
VI

SOURCE OF HIS POETRY

Hope seemed to be always on the lookout for a launching pad for his
poetic vision, whether in letters from friends, newspaper articles or the
odd quote he came across in his readings.The titles of his entries and
the titles of his poems provided in the bibliography will demonstrate
how often what began as an idea in the notebooks finally found itself
expressed in a poem.

What is interesting is the diversity of these ‘ideas’. A letter from
a friend and fellow poet demanding reasons for Hope’s silence elicits
a poem from him offering not only the reasons requested but a satirical
treatment of Australian literature. Readers will decide the extent to
which Hope transgresses sensitive areas of race, class and gender.
A discovery that the nightingale, pivotal for Keats’ poem and for the
tradition of European poetry, behaves other than the poets had
supposed, gives Hope cause to demand a respect for ‘truth’.1 Receiving
a letter from Rosemary Dobson that expressed her concern that her
interest in Pausanias’s descriptions was becoming an obsession, Hope
responds with a poem. Noting that Auden wrote a poem attacking 
A. E. Housman in a vicious and personal way, Hope takes on Housman’s
persona and responds to the attack.2 And reflecting on a display of
modern art at the Guggenheim Museum in New York, Hope plans ‘the
judgment of Solomon Guggenheim’ in verse; the works in question are
presumably to be torn in two.

What do these excerpts tell us about Hope as an artist? Hope
often writes about how poetry should ‘create new being’ and ‘should
create new values’.
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It is evident that when Hope chooses to enter into an idea as an
actor to test its assumptions, he does so with preconceived beliefs
about the role of a creator. Consequently, he is preoccupied with the
processes and methods of poetic composition. One becomes aware
when reading the notebooks that he is laying down rules of conduct for
the writer. Hope does see himself as an arbiter of taste and ‘truth’.

He believes, for example, that when creating a symbolic world
there should be a respect for ‘facts’ apparent in the external world. He
will take writers to task if he decides they have behaved reprehensibly.

Hope tells us constantly that knowledge is provisional and that we
cannot name the ultimate truth; nevertheless, he asserts that sources of
truth and magic lie at the heart of biblical stories and ancient mythology.
He surprises us, given his respect for rationality, when he says that
supernatural events may not be discounted rationally. It is in this context
of the irrational that he maintains that blind choices determine our
destiny as much as those we make deliberately, and that dreams are
a rich source of poetic vision and composition.

Hope’s territory is one of paradox. If there is a problematic rela-
tionship between art and ‘reality’, between fact and fiction, between
artistic licence and scientific fact, between choice and determinism,
between artistic control and unconscious forces, Hope has it all ways.

EPISTLE TO V. B. ESQUIRE

My dear brother Vin,3

(Thus to begin
And hang a new pelt on
The bones of Skelton)
You wish to know why
I do not reply;
And I wish to declare —
Nay, more — I shall swear,
Under the eye of God,
I was not in quod;
Took no nasty poxes
From no dirty doxies
In my Equinoxes;
I was not too drunk
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And no wily monk
Lured me into La Trappe
Honi sori to the chap
Who thinks that sort of crap
Puts Hope off the map!
It was not, as you guess,
Any Idleness;
Nor was it the press
Of quorum and committee;
The Truth, more’s the pity,
Is — let it be said —
The Bard was in Bed
With a pair of fat Muses
From whom I took bruises,
Contusions and whacks.
The Beast with Two Backs
Is a fine game to play;
But to roll in the hay
With two ladies at once —
— A pair of sweet c..ts
They undoubtedly were,
But a vigorous pair
And immortals to boot —
Well the root-a-toot-toot
Might keep any bard mute
(As I hope you agree)
Let alone me.
Still I wasn’t too bad;
And a good time was had
By all; and they claim
That I died pretty game,
Which is more, they admit,
Than the rest of Aust. Lit.
Deserves said of it.

They say: ‘We have tried 
Local bards far and wide,
All crowing like roosters,
But bloody poor woosters.
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Such eunuchs and pansies
Are not what we fancies:
We like a Thing mansize.
Well, we started with Homer
And gave his a diploma.
All poets since then 
Have been upstanding men;
Night and day they were at it;
While they raised half a fat, it
Was then Nature’s Law, sir;
Not a bard could withdraw, sir!
From Homer to Chaucer,
From Chaucer to Browning,
They were upping and downing.
No Muse, on to Eliot
Ever lacked a great belly; it
Was downing and upping
And treading and tupping
And breeding and pupping;
All the bards did us over
And we were in Clover!

But here our research
On the rod, pole or perch
Of the bards of Australia
Has ended in failure.
Among these Dinkum Digs,
These Malthusian prigs,
These prim self-abusers,
These slip-rail seducers,
These marsupial prudes,
These epicene nudes,
These Didgery doosters,
These Marxian boosters,
‘Have-beens’ and ‘Once-useters’,
Not a Thing that will stand
In the whole Wide Brown Land!
Not a Muse up the spout!
We have proved, beyond doubt,
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And must state it perforce
(Though we hate to be coarse)
That the Aust. Lit. Prickle
Don’t even tickle.
If it weren’t for yourself
We’d be quite on the shelf,
And James P. McAuley
(A ram that taps brawly)
And last and most luckily
We found Vincent Buckeley.
Now there was a feast!
What a Bard! What a Beast!
One poet at least
Who will futter and utter
Not just fiddle and mutter
…………
And our judgement will stand:
He has hair on his chest,
He is not like the rest
All flower and no root;
His stalk will bear fruit
When he started to stuff
We were soon up the duff,
And as soon, be it said,
We were both brought to bed
Of the best bloody book
Since Captain James Cook
Touched New Holland’s strand.
For the rest of your land:
Let the Jindyworobaks
Chuck it back to the blacks!’

signed (sine dato)
Polyhymnia, Erato

And this, my dear Vin,
Is the god’s truth — don’t grin! —
For my long silent season
And also the reason
I refused Mr Pringle.
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As I sat in my ingle
Reviewing Young Vin,
These Muses came in,
Not wearing a stitch,
On tit, tail or snitch,
A-wagging their bums
And read my poor crumbs
Saying: ‘This will not do;
We shall write the review.’

So I sent it to you.
Verbatim I quote it
As the goddesses wrote it.
…………
Best of luck anyhow;
My regards to the boys;
Keep yourself in good voice;
Drink my health at the pub;
F… the Bread-and-Cheese Club
…………
My respects to the Pope,
Vox vobiscum
yours

Hope.

(Part of a draft of Skeltonics sent to Vin. B. in 1955 as a reply to his
pained inquiry why I had not agreed to review his book of poems in
the Sydney Morning Herald and why I had not answered any of several
letters he had written me. Keep this part of the letter as material for
a hilarious attack on Australian Literature and all that parochial
nonsense, when I have occasion for it.)

August 1960
— Book VI, 1960, pp. 75–81.
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GUGGENHEIM

I had heard a great deal about this controversial piece of architecture.
When I saw it at last it seemed hardly to deserve so much discussion,
a rather heavy commercial looking building in itself but an original
idea for housing pictures. It obviously cost an immense amount of
money. What I was not prepared for were the contents. Apart from
a small loan exhibition of French impressionists, a collection of early
Picassos, huddled in a sort of vermi form appendix to the main body,
the whole immense shell was devoted to toys and scribbles of such
triviality that I could hardly credit that it was a serious exhibition.

It will be interesting in a hundred years’ time to hear critics
explaining this gigantic hoax or auto-hallucination. Still, I came away
very cheerful with the idea of a poem to be called: The Judgement of
Solomon Guggenheim.

— New York, 1967
— Book IX, 1967, p. 65.

MORE HORSEPLAY

The Thelpousans call the goddess a Fury, and Antimachus
(Author of the last epic Thebais) confirms this name in his
poem on the Argive expedition against Thebes; the verse is: at
the Throne of Demeter the Fury … the goddess got her title of
Fury because when Demeter was wandering in search of her
child, they say Poseidon followed her lusting to couple with her,
so she changed herself into a mare and grazed among the mares
belonging to Apollo’s son: But Poseidon saw how she tricked
him and coupled with Demeter in the form of a stallion. At the
time Demeter was very angry about what had happened though
later she got over her wrath … 

Pausoniss Book 8
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I wish I had read this before I wrote The Countess of Pembroke’s Dream.
It would have added another dimension again. Too late: the poem is
actually printing at this moment. Actually it was in the past and
arrived at breakfast next morning.

— 8 June, 1972
— Book XIII, 1972, p. 81.

PHILOMELA

I have just learned from the encyclopedia that the nightingale sings at
any time of the day or night and only in the few weeks after its arrival
from migration while mating, nest-building and egg-laying are going
on. (In England from April on.) Furthermore it is only the cock who
sings.

Alas for the tradition of European poetry! Virgil’s bereft mother
mourning for her stolen brood, and so on. Alas for the immortal bird
pouring forth its deathless passion or singing of summer in full-
throated ease. Alas for lone Daulis and the high Cephissian vale; the
cock-bird is probably doing nothing more than defending his territory
during the mating and nesting season, uttering defiance, ‘whether the
Muse or Love call thee his mate’.

(Use for Diamond-cut-diamond: The Nightingale replies to
Mr Keats and co.)

— Book XV, 1973, p. 19.

BEYOND PHIGALIA

Rosemary [Dobson] sent me yesterday another poem from Pausanias4

(Part 2, p. 471, n. 293 of Peter Levi’s translation). The title is ‘Phigalia’
and she asks me whether I think this is getting to be too much:

I’ve been wondering seriously if I should divorce myself from
Pausanias. It’s beginning to seem a bit obsessive.
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The poem of course was delightful and partly to encourage her to go
on till she has completed a series, which she should do, I sent her the
following:

Beyond Phigalia

She was a woman possessed by an old book,
Even its footnotes were occasions of song.
One day she sent to the Oracle saying: ‘Look 
Into my case: tell me if I do wrong!’

‘Should I divorce Pausanias, because
He is enchanted ground; because I fear
I may never return to be the woman I was,
Holding an old stone by a spring more dear?’

The Oracle answered: ‘It is already too late.
Go on, go forward: it is all you can do.
She will greet you at nightfall by a ruined gate,
The woman who waited all these years to be you.’

— 8–IV–1973
— Book XV, 1973, pp. 20–1.

MORE ANSWERS: PROFESSOR A. E. HOUSMAN

TO MR W. H.AUDEN

Time was, no man restored an
Old carcase to the sun;
But W. H. Auden,
He dug me up for fun.
A young ill-mannered poet,
He tore me from my shroud
And tossed my skull to show it
A-grinning to the crowd.
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When he was three and thirty
And I dead less than four,
He kept my heart like dirty
Postcards in his drawer.
He never wept, not Wystan;
His eye was sharp and dry;
They say he never missed an
Opening to pry.

But now his cruel winters
Drag to three score and ten,
Does he not feel the splinters
Of time like other men?
Has he no grief or canker
Heartache or damaged pride
No man alive would hanker
To publish far and wide?

Then may he not have readers
Like him who lie in wait
When ghouls and carrion feeders
Come jostling at his gate;
And may he hear no rabble
Of younger poets come
With graceless wit to scrabble
And wrench him from his tomb.

1973

This may seem rather savage, seeing that Auden had the grace to
withdraw the sonnet on Housman (Another Time, 1940) from later
collections. But this may have been to save his own face. There was
some forthright protest at the time of publication (New Writing,
1939). But there is no sign that Auden was ashamed of himself and
in 1957 (New Statesman, 18th May) he wrote:

The inner life of the neurotic is always projecting itself into
external symptoms which are symbolic but decipherable confes-
sions. The savagery of Housman’s scholarly polemics, which
included the composition of annihilating rebukes before he had
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found the occasion and victim to deserve them, his obsession
with punctuation beyond the call of duty, are as revealing as if
he had written pornographic verse.

There had been no change of heart and no act of contrition; so have
at him! Auden was surely not so unaware of the spirit of controversy
in the field of classical scholarship in Housman’s day, to think
Housman unduly savage or to think that stockpiling a few insults in
advance in this perpetual war need have indicated more than a grim
sense of fun on Housman’s part. As for ‘punctuation beyond the call
of duty’! What prigs psycho-analysis made of us all in those days! But
Wystan surely led the van.

— 26–IV–1973
— Book XV, 1973, pp. 24–7.

MANDELSTRAM AND MAYAKOVSKY

It is recorded that Mandelstram made up his poems in his head before
he put anything on paper and that he needed to move about when he
was composing.

I remember that the same was true of Mayakovsky who some-
where or other talks of ‘walking out a poem’ or some such expression.
Two poets more unlike each other in character or in the style of their
poetry would be hard to find. I find this way of composing hard to
imagine. I can get a general idea or compose fragments while standing
or walking or lying down, but I have to get to a table and paper to put
a poem together. There is an essential role for the bits scribbled down
on paper. They ‘hold’ ideas or pieces of the growing poem that I would
otherwise forget while working at the other parts and as the poem grows
what is written serves as a point from which the rest takes shape. I can’t
hold it in my head and evaluate it. For that matter I cannot remember
poems after I have written them or only very sketchily and imperfectly.
I am quite unable to recite any of them without gaps here and there and
changes of text. Both O. M. and V. M. seem to have been able to carry
quite long poems in their heads and recite them word-perfect on the
spur of the moment. Is there anything significant in this?

— Book XV, 1973, pp. 68–9.
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GHOSTS OF ATLANTIS

Evangelos Baikos of Akroteri had this comment on the excava-
tion just concluded: ‘This summer, my family could not work in
the fields because of the ghosts. In the mountain that came
from the sea. There are ghosts where now they make the exca-
vations. I saw them. One morning when I went to collect the
tomatoes and it was not yet sunrise, a big white light covered a
great ghost covered with a shield. Then there were many, all in
movement, yet they looked firm. They went towards the sea, in
the opposite direction from the sunrise to escape the light
which goes towards the west.’

Ghosts are quite real on Thera … there is unquestionably
an atavistic feeling about this society, an unconscious awareness
… of the very ancient past. I came to wonder if it was because
of this collective susceptibility that visual hallucinations [were]
so common-place … it is not at all surprising that from time to
time they should react collectively in a way that betrays their
amazing antiquity … [etc., etc.]

James W. Mavor Jr, Voyage to Atlantis, 1969, p. 254.

There is only one thing remarkable about James W. Mavor’s account
and that is that it never occurs to him for a moment that it is the
people of Thera who see and himself who is blind. It would be nice to
have the Theran point of view on the archeologists who crassly dig up
the ancient graves unaware of the ghosts they disturb and which
swarm around them.

A poem?
— Book XV, 1973 pp. 74–5.

THE NEW IMAGES

It is only about 50 years since Hubble and the 100 inch telescope on
Mt Wilson began a revolution in cosmology almost as great as the
Copernican one. In those few years ‘science fiction’ writers have
familiarised us with the name Andromeda, which has begun to move
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in popular imagination from the name of the Constellation to that of
M31, the Andromeda Nebula so closely resembling our own galaxy
and its neighbour in space, one of a group journeying together. The
Greater and Lesser Magellanic Clouds joined by tenuous gas and
revolving round each other — our nearest neighbours among the
galaxies are also members of the group.

Will these bodies in the next few hundred years not become as
familiar as the sun and the moon have been in the past and as inex-
haustible a source of images. To use them at present is difficult — they
are just out of reach as it were, because so few people hold them in
sight or in imagination. Yet I, with no more knowledge of astronomy
than the next man, would know Andromeda if I saw her photograph
in a line-up of galaxies. Soon her idea if not her image will be as
familiar to everyone as the Moon’s today. Just to treat them now on
equal terms in a poem would involve the poet in too many footnotes.

(June 1973)

(A few days later I attempted such a poem. As a case in point, I doubt
if the ordinary reader at present will recognise that the poem begins
and ends with the techniques used respectively by astronomers and
radio astronomers to remember the classification of stars by tempera-
ture. July 1973)

THE HELPERS

Last night an example of real co-operation. Before going to bed I was
working at Apollo and Daphne, II, and, not very happy about the final
stanzas, I decided to try again in the morning. I read for a while and
went to sleep thinking again of the poem in which I had suddenly
noticed a serious oversight in ‘connection’ — I decided the first thing
would be to insert a new stanza … Towards morning I woke aware
that the dream workers were toiling at the end of the poem, choosing,
rejecting and mending as I had been doing the night before, and that
they had produced a new and delightful final stanza, correct in metre
and rhyme scheme and consonant with what went before. At least
I thought so till I woke right up when it became clear that the stanza,
though a good one had nothing to do with the theme of Apollo and
Daphne but was probably the end of a poem about Echo and Narcissus
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or perhaps Hylas and the Nymphs. While I was noticing this the first
two lines of the stanza were withdrawn. But I kept the last two:

‘The crystal plane absorbs them one by one
The pure element hides them from our view’

The dream workers were plainly disappointed at my rejection and
pointed out how well the word ‘absorbs’ would echo the first word of
the first stanza.

— Book XV, 1973, pp. 112–13.

APOLLO AND DAPHNE II

Wild with the intricate artifice of song
He wandered by the land in his own light
Flushed from the reeds she rose; yet, poised for flight,
She paused, as love unbidden loosed his tongue

And laughed and shook her head and turned and ran.
He thought: ‘It is easy now; I have my cue;
Knowing beforehand what a woman will do,
A god may venture further than a man.’

So, letting her run, he followed at his ease.
She fled with such voluptuous grace, he thought
Her flight a game whose end was to be caught
Among those flowers ahead beneath the trees.

Her long thighs leaping seemed to glide on air;
Each sole behind kicked back a rosy kiss;
To watch her body in motion was such bliss
That, though he could have siezed her flying hair,

He followed, as in a dream, the dreamlike chase
Whose double rhythm seemed about to rehearse
The pulse and passion of his unfinished verse.
Will to hear it still, he slackened pace
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But caught her at the entrance to the wood.
At his first touch she stopped and turned to wait
Masked in deep shade, so still, so cool, so straight.
Wild with desire, he leapt to where she stood,

But, even as he embraced his living goal,
Found all his baffled senses miss their mark:
Only two lips dissolving in the bark,
And two warm breasts fast hardening on the bole;

While all around a ghostly laughter stirred
Her leafy fronds that whispered on the bough:
‘All you have won is tousel for your brow.’
‘Love lost becomes a changeling for the word.’

‘Sing, poet, sing that metamorphosis!
In this alone, men share in the divine;
In this alone, the gods their power resign;
The natural order triumphs alone in this.’

Wild with his grief, the god yet loosed his hold,
And turned, and, seated in the laurel shade,
Finished and sang the paean he had made
And found his triumph in this as he was told.

— Book XV, 1973, pp. 115–17.

EPIGRAPH OR THE NEW CRATYLUS

The design of the following treatise is to investigate the fundamental
laws of those operations of the mind by which reasoning [poetry] is
performed; to give expression to them in the language of [the imagi-
nation] a Calculus and upon this foundation to establish the science
of logic [Poetics] and construct its method …

This passage from George Booles introduction to the great
works, An Investigation of the Laws of Thought, on which are founded
Mathematical Theories of Logic and Probabilities (1854) [seems] to me,
with the substitutions indicated by the words in square brackets, to
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sum up admirably what I have in mind in that slowly developing trea-
tise, The New Cratylus, which I may yet live to write.

The whole of Boole’s preface is stimulating particularly in the
suggestion of the way arbitrary symbols can be used for precise
thinking about precise thinking. Where Boole’s first rule is that the
symbols must always be used in a fixed sense which once determined
one must never depart from in the same chain of reasoning, the inves-
tigation in the case of poetry will consider precisely that use of
symbols in which the ‘meaning of the word’, may vary constantly in
its various contexts while preserving a central fixed core of references.

But the nature of the investigations have this in common that
each goes to the very root of the subject and all accepted views are
tested and questioned.

As far as I know an investigation as radical as Boole’s has never
been undertaken for the language of poetry.

— Book XVIII, 1975, pp. 75–6.

LANDSCAPE AS MUSIC

The combination of a train and a great landscape presenting innumer-
able variations on its theme is the nearest thing I know to the great,
extended work of music. Mahler comes to mind. All day I have been
travelling along the shores of Lake Superior with its magnificent varia-
tions on its own theme of birch and spruce forest, shore and short lake
ringed with islands and the great expanse of sky and fresh-water sea.
Later this evening, after passing Thunder B. and turning North towards
Winnipeg, there has been a ‘third movement’ of clear yellow and red
twilight and smaller and magically still lakes full of the same sunset.

This theme could be thought out and made into something.
— Book XVIII, 1975, p. 77.
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THE MAZE

There remains another important aspect of the metaphor. This
is the image of the Maze as the map of the journey through life
into death and hence into resurrection … it hinges on the idea
that one enters a maze at birth, guided only briefly by the
umbilical cord which brought one forth from the maze in which
one had dwelt before birth (the red thread of Ariadne, by which
Theseus was guided through the Cretan Maze) …

Michael Ayston: A Meaning to the Maze
(7th Jackson Knight Lecture, 1973, p. 15.)

I know only Ayrton’s etchings, the Archilochus series and the
Minotaur series and I am deeply impressed by them. But this lecture is
rambling and insubstantial. This passage is typical. The ancient maze
patterns on tombstones, etc., were supposed to lead to the world of
the dead and had no reference, as far as I know, to birth and entry
into this life. The umbilical cord is not what leads us from the womb
into the world but on the contrary what attaches the foetus to its
mother’s uterus. As for the red thread of Ariadne, it did not guide
Theseus through the maze. He had to find his own way, which he did
guided by the bellowing of the Minotaur. The thread was to guide him
back again. Out of the maze. The whole essay displays this sloppy sort
of argument.

Nevertheless the idea of the journey through life as a process of
threading a maze is an arresting one. The character of a maze or
labyrinth is that at each turn one is faced with one or several choices
of direction only one of which will be successful. The choice is blind.
Living is partly like that. Looking back one sees that comparatively
trivial blind choices have often determined one’s course and that the
majority of people do end up in blind alleys. Use for a poem (?).

— Book XX, 1978, pp.137–8.
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ADULTERY IN THE HEART

I have just begun to read Arberry’s translation of Ibn Hazm’s The Ring
of the Dove (though I have had the book on my shelves for years —
boredom with the whole subject of Courtly Love is probably the
reason). Opening the book at random I came on the following which
shows that Christ and Muhammed were at one on the subject of
Adultery in the heart (Mathew, V, 28):

The prophet of God said, ‘Whoever looks upon a woman when
he is fasting, so as to see the bulk of her bones, the same has
broken his fast.’

Muhammed at least seems to have recognised the inevitability that
desire would follow on the sight of the desirable shape in spite of any
effort of will to stop it. Jesus seems to have been ignorant or innocent
of this.

Muhammed probably took this view from the Christian one,
though he was not nearly as strict on the definition of adultery as
Christ who regards a second marriage with a divorced woman as adul-
tery. Muhammed recognises divorce and remarriage.

I do not find the passage quoted in the Koran, if it is one of the
hadith it maybe a later accretion to the faith, but equally likely to be of
Christian origin.

(Use or remember for the poem on this subject.)
— Book XXI, 1980, pp. 113–14.

NATURE SLOWLY CREEPING UP …

Canberra Times, 18 October 1982

USSR
‘Stone Age’ family in Siberia

Moscow, Friday (AAP-AFP) Soviet geologists have discovered
a family ‘living in the Stone Age’ in remote central Siberia.page 182
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The Likov family, so cut off in remote Siberia that it had
never heard of Lenin, Stalin or Brezhnev, has become the most
famous in the Soviet Union.

The modern world literally fell down on Miss Agafia
Likova, 39, when three Soviet geologists landed near her home
in central Siberia in a helicopter.

The Komsomolskava Pravda daily newspaper reported
that one of them, Mr Nikolai Juravlov, described the family as
‘people from the Stone Age’.

Their story is a weird one.
Generations of the Likov family have for centuries been

opposed, for religious reasons, to the reforms brought in by
Peter the Great in the 18th century.

They looked on him as irreligious and their ‘personal
enemy’.

All male members of the family, to show their opposition
to Czar Peter, refused to carry out one of his main social reforms
— cutting off long beards.

In 1942 Mr Likov senior, his wife and their three children
journeyed into central Siberia and decided to stay away from
other human beings.

He said at the time, ‘We are withdrawing from the world
— our religion orders us to do so.’

His children at the time were aged 16 and 6, besides
newly born Agafia.

Agafia has lived all her life in the minuscule world of the
five Likovs.

They rose at dawn and retired at dusk in their home-made
log cabin surrounded by a potato patch. Radio, telephones and
television were unknown to them.

Their only book was an old bible, blackened by the years,
that they had brought with them.

There was no luxury, comfort or entertainment in their lives, but
none of them has ever been ill despite the below-zero climate.
If this had come out five or six years ago I could have been suspected
of having based The People of the Pale on it. But that poem was an
elaboration of an actual dream in which I, in some future age and not page 183
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the girl narrator, actually visited a colony of tall white people in
a fenced in compound and learned they were the last few survivors
of the once dominant White Race. It would appear that Whistler’s
famous retort could apply here. These dreams set in the future occur
from time to time. I have cited one in a previous notebook, I recall,
but not as a separate activity of the Dream Team. They are usually
extremely vivid and marked by unusual precision of visual detail and
a distinct impression that I am looking into the future.

[Editor’s note: The People of the Pale appears in Book XVIII, 1975, pp. 11–22.]

— Book XXII, 1982, pp. 107–8.

EXCERPT FROM POEM

White Giants, that was a shock! Indeed they reared
Over real men, more than two metres tall;
And their pale skins were ghastly — but really weird,
The most unnerving thing, the worst of all
Were their strange eyes — imagine they were blue!
Unlike the human eye’s soft, lucid brown,
Their ice-blue glances seemed to pierce me through;
Blue lakes that drew me in and sucked my down …
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Notes
1 See Hope, ‘Keats and the Nightingale’, in A Book of Answers, p. 34, where Hope,

after pointing out an error re when the nightingale sings and why, and although
accepting Keats’ view that what the imagination seizes as beauty must be truth,
he notes, ‘But we turn our backs on the other sort of truths at our peril — at the
peril of the integrity of poetry’. See also, ibid., p. 36, for Hope’s ‘answer’ to Keats,
A Nightingale to Mr Keats (and to poets in general).

2 See Hope, A Book of Answers, pp. 93–5, for the background to the
Housman/Auden/Hope controversy and for the published version of the poem
that appears on the same topic in the notebooks (Book XV, 1973, pp. 24–7).

3 ‘Vin’ refers to Vincent Buckley (1925–88),Australian poet and critic and head
of the English Department at Melbourne University. Hope and Buckley were
colleagues at Melbourne University from 1945 until 1951 when Hope was
appointed Professor of English at Canberra University College (later The
Australian National University). Hope and Buckley maintained a lifelong 
correspondence.

4 Pausanias was a Greek traveller and geographer who wrote Descriptions from
Greece in the second century AD. In his 10 books, he sketched the history and
the topography of important cities; he described the surroundings of these cities,
often including rituals and customs pertaining to the area. He was intrigued by
places of worship and described in detail the nature of religious and historical
remains. Rosemary Dobson shared a fascination for Pausanias’s writings with
Hope. See Rosemary Dobson, Over the Frontier: Poems, in which many of her
‘Pausanias’ poems were published.
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