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A SENSE OF DESTINY

This chapter examines the way that the poet views his pathway and its
pitfalls, and also its seductive powers, which prevented him from
following any other road.

In terms of public acclaim, A. D. Hope was a modest man. Literary
awards meant less to him than the moment that followed the comple-
tion of a poem. From the age of eight, when he wrote his mother
a poem, he knew that it was his destiny to spend his life writing poetry.
His academic profession was in many ways experienced by him as
a disruption and interruption to his calling. He conceded, however,
that it was a necessary interruption. It also gave to his readers much
distinguished critical writing and contributed in no small way to the
establishment of Australian literature as an academic area of study. In
exploring the question of Hope’s ‘sense of destiny’, it is appropriate to
give an overview of his achievements as a published writer.

Hope’s first book of poetry, The Wandering Islands, was published in
1955 and won the Grace Leven Prize. In 1960, Poems was published,
followed three years later by Selected Poems. In 1969, A. D. Hope
published his award-winning New Poems 1965–1969. Having retired
from his position as head of the English Department in 1967 and being
elected Professor Emeritus, Hope was free to pursue his vocation as
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a poet full-time. The years ahead were to prove rewarding; Hope
remained engaged in his role as educator and consultant in Australian
literature. In 1970, A Midsummer Eve’s Dream and a revised edition of
Dunciad Minor were published, and in that same year Hope taught at
Sweet Briar College,Virginia, in the United States.

Returning to Australia in 1972, Hope joined the Commonwealth
Literary Fund Advisory Board, contributing his voice to the encouragement
of Australian writers. Collected Poems 1930–1965 was reprinted as the first
Australian paperback edition (1972), and again in 1975 in an Angus and
Robertson ‘Classics’ series with the addition of poems from New Poems
1965–1969 and with revised notes to Book V of Dunciad Minor. Hope’s
contribution to poetry was recognised by an award of OBE and an
honorary degree from the ANU. Hope’s growing popularity as a poet is
evident with the publication of Selected Poems (1973), which was reprinted
in 1974 and 1975. Henry Kendall, containing an introduction by A. D. Hope
and poems and prose by Kendall by Leonie Kramer, was also published in
1973. In that year, Hope became a member of the Literature Board of the
Australia Council (1973–74) and received an honorary degree from the
University of New England. The next year saw a second edition of The
Cave and the Spring and the publication of Native Companions (1974).This
latter book is a mixture of reviews often slightly revised or augmented with
later comments, three articles that Hope termed ‘more or less autobio-
graphical’ and revised texts of lectures he gave in the course of his
academic teaching. Hope decided to give up reviewing in 1966, due to its
being time-consuming and poorly paid.The reviews he chose to include in
this book he saw as ‘having some critical theory involved or some general
critical attitude beyond the particular work under review’.1

In 1975, Judith Wright and A Late Picking, 1965–1974 were
published. In writing about Judith Wright, a dear friend as well as a fellow
poet, Hope decided that given that there was an abundance of material
being written about her poetry he would focus in this study on her
intellectual development and its importance as a background to her
poetry rather than as a commentary on the poetry itself. All of the
poems in A Late Picking first appeared in literary journals and magazines
in Australia, the US and Canada. Within a year of the publication of
these two texts, Hope received the Robert Frost Award for Poetry and
an honorary degree from Monash University.

In 1978, Hope again published two texts, one critical prose, The
Pack of Autolycus, and the other, a new collection of poetry, A Book ofpage 280
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Answers. The Pack of Autolycus consisted of what Hope selected to be
the best lectures he had given during his academic career. A Book of
Answers consists of poems in which Hope ‘answers back’ to poets across
time who have affected him.The poems of his ‘old favourites’ are recon-
sidered: Donne, Marvell, Milton, Drydon, Pope, Byron, Keats, Tennyson,
Browning and Hopkins. Hope also speaks back to the poems of
Europeans such as Heine, Tolstoy and Baudelaire; he takes on some
contemporaries:Yeats, Graves,T. S. Eliot; and finally plays havoc with his
friends: James McAuley, Judith Wright, Gwen Harwood, Rosemary
Dobson and David Campbell. In 1979, Hope’s New Cratylus was
published. This was Hope’s attempt to argue his case for what he
thought great poetry must entail and what he believed was wrong with
contemporary criticism, in particular New Criticism and Leavism. He
attacks poets such as T. S. Eliot, extolling the charms and musical superi-
ority of traditional forms and damning Free Verse as being formless and
unmusical.

In 1981, Hope was made Companion of the Order of Australia.
The next year was an important one for Alec Hope in that The Tragical
History of Faustus, begun 50 years earlier when he returned from Oxford,
finally saw the light of day.Two years later a selection of Hope’s poetry
was translated by him into Italian: Tre Volti Dell’ Amore. In 1985, The Age of
Reason was published — a collection of poems that David Brooks
contextualises in The Double Looking Glass as poems ‘not on reason itself
but the gaps, the not-reason within and about it’. It is, as Brooks notes,
about ‘reason’s contexts, about its ineluctable relations with such things,
its sometimes clearly unsovereign place amongst them’.2

Hope’s second adventure with play-writing was rewarded with the
publication of Ladies from the Sea, an amusing and instructive play that
examines how Odysseus, having returned home to his loyal wife,
behaves when he is visited by the lovers (Calypso, Circe, Nausica) he
met on his 20-year journey home.

In 1989, Hope was made an honorary member of the American
Academy and Institute of Arts and Letters.The National Library holds
manuscripts that outline eight further projects Hope had planned but
which he thought in 1986 he would ‘probably never live to complete’.
Hope had prepared for his death for a long time. His last book of
poetry (Orpheus, 1991) was written consciously as his last offering. In
Intimations of Mortality he makes a plea to his readers: page 281
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Share the carcass, spare the soul;
Leave my laurels, sere or green.
Maggot, buzzard, critic, ghoul
Pick my bones but pick them clean

Despite his apparent lack of interest in public acclaim, he could not help
but be aware that he was achieving fame and occasionally notoriety in
the literary world.When discussing his own sense of destiny, Hope had
definite ideas. After a lengthy interview with him one afternoon, he
wrote me a letter on the subject:

A vocation is different from an ambition though one can add
ambition to it. The ambitious man sets himself a definite and
tangible goal of success, the goal of a vocation is a response to
something the man called is unable to define, it is a continual
adventure into the unknown. I don’t want to be too solemn about
this. I recall Alexander Blok’s wise remark: ‘A poet,’ he said, ‘does
not have a career, he has only a destiny.’ I would like to say that
this was my view but I was never conscious of having a destiny
either, simply a sense that poetry was my business in this world
and that nothing else really mattered. For all that I have been
extraordinarily dilatory about setting about my business — often
writing nothing or even attempting to for months or years at a
time and when I returned to it as a result of a nagging in my mind,
taking it up again with something like repulsion, until by middle-
age it gradually grew on me and drew me on. Even so I did not
publish or attempt to publish until quite late in life. I cannot claim
anything like a single-minded devotion to my vocation and I am
not aware of ever having made any real sacrifices to pursue it.

As a result, now that I have overcome my former disincli-
nation to look backwards, as I review the experiences of my life,
the course I have chosen in relating it does seem to me the only
possible one, because I can perceive no shape, no main trend,
no coherent pattern in it — apart from a vague and probably
illusory sense of having been ‘guided’.

Hope notes that his Calvinist conscience kept muttering that he had
largely wasted his life and talents, but that he was comforted by the fact
that on the whole he had enjoyed it. In this letter Hope repeats what he
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said to me numerous times: that if there were a guiding principle or
force anywhere in his affairs it was ‘simply a constant impulsion to
preserve and foster negative capability’.3

This chapter, nevertheless, shows how Hope responded to praise
and criticism throughout his life. It also seeks to illustrate, in a more personal
way, how he saw himself.At times, his comments show the man behind the
mask. Feelings of self-consciousness and of being an outsider sit alongside
those of a man always prepared to see the humour in any situation.

THE PROGRESS OF POESY

The poet, when his heart is young
And pure the stream and bland the words,
The Milky Muses from his tongue
Dispense insipid whey and curds.
But with the years the curds mature;
Grown rotten ripe, his talents please.
With gusto now the epicure
Cuts deep into his stinking cheese.

— Book VI, 1959, p. 28.

THE THREE POEMS

There are nearly always three poems involved in the writing of one.
There is the poem I first see in my mind often in considerable detail
and with all its tone, metre, shape, and so on fairly well defined.
There is the poem I actually write, often quite different and nearly
always emerging with a different ‘tone’ from that I first saw for it. And
then there is the ghost of another possible poem on the same subject
which nearly always suggests itself at some stage of the writing. But
the poem actually written stands in the way and makes it impossible
to realise this third poem at all.

Why is it that poets so rarely use the devise of ‘variations on
a theme’ so usual with composers?

— Book VI, 1959, p. 35.
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PERSONAL ODDITIES

One is so used to oneself that real oddities often pass unnoticed.
I have very little visual imagination. When I dream the details are
usually vague. I cannot recall even the best-known faces except in
a schematic, half-notional way; if I invent scenes, places or people
I cannot imagine them in any detail or with particular vividness. Yet
if I shut my eyes, there often occurs the most vivid, detailed and
extraordinary scenes, faces of endless series of unknown people all
animated and changing in a way I could never by an effort of will
summon to imagination. At other times a succession of patterns and
formalized shapes and intricate arabesques occur complete and excit-
ingly beautiful. Yet I can never achieve more than the crudest
doodling if I try to invent patterns — I might add that if light falls on
my closed lids I usually see a cunt in vivid detail, a very animated and
provoking little snitch it is too, but nothing more, except a hint of the
curve of thigh or loin. Rather like Alice’s Cheshire Cat at the point
when only the smile remained. Yet my visual memory is unable to
manage much more than the schoolboy’s diagrammatic travesty of
this charming feature of the human landscape.

It is much the same with music. I could not compose a tune and
have the poorest memory for music I hear, yet from an early age have
involuntarily sung or whistled quite long pieces of music often with
themes developed in a complex way, without in the least foreseeing
how it is to develop or knowing where it comes from. It is just as though
I put on an unknown recording and was myself the gramophone.

With words nothing of the sort occurs. I compose consciously
and deliberately and with control and foresight of my imagination
and hardly any automation or spontaneous flow of inspiration.

Merely trying not to be bad is much more difficult than simply
trying to be good.

— Book VI, 1960, pp. 95–6.

LIVING TO MUSIC

This has always been my feeling about the world and in the last few
years has acquired the force of a conviction: that there is a sort of
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music, a rhythm, energy, and melody to which one lives very much as
a dancer moves to music. This is the ‘real life’ and is distinguished
from the rest by the fact that these are only the ‘noises’ of life in
this other part of experience, without a guiding rhythm or sense of
a developing melody.

When I was a child I used to listen to the music and sing bits
of it to myself. I suppose I made it up. I still do from time to time
but mostly it is replaced by fragments of the well-known composers.
(No twentieth-century music, of course.) I remember old Mr Frazer
listening to me singing when I was about eight and asking: ‘What was
that?’ I said ‘Nothing, I thought of it myself, it came into my head.’
He said: ‘You ought to get someone to write it down.’

— Book X, 1967, p. 112.

SACRED RELICS

I am sitting in a lecture at the third Nichol Smith Seminar in eigh-
teenth-century studies. James Clifford, that great and humane scholar,
is discussing the unknown fate of Johnson’s original letters to Boswell:

‘… Boswell could hardly have destroyed those priceless treasures.’
Of course he was speaking for Boswell, for whom any letter of Johnson’s
would have been a ‘priceless treasure’, but the tone of his voice showed
that he was speaking for himself as well, the yearning of a man who has
devoted great powers and insight, a whole life, to the life of another
man in whose worth his own worth must find its guarantee.

Suddenly it all seems false, a kind of worship of idols. The letters
of Johnson are not priceless treasures, though they are good enough
letters of their kind. Johnson’s worth would not be diminished if they
had all perished as Shakespeare’s have — I suspect that Shakespeare,
the good manager, wrote home regularly …

But chiefly I think of the false air that would breathe from letters
written in the knowledge that anything a man scribbled to a friend
would become a ‘priceless treasure’. How could it help infecting the
result? One eye on the recipient and both eyes on posterity! There is a
side to scholarship which goes beyond service to the text and becomes
the worship of the miraculously resurrected turd!

— Book XV, 1973, pp. 72–3.
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W. H.AUDEN

Yesterday a newspaper reporter rang me up to tell me that W. H.
Auden had died the day before. I was shocked but not grieved —
mainly shocked, I suspect, because he was born in the same year as
I (21–II–1907) and it was a sort of memento mori to know that he
was dead.

The reporter, who was plainly not a reader of poetry, said he had
been told that my own poetry was like Auden’s and had been influenced
by it. I remember that earlier, after I came back from Oxford, which he
left before I arrived, I used to think so and to console myself with the
fact that I had at any rate invented my kind of verse quite independ-
ently. I don’t know why I bothered, since now I cannot see any likeness
at all, at any age. He was in any case much cleverer, more intellectually
agile and verbally inventive than I could ever hope to be. I admired him
a great deal and in many ways, but I never liked him much. I suppose
I still have to give up the idea of publishing my Housman piece in
Diamond-cut-diamond now he is dead. It would be poetic justice but
would be as bad mannered as he was to the dead Housman.4

— 1–X–73

In spite of the fact that I can see no likeness in our poetry, I have
always felt in an odd sort of doppelgänger relation to him as though
we were opposite sides of the same coin so to speak. I feel as though
my twin brother had died — no grief but a real gap in nature.

— Book XV, 1973, pp. 87–8.

THE THEORY OF THE MASK

Yeats was onto something — there is no doubt about that, but his
theory of the mask is unsatisfactory and rather repellent. Like his
magic spells, at once too simple and too mechanical. I have just found
this description of the actor making up (from Baudelaire) which
comes closer to what Yeats, I think, was trying to say:

Et quand le grand acteur, nourri de son rôle, habillé, grimé, se
troove en face de son miroir, horrible au charmant, seduisant au
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répulsif, et qu’il y contemple cette nouvelle personalité qui doit
devenir la sienne pendant quelques heures, il tire de cette
analyse un nouveau parachèvement. Un espèce de magnétisme
de récurrence. Alors l’operation magique est terminée, le miracle
de l’objectivité est accompli, et l’artists peu [t] prononcer son
Eureka. Type d’amour eu d’horreur il peut entrer en scène.

L’Art Romantique. Philbert Rouvière5

This could well be an image of the poet in those relationships with
himself and his poem which Yeats was trying to express in his theory
of the mask. Joyce was possibly expressing something of the kind in
his theory of the three types of composition: the lyric, the epic and
the dramatic. But this again is unsatisfactory, for the highest ‘grade’
is too godlike (paring his fingernails). What Baudelaire has caught is
what is lacking in Yeats and Joyce. The artist is completely involved,
he is fully conscious of himself and the ‘persona’; for the time being he
undergoes a metamorphosis which is total and is what B. calls the
‘miracle of objectivity’.

There is still something missing but perhaps it cannot be said at
all; it can only be experienced; those who have, sometimes call it
‘inspiration’. It eludes description, but it is the ‘tertium quid’ which
the theatrical images of the make-up and the mask ignore and by this
lack prove unsatisfying.

— Book XV, 1973, pp. 99–100.

WILLIAM DOBELL

A very great portrait painter! So I have been shocked today to see in
the Adelaide gallery, what is obviously a late, perhaps a very late self-
portrait — a kind of good-natured old ghost peering out of a lot of
painterish ectoplasm — an electrifying and disturbing death-mask.
But what was most disturbing was that it looked rather like me.

(On the train between Adelaide and Port Augusta — 2–V–1975.)
— Book XVIII, 1975, p. 29.
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A WARNING BEACON

On more than one occasion lately I have been seduced into
commenting on my own poems — usually after giving a reading of
them. I have not succumbed yet to the abyss: lecturing on myself
though I have got perilously close to it. I have always thought it
a quite disgusting thing to do, though I am aware it is a common
enough thing nowadays.

So I am delighted this morning to come across Disraeli’s remark
at a public banquet in Scotland:

‘An author who speaks about his own books is almost as bad as
a mother who talks about her own children.’ (1873)

True enough but what mother or what author has ever been able
to resist such talk? Emily Bronte is the only one I can think of.

— Book XX, 1977, p. 1.

PRESIDENT OF NEPHELOCOCCYGIA6

Geoffrey Dutton, who is a very nice man but always a bit of a galah,
has just said in public that I would make a suitable president for the
Republic of Australia that he wants to come into being. It looks as
though my contemporaries don’t know what to do with me, and
elevation of a poetical Struldbrugg7 to Cloud-Cuckoo head of state is
their desperate solution to a problem that will settle itself soon
enough without their help.

— 27–VIII–77
— Book XX, 1977, p. 26.

UNDERSTANDING MUSIC

Maria got to her feet. ‘I’ll go,’ she said. She remembered Loiseau
once saying that Mozart was the only person who understood him.

Len Deighton, An Expensive Place to Die, pp. 101–2.
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Len Deighton is a talented writer of thrillers and no hack, but this is
a surprising remark to find in An Expensive Place to Die, by no means
one of his best. And it is out of character for the tough, sentimental
and not very imaginative policeman Loiseau.

For all that it is a gem in itself. It is this feeling about the
greatest works of music — indeed of all the arts that they understand
me whereas with lesser works I feel that I understand them, which is
the dividing line between the two, between the masterpieces and
even the greatest productions of mere talent. Remember this!

— 4–V–1979
— Book XXI, 1979, p. 10.

POETS AT THE HELM

Philip Martin8 has just presented me with the poems of Karol
Wojtyla, the present Pope, and I am led to the odd reflection that the
only other world-leader who was also a poet in my time was
Chairman Mao Tse Tung. What would Plato, who thought only
philosophers should be kings and that poets should be expelled from
the commonwealth, have said about this, I wonder?

Don’t tell me, I can guess. Plato is sometimes deliberately enig-
matic, but he is rarely mysterious. His Socrates is nearly always
predictable. You can see him coming. He was not a poet. But Plato
was. There is surely a fine irony in the section of the Republic in which
Socrates bans poetry from the ideal state.

— 5–VI–1979
— Book XXI, 1979, p. 20.

ARABIA FELIX!

Two surprising bits of news within a few days of each other: Mrs
Fernandez, the cultural secretary at the Mexican Embassy, tells
me that her sister, who is teaching English in Bahrein, has been
reading my poems to her classes. Leonie Kramer showed me a literary
critical magazine issued by the university of Sana’a in South [Yemen]

page 289
Dance of the Nomad

            



containing an article on the same product. My, O my! Next thing
they’ll be hanging up my mu’allaqat9 in the Kasbah.

— Book XXI, 1979, p. 39.

ET WORDSWORTH FELIX!

A university colleague whom I met outside the theatre last night
while talking to John Passmore remarked:

‘I was in London recently and went to a Conference at which
Max Black talked about the language of poetry. He used as examples
only two poems, one by Wordsworth and one by you.’

I said: ‘Well it’s only fair. In Canberra I talked to him about the
language of mathematics.’

I was tempted to add: ‘Anyway it’s nice to find Wordsworth in
good company for once.” Seeing my friend had meant it the other way
about [Ed’s note: Additional comment added at a later date by Hope:
I could not recall, when I wrote this, who the friend was. It was Jack
Smart,10 the philosopher. Jack is a bit of a flat earth man: he does not
understand irony. I don’t know about John Passmore.11 He has a sense
of fun but, I suspect, too literal in the long run. But I refrained
because they might have taken me seriously.] the words could have
been repeated, moreover, without the intonation and become a legend
of crass self-esteem. I have to be careful nowadays, thought mostly
I forget to be.

— 14–I–1980
— Book XXI, 1980, p. 50.

MEN OF ACHIEVEMENT

Like everyone else I am pestered by publications of the Who’s Who?
type. I usually fill in the requisite information and post it on. But
there is a sort of self-advertising, lick-spittle request which I invariably
throw into the waste-paper basket. One of these entitled Men of
Achievement has just solicited me for the last time, I hope. This time
I returned their wheedling screed with a note:
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Dear Mr Kay,
Good wine needs no Bush!
yours
A. D. Hope

I hope it stops him but I doubt it.
— Book XXI, 1980, p. 57.

A PROPHET IN HIS OWN COUNTRY

This is the kind of letter I most treasure:

14 March 1980

My family has always understood how much I love your poetry,
and they were sweet when A Late Picking came out. We had
been burnt out early in the year, losing about 3500 sheep and
miles and miles of fencing, and there seemed so many more
priorities than a book of poems. But they all said, get it, and
I did. I know a fire is nothing compared with real troubles, but
that book did so much to cheer me at the time.

Mrs Sue Kelly
Literary commendations these days come in thick and fast, but I read
them saying to myself: ‘Who now reads Cowley?’ But Sue Kelly’s
letter written from what she describes as her country neighbours (‘My
Philistine friends’ — no top-lofty criticism implied. I remember David
Campbell’s remarks in the same vein about his neighbours — the
accent is on the words ‘friends’ and, humorously only, on ‘Philistine’)
— is a mark on the wall: — Hope was here! Long after I have been
swept aside by the new trends of this and future times, I may live on
in the memory of country folk and artisans who otherwise would in
no sense have regarded themselves as ‘literary’. It is a nice thought.

— 21–III–1980
— Book XXI, 1980, pp. 79–80.
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SPREADING THE VIRUS

Pleasing piece of news! At the Brennan Society meeting in Sydney
last week, a very beautiful Irish girl asked to have a word with me:
‘I thought I would like to tell you that I found two Irish poets in Dublin
where I was a week or so ago both unknown to the other reading your
New Cratylus.’ She could not recall the name of one but the other was
Seamus Heaney, whom I met in Toronto. I did not expect the book to
have much impact outside Australia, but it appears that the virus is
quietly spreading. I should like to think that I contributed to the death
of free verse and the other heresies the book attacks.

— 29–III–1980
— Book XXI, 1980, p.81.

SEASONS OF SACRED LUST

I have just, at her request entertained the Japanese poet, Kazuko
Shiraishi to dinner. She presented me with a copy of translations of
her poems into English with the title above. She used the title page to
write an inscription which, incorporating the printed title, reads:

Dedicated to
A. D. HOPE
SEASONS OF SACRED LUST
which I dream
to see you.
‘Poetry is my 
country, 
my passport’

Kazuko Shiraishi

It left me wondering if it means what it seems to mean (if so she
comes too late). Her English is odd but quite adequate, as she grew up
in Vancouver.

— Book XXI, 1980, p. 82.page 292
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SINGING IN THE EARS

Working for the last few days at home in almost total silence I keep
noticing the very loud and continuous ‘singing’, or ‘ringing’, in my
ears, maintained at a constant pitch and with a fairly regular rhythm.
I have always had this sensation when in a silent room or in stillness
out-of-doors. It seems to be a sort of carrier wave for apprehension of
real sound, comparable to the vague light patterns one sees in complete
darkness. It occurs to me that perhaps dreaming is a similar main-
taining of imagination at a more or less incoherent level when the
mind is shut off from contact with the consciously apprehended world.
Even in the absence of external stimulation the senses and the mind
do not relax completely, but maintain a waiting tension ready for
instant response when the external world impinges. Follow this up.

— 18–I–1980
— Book XXI, 1980, p. 91.

DER UNTERSCHIED

I came across this in Goethe this morning over breakfast:

Bin so in Lieb zu ihr versunken
Als hatt ich von ihren Blut getrunken.12

And reflecting that my poem The Cannibal to his Love is generally
condemned, while Goethe’s distich has been selected in the
anthology I was reading. I wrote this:

If I had written such a line
All would cry: ‘Out, revolting swine!’
If Goethe says it, it’s divine.

But German it is! How basically Teutonic.
— Book XX1, 1980, p. 110.
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LIKE — UNLIKE?

Reading again with delighted and indulgent wonder Butler’s The
Authoress of the Odyssey,13 I am suddenly struck with its similarity of
approach to that of my own book on Dunbar’s poem The Two Married
Women and the Widow. In both books there is the spectacle of the
amateur taking what he wants for his argument from sciences and
fields of knowledge in which he has no specialized training; in both
there is the tendency to be convinced by evidence that favours and to
ignore considerations that go against the theory; both go in for elabo-
rate but flimsy geographical and mythological networks of support and
rest as much on our ignorance of social systems in the past as on our
interpretation of fragments of evidence that have survived. It is inter-
esting that scholars have largely ignored both books. Butler of course
has all the marks of the amateur and the crank — what about me?

— Book XXI, 1980, p. 111.

CORRECTING THE RECORD

Manning Clark has just published in the University Recorder some
reminiscences of the early days of his appointment in Canberra
University College, in the course of which he recalls a high occasion,
when Alec Hope walked into the Blue Room at the Hotel Canberra
the day after the publication of The Wandering Islands.

The book as I recall, made no immediate impression and could
not possibly have done so the day after publication; Manning Clark
does not say what the ‘sensation’ was that my entrance was supposed
to have caused.

People like Manning and Douglas Stewart, as they get older tend
to live in the golden light of a period in their past in which all the
geese were swans and the swans themselves archangels six-winged.

— June 1980
— Book XXI, 1980, p. 112.
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GOD’S LAST EFFORT

I notice that several of the worst deserts, hot or cold, and other miser-
able or un-salubrious parts of the world, are commonly referred to as
‘The Last Place God Made’.

This seems to imply that God had come to the end of his
resources and had to make do with bits and leftovers or that he had
deteriorated as a creator. Otherwise with increasing practice one
would have expected the last work of the Deity to be his masterpiece.

— 14–VII–1980
— Book XXI, 1980, p. 119.

WANDERING FAUSTUS

My poor Faustus, first of all my books [to] have to beg for lodgings, has
been from one publisher to another without success and from one
producer to another without any recognition of what I was trying to do.

The publishers are quite straight-forward. They fear the book
would have too narrow an appeal: they would lose money. The producers
just prefer the mangled version. Here is a reply to Tim Cunow14 from the
Director of the Sydney Theatre Company:

Here is The Tragical History of Dr Faustus as amended by A. D.
Hope. I regret to say it is too much for us. This seems to be
a gargantuan task. It seems to be a competently done job but is
not theatrically convincing. In other words it feels more like a
theoretical exercise. Also it seems to fall half-way between two
stools. While the amendments made by the anonymous hack
are interpolations, they do or can work well on stage. Either one
accepts them or perhaps does a totally new adaptation rather
than a ‘purging’ as here.

What is distressing is that he is probably right. But I would contest
the view that my version is no more than a ‘purging’: it is a restora-
tion, or an attempt at it. But he is possibly right in his implication
that it is not as good theatre as the knock-about farce it replaces — page 295
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and it is possible that the same was true of the original Marlowe they
replace, and indeed, that this is what prompted the replacements.

I wonder, will it ever see the stage?
— 3rd–IX–1980

— Book XXI, 1980, pp. 133–4.

THE TERRORS OF DEATH

The recent deaths of James McAuley and David Campbell and
the rush to assess, explain or chronicle them in print recalls Dr
Arbuthnot’s remark made about Edmund Curll’s score or so of ‘Lives’:
‘Curll is one of the new terrors of Death.’15

Peter Coleman’s The Heart of James McAuley, just published, is
not in the Curll class but worries me. Most of what it has to say seems
true enough but it is a bit too neat and tidy to be convincing. Things
I know about Jim escape in all directions from the packaging. He was
more amorphous than this, more untidy in the structure of his living.

No doubt someone will try to do the like for me. Philip Martin is
presumably on the job already. In the conversations I had with him
last year, I continually felt that involuntary attempt to get me into
a neat package and even while I felt that the intellectual cage was
quite just and perceptive, I was tempted at every step to revolt, to cry:
I am Proteus: let me out of here!

— 7th–XII–1980
— Book XXI, 1980, pp. 144–5.

INTERNATIONAL PROFILES

Today I received in the mail another invitation to Vanity Publishing
from Ernest Kay of the International Biographical Centre in
Cambridge, U.K. This project invites me to compose a full page biog-
raphy of myself accompanied with a photograph for a publication
entitled ‘International Register of Profiles’. The appeal to vanity has
a sharp edge: ‘We can include only 1000 biographical entries in this
unique work.’
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I wonder who falls for this nonsense. It would be interesting to
see a copy of this and their ‘Men of Achievement’ volume to see if
any real celebrities take it on.

Into the WPB, Dr Kay!
— 12th–III–1981

— Book XXI, 1981, p. 180.

MATHEMATICS AND POETRY

Some time ago Leonie Kramer asked me if she could show my Three
Songs from Pythagoras to an eminent mathematician and physicist —
they had not at that time appeared in print. I never heard more of
this till last week when she revealed at lunch that, when she asked
the great man what he thought, he had commented unfavourably.
‘Weren’t the mathematics correct?’ she asked. ‘O the mathematics
were fine,’ he said, ‘but I thought the poetry was awful!’

Well, well! Ne Sutor ultra crepidam! Or is it: Ne supra crepidam
sutor indicaret?16

I forget my Latin but I seem to have heard both versions.
But who is the shoemaker in this case? I am afraid it is only

too clear.
— John James Hospital, Deakin 

— Book XXII, 1981, p. 4.

WALKING WESTWARD

(Reflections on my 74th birthday)

My next year’s birthday gift will be
Three quarters of a century
Of rhyme and reason, cunt and can.
Enough, indeed, for any man.

— July 1981
— Book XXII, July 1981, p. 26. page 297
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THE LANGUAGE OF POETS

George [Pavlopoulos] spoke of Seferis, of how Seferis had deeply
understood Solomos, the Greek Byron, and the Cretan Erotokritos
and the folk songs, and brought all these things together in
a living speech that had not lost the mighty force of its origins.

Peter Levi, The Hill of Kronos, p. 67

I should like to think that those last twenty words might one day be
applied to the language of my poems.

— Book XXII, 1982, p. 69.

AUTOBIOGRAPHY

‘But what’s an autobiography? Surely it’s a romance of which one is
oneself the hero.’ These words spoken by a character in Robertson
Davies’ novel, World of Wonders, hit me hard as I am hesitatingly and
rather ashamedly jotting down a few reminiscences with the intention
of leaving them to be read after my death. The sentence I have
quoted is of course not a definition. There can be many other sorts of
autobiographies. The suggestion that all people who tell the story of
their own life, deliberately manipulate it to show themselves in an
attractive light is of course absurd. Though even St Augustine cannot
resist telling God what an important sinner he has to deal with. The
tone is meant to be confessional but it hardly succeeds. Augustine
cannot resist dramatizing his sins. Yet, by any standard of comparison,
he must appear a pretty mediocre specimen of naughtiness.

The sting lies in the alternative idea that one cannot help
romancing about oneself. Whether one is pleased with oneself or
deeply dissatisfied or anything in between, one cannot help giving
a partial account since an impartial account would have to see the
subject equally from within and from without and to take into
account motives and aims which are actually hidden from us. No-one
can help some unconscious ‘editing’ just as no-one can help
presenting a more rounded and coherent view of his own life than the
facts probably warrant. What we omit may distort things as much as
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what we assemble and arrange for telling; and who can omit nothing
when everything is relevant, or tell all without putting the emphasis
on some things more than on others.

None of this is a reason for not writing an autobiography, since it
presents an important, sometimes an essential part of a jigsaw that can
never in any case be complete.

— 4–VI–1982
— Book XXII, 1982, pp. 76–7.

GOOD NEWS FOR POETS

From Joseph Hone’s Life of W. B. Yeats: ‘at Cannes … Yeats was twice
assailed by influenza. He was told the real trouble was exhaustion
from the overwork of years. The doctors advised him to withdraw
from public life … and one of them said that he must walk slowly,
even move his head slowly, that his thoughts might become slow also.
The same man added: “If I had met you when this [his nervous break-
down and lung disease] was beginning, five years ago, I could have
saved you it all by sending you off on a bout of dissipation — all the
great creators of the past were devils. Drink and women have saved
many men from death and madness.”’

Well, as far as the precautions go, I can claim to be preserved
already for a very ripe old age — and I am steadily keeping up the
treatment from day to day. I am reminded of a sprightly old lady just
turned a hundred whose picture I saw in the papers lately with a glass
of champagne in her hand. She attributed her longevity to life-long
recourse to the same medicine. But I have two elixirs to her one.
What Fun!

— 18–IX–1983
— Book XXII, 1983, pp. 160–1.
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Notes
1 Interview with Ann McCulloch, March, 1990.
2 Brooks, The Double-Looking Glass, p. 275.
3 Hope, Letter to Ann McCulloch, July 1988.
4 In fact, in 1978, Hope changed his mind and published his ‘Housman piece’ in

A Book of Answers, pp. 93–5, noting that his decision to publish it was determined
by the fact that his attack, unlike Auden’s on Housman, ‘does not refer to his
private life, of which I know nothing’. In this instance, I assume that Hope no
longer saw his actions as being similar, and therefore no longer ‘Diamond-cut-
diamond’. See Room (ed.), Brewer’s Dictionary of Phrase and Fable, p. 339, where
a ‘Diamond-cut-diamond’ situation is one, for example, where there is meeting
or match between two equally able people.

5 This passage was taken from the second volume of Baudelaire’s collected essays.
Translation:And when the great actor, brought forth by his role, costumed, made
up, finds himself opposite his mirror, hideous or charming, seductive or repulsive,
and while he contemplates there this new personality which must become his
own for several hours, he draws from this analysis a new completeness, a kind
of magnetism of recurrence.Then, the magical operation is ended, the miracle
of objectivity is accomplished, and the artist can utter his ‘Eureka’ as a symbol
of love or horror, he can move onto the stage.

6 Translation: President of Cloud Cuckoo Land.
7 The Struldbruggs were a race of immortals unique to the island of Luggnagg in

Jonathan Swift’s Gulliver’s Travels.They had a special mark that characterised them
as having insight on how kingdoms should operate. Hope’s reference to the term
personifies himself satirically as one so deemed.

8 The poet Philip Martin was educated at Melbourne University and taught in the
English Department at Monash University. Philip Martin was working on a book
on Hope before Martin’s illness and he spent a great deal of time consulting with
Hope.

9 The mu’allaqat refers to a style of poetry from pre-Islamic Arabia, samples of
which were allowed to remain after the Muslim order was established in 622 CE.
The name translates as ‘hanged poems’, and refers to the fact that the poems
were hung on the walls of the ka’aba, the cubic temple in Mecca.A characteristic
of the poetry is that each line is polished to perfection with the overall structure
being less important. Hence they are known by the description ‘a string of pearls’.

10 Jack Smart (1920– ) was Professor of Philosophy at the Institute of Advanced
Studies at the Australian National University.

11 John Passmore (1914–2004) was also Professor of Philosophy at the Institute
of Advanced Studies, the Australian National University. He was a visiting fellow
in history there in 1995.

12 Translation: ‘I am so deeply in love with her / As if I had drunk her blood.’
13 Samuel Butler (1835–1902) was known primarily as a satirist. Butler’s The

Authoress of the Odyssey was published in 1897; it presented the theory that the
Odyssey was written by a woman, due to the many descriptions of domesticity
in the book.page 300
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14 Tim Cunow is Hope’s literary agent.
15 Edmund Curll (1675–1747), was a bookseller and pamphleteer and was known

for being involved in literary frauds and publications of a controversial nature.
16 Translation: ‘Ne sutor ultra crepidam’ and ‘Ne supra crepidam sutor indiracet’

translates as ‘the cobbler must not go beyond the sandal’ and ‘let the cobbler not
judge beyond the sandal’, both of which imply that one should not criticise
beyond one’s sphere of knowledge.
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