Excerpt from Jack Lindsay's autobiography Life Rarely Tells.
The letter from his father Norman dates from 1919
(i.e. Jack aged 19, not having seen his father for ten years)
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One day Dudley came out of my boy-scout Sydney past. He
was now a banana farmer down the coast from Bgsbane, a
steady quiet young man whom I was overjoyed to meet
g;fn and }t,oqwhon’; I had nothing to say. He had nothing to
say either. We drifted about Brisbane for a couple of days and
then he returned to his bananas, having failed to find whatever
he had hoped to find in Brisbane. His visit scemed to ratify
my break from the society around me, into which he had
hardly fitted; but I still awaited a knock on the door from Life,
the opening bars of Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony become flesh
and blood. "

Then one day as I went into the common room at the univer-
sity I found a package addressed to me. Instd? were a dozen
etchings by Norman, with a letter. I had only time to push the
opened package into a locker and glance over the letter before
I rushed into a lecture on metaphysics. All through the hour
1 kept reading bits of the letter; but I was friendly with the lec-
turer, who had introduced me to Freud, and I didn’t want to
appear too rudely inattentive.

At last the hour was over and I could hurry back to the com-
mon room, tear off my gown and discard all ideas of work for
the day. Terrified at the thought that someone might have
carried off the etchings, I rescued the package from the locker
and turned its contents over and over, unable to stop at any
one of the sheets, wanting to see them all at once in a single
superimposed image. The changing figures fell into a complex
design composed of snippets from all the etchings; and then
as I set off for my aunt’s house I found that one work stos)d
out sharply against all the others. Who Comes? A _naked panic-
stricken woman, surrounded with other shrinking rcycllers,
turns to look beyond the curtain at something not depicted -
what? "

As T was leaving, I struck one of the arts students and hastily
showed him the etchings. ‘My father’s work.’

‘Eh?’ he said, uninterested, ‘Oh yes.’ L

Then, as I went across the river in the small chugging ferry
that served the university, I hugged the etchings under my
arm, afraid that they would fall in the water. And sudfie’n_ly,
horribly, 1 felt Death, not as an idea, but as a possibility
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implicit in every pore and atom of my flesh. Someday I should
have to die and lose these works of art. Death presented itself
as a darkness of privation, a void in which the vital image of
art was banished, not simply as my own fall headlong into
nothingness. My life was in the art more richly than in my own
body. Apart from books, precious but replaceable, I had never
owned anything before, anything that I thought of as mine,
utterly mine. I discovered the loss of self, the moment of sheer
self-alienation, in discovering property. ;

The letter was charmingly placatory and suggested that the
time had come for us to know one another. (Bertram Stevens,
the well-meaning owl, had reported favourably and indeed
done some nagging on my behalf. That I was making my way
in education without any calls on the paternal purse also spoke
in my favour.) I wrote back a long incoherent letter of delight.
More etchings came, and a copy of Thus Spake Zarathustra with
an account of what the book had meant for Norman.

I read it through. At first I was not much attracted. The
attack on poets as liars who fished up bits of old gods from the
sea affronted the Keatsian who held to the creed of Truth-
Beauty. The attitude to war seemed the sheerest barbarism,
vulgar as my aunt’s snobbery. But after a while I began to
warm to the idiom and found my ideas again falling into tur-
moil. Much of what I made out seemed to deny the positions
that I had been reaching through Witherby and Quinton, my
synthesis of Blake, Keats, Dostoevsky and the idea of revol-
ution. And then at moments it seemed that here was a rich new
viewpoint which I could work into my insecure concept of rev-
olutionary poetry, adding something that that concept badly
needed - a philosophy of history which would objectify the
structure of Blake’s prophetic books and then yield a revalu-
ation of all values. An acceptance of tragedy as the highest yes-
saying to life; an irreconcilable demand for joy. “To have run
through every chamber of the modern soul, to have eaten in
each of its corners: my pride, my torture, and my joy. To tran-
scend pessimism effectively, and in short a Goethean regard
full of love and goodwill.” Above all, the conception of joy as
the deepest creative dyamic won me over.

Norman did not want me to visit him at Springwood till






