, The Experimental Artist, p. Joseph Furphy’s The Buln-Buln and the Brolga,
is a long story that originally formed part of Such is Life (1903); it was deleted
during the revision of Such is Life and was first published in 1948.

14 Gray, Elegy Written in a Country Church-Yard, stanza 20.
15 John Burton was a diplomat in foreign affairs during World War II.
16 See Robert Biegler, ‘Begging in Cephalopods?’ www.dal.ca/-

ceph/T.C.P./octopanrep.html, Dalhousie University, accessed 15/8/02, who makes
reference to Dr John Lilley in the context of discussing sign-tracking (the use of
pleasant and unpleasant stimuli to elicit particular behaviour in animals, birds and
mammals); he notes that Dr Lilley, in the 1960s, believed that dolphins exceeded
the normal expectations of ‘animal’ behaviour. Lilley believed that dolphins had
their own language. Experiments constructed to prove this were not conclusive
at this time.

17 Wallace-Crabbe, ‘The Experimental Artist’.This article that Hope has attributed to
Chris Wallace-Crabbe has not surfaced despite numerous attempts to track it
down.Wallace-Crabbe has only a vague recollection of such an article that he
may have written but was unable to provide the bibliographical reference.

18 Joseph Furphy’s The Buln Buln and the Brolga, is a long story that originally
formed part of Such is Life (1903); it was deleted during the revision of 
Such is Life and was first published in 1948.
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