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Town and Country

T would be interesting to know
how many of the thousands of
people who went into the

country for Easter left no gates
open, lit no foolish fires, took no
undisciplined dogs with them, fired
no blind shots, damaged no fences,
stampeded no stock, and did no
other unreasonable thing to leave
a trail of resentment behind them.
It is the kind of knowledge that
no one ever has, though it is the
key to reasonable relations be-
tween town and country. A
majority of city people do behave
properly in the country, but there
is a minority whose conduct is
nearly always bad, partly through
selfishness and partly through lack
of imagination. To begin with,
many city people forget that
Nature knows nothing about high
days and holidays and observes
no regular days of rest. The hens
lay, the cows give milk, the crops
go on growing and the stock keep
on eating whether city hours are
40 every week or 48, and it is not
easy for country workers to re-
main philosophic and cordial when
all a public holiday means to them
is an addition to their routine
anxieties. It is not surprising that
they are sometimes inhospitable
to innocent trampers, and have
been known to exploit drivers of
broken-down cars. What is sur-
-prising is the fact that they are
so often friendly and helpful. In
George Orwell’s satire, Animal
Farm, the revolutionaries discover
“that all animals are equal, but
that some animals are more equal
than others. It is not being too
extravagant to suggest that many
farmers have come to feel about
city workers as Orwell’'s animal
drudges came to feel about the
talkers and managers on Animal
Farm. They agree that leisure is
one of the rewards of science. But
they would agree a little more
heartily if science distributed its
rewards equally; and since that is
at present impossible, they think
that those who do enjoy such re-
wards as frequent holidays should
have the grace to enjoy them
quietly and not as disturbers of
rural economy and peace.
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Sir,—Your film critic in his review
of Waterloo Road in your issue of April
12 uses the words “places like Waterloo
Road, where the majority of really im-
portant people in the population live.”
This reveals aither culpable ignorance or
an attempt at some frightfully subtle
form of propeganda and in either case
it is utter drivel.

LAMBETH WALK (Timaru).

(It snay help our readers’ memories if we
quote the whole of the relevant passage from
the review: “Very effective use is also made
of genuine local coleur; which is something that
has happened zall too seldom in the past in
British films,
Stately Homes of 0Old England rather than
on places like the Waterloo Road, where the
majority of really important people in the
population live,”"—Ed.)

“WHEN THE WIND BLOWS”

Sir,—The wind blows up again at
Wallace Gaitland™s staggering remark
that Frank Sargeson nourishes himself
on modern American authors as againat
English traditional ones.

After his first collection of stories
wag published—Conversations with My
Uncle (about ten years ago, I think)~—
I remember that Frank Sargeson ac-
knowledged, in the pages of To-morrow
the influence of Sherwood Anderson.
This was in answer to critics who called
him “Ernest Hemingway’s younger
brother.” Only the other day I heard this
comparison drawn again. I can’t imagine
two writers much further apart in style
and attitude. The only point of re-
semblance is the ear both authors share
with Mark Twain for precise local idiom
applied to revelation of character.

Surely a most significant thing about
When the Wind Blows is that a New
Zealand author like Frank Sargeson,
whose development obviously demands
from him most careful selection end
discrimination, has abandoned the
American influence for the European—-
even If he still keeps to the small town
of Sherwood Anderson tradition. The
book cries out to be compared and con-
trasted with James Joyce’s Portrait of
the Artist as a Young Man and in its
episodal character, if in nothing elss,
shows the influence of Ulysses, with a
very interesting adaptation—or develop-
ment, however slight—of the stream-of-
consciousness method.

And I'd pick from this novel that the

author is pretty well read in E, M.

Forster. I'd also be willing to take Wal-
lace Gaitland on that for one modern
American author that Frank Sargeson
reads, he reads ten English plus some
five other European ones, past and
present. * .

I agree with him, though, that M.
Holcroft’s review in The Ligtener of
When the Wind Blows inspires respect.
It is admittedly tentative and if he
missed a good deal at this first time

of reading he at least gives us a study

that is of value, whereas Isn Hamilton
uses the review, the novel, and the
character of “Henry” in it, to abuse
New Zealand society in a loosa prose
style that suggests that he himself has
not the creative ability—or stabifity-—
to adjust himself to itsa demends. It’s
because Henry does not abuse, but gets

with tbeir concentration on the .

on with the difficult but effective job of
making his own place for himself in it
—we realise in the final episode-—that
we see a decadent society so clearly and
are so grateful for the book. And so
eager for a sequel,

E. P. DAWSON (Mt. Maunganui).

Sir,—In my letter concerning M.
Holcroft’s review of When the Wind
Blows, published in The Listener of
April 12, you have printed the follow-
ing “ ... for its study of the growth of
a boy against the setting of & certain
environment, rather than the growth of
character, and with such a method the
characters are ancillary, . . .* Checking
this passage with that of my carbon
copy, I find it should read, “ , . .. for
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its study of the growth of & boy against
the setting of a certain environment.
Actually, I believe, the novel is in-
tended to express an environment, the
growth of environment rather than the
growth of character; and with such a
method the characters are ancillery. . . ."

Would you be good encugh to pubtish
this correction?

WALLACE GAITLAND
{Invercargill).

NATIONAL LIBRARY SERVICE.

Sir,—The statement of policy attri-
buted to me in The Listener of April 12
obviously needs clarification.

Where loans of books are offered to
local authorities — boroughs, town dis-
tricts, or counties—to help them to make
their libraries free, there is no proposal
to establish parallel or separate free lib-
rary service if the local authority is not
itself prepared to give free service.

Where regional distribution from a
main city is concerned it would be de-
sirgble to have this done from the city
public library if poss:ble This Service
would thon help'with books, staff, and
the provision of premises. It seems un-
economical to have one library service
for the city and another for the country
involving two staffs and two collections
of books, since roads are becoming good
and transport fucilities are improving. If.
however, the city library is not free or
finds it inconvenient to become the reg-
ional headquarters, it will be necessary
for regional distribution to be carried

out by this Service. A separate building

in the same city with a separate staff
and book collection will then be neces-
sary.—G. T, ALLEY (Director, National
Library Service).

LUNCH HOUR TA%!T IN WELLING-

Sir,—I was not disappointed on read-
ing the article by J.C.B. under the obove
heading in your journal. It seems
that The Listener is the only paper
which dedicates space to problems of
culture and art, dealing with these mat-
ters with an understanding never to be
found in the daily press, which with few

exceptions mentions such things with
little heart and less conviction. Between
this article and the letter by “One Who
Wants to Run Away” (Aucklang) is an
organic connection, although J.CB.s
article is only meant as an appreciative
art criticism. But when one reads the
lotter and considers the title one finds
the New Zealand tragedy in the wqrds
“Lunch-hour art in Wellington.”

On seeing this one-man show, I was
immediately reminded of the polemiec
letters published in your paper and in
others about exhibitions of the “rejects”
and also of the long Jetters pointing out
what a loss to the nation it is, that so
many New Zealand scientists and artists
are going abroad or have to go abroad,
for reasons known to all of us. In my
opmion thr arguments about exhibitions

“rejects” did not arise from those who
were annoyed by being rejected, or from
those who pretend to understand art-—
they were the result of the wish to
escape from the utter boredom of walk«
ing around the walls of Academy ex-
hibitions, and of looking at the ‘eternal
sugary still lifes, the photographic tight
landscapes with no impetus and at pic-
tures which do not show any aspect of
the world in which we live.

As far as I could find out, James
Bowkett Coc was not among those whosae
pictures were rejected — perhaps only
because he did not enter his canvases.
I can quite imagine that a painter who °
paints pictures of the heorror of jungle
warfare, who was one of those who lay
in the foxholes of Vella Lavella, has not
the nerve to stand such a rejection and
prefers rather to have his pictures at
home I can only hope that one day a
hanging-committee might start thinking
about the deterioration of the art life
here and find some new solutions, some
new ways and ideas. One of these would
be to encourage new progress in-qrt, by
asking artists. not working' i the tra-
ditional way to exhibit in tha N&tional
Gallery thus giving the walls new col-
our, and the visitors a real idet. of art
and its trends. Then might be awakened
the clear consciousness that art can not
gtow in a vacuum but is dependent on
and influenced by our life, our sur-
roundings. social, economic end volitical,

RICHARD SCHACHERL
{Wellington).
{ Abridged.—Ed.) . .

RADIO ROUND TABLE

Sir,—Your letter from “Discussion”
in a_recent number is timely. The Sun-
day night feature “On Parade” is ons
of the few worthwhile sessions on the
air, It certainly is most provocative and
deserves recognition by the people who
write “Radio Viewsreel.” The session
has entertainment, colour, and character
—qualities not often found these days.

JAMES CORRIGAN (Christchurch), '

-

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS

“Mother Tongue™ (Invercarv‘ll): Printer’s
errot,

H.N.P. (Chﬁstchurch) and others: We do
not publish book

R. Crowley (Hon.

Secretary Wellinzton
Townswomen's Guxld) On your ewn admis-
sion, you have *“already had correspondence
;:l;th”the Director of Broadcasting on thia sube

Etacinshrdludludludlutaskisk (Thames Coast)s
Your traln ran off the rails because you failed
to notice the teakettle. But it's niée to know
we can write free verse without even trying. ’

“Grouser” (Aucklmui): Reference .your “last
end bright suggestion.’” Tllegal, we reckon we
guess.

M.5. (Wallingford):

Too daugorom. W
ahould bave dozens i imifar ¢ °
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