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Synopsis of Anderson/Walker Correspondence 1935 - 1951

The correspondence between John Anderson and Ruth Walker for this period falls into five distinct phases.  The correspondence between 1935 and 1937 details their first meeting and subsequent relationship.  There is little intellectual discussion during this period and little indication of emotional commitment.  In his A Passion to Oppose, Brian Kennedy argued that John ‘seduced’ Ruth although there is little evidence that such a seduction actually took place.  Kennedy does not explicate what he means by the notion of ‘seduction’ but if such a term implies flattery and sophistry, then clearly John was not a seducer in this sense.  

John and his family leave for Europe at the end of 1937 for a twelve month sabbatical and he writes to Ruth that this will be a ‘purgative period’ for them both.  Although none of Ruth’s letters survive from this period, it is clear from John’s letters that the correspondence is mainly of an intellectual nature.  He considers the questions of ‘the place of women in the Andersonian ethic’ and whether goods are possible in domestic life and in one of his replies he states that ‘freed sexuality, like freed thinking, would colour all one’s activities’, a statement he repeated in his 1942 paper on ‘Obscenity’ and which later became quite important for the Libertarian Society.  The correspondence for this period also covers a wide range of theoretical topics including Plato, Marxism and capitalism, Freud’s Totem and Taboo, contemporary British philosophy and the political events leading up to the war.  

The third phase of their relationship extends from 1939 to 1943 and the correspondence is characterised by a deepening of their emotional relationship.  In 1940 he confesses to Ruth that he lacks a ‘delicacy of perception in regards to other people’s feelings’ and at the start of 1941 he writes a long letter to Ruth at 4am in the morning in which he confesses to being in a ‘crisis of love’.  Throughout 1941, John composes a series of love poems for Ruth and their correspondence continues in a general manner throughout 1942 and 1943, concluding with another poem by John, ‘Thought never catches love’.  

The next period in their correspondence dates from 1945 to 1947 and the letters are characterised by a mixture of personal reflections and observations on the nature of the Andersonian movement.  In 1947 John writes to Ruth that he is inadequate at sensing her sensitivities and loneliness and her reply ‘the disinterestedness of Socrates’, demonstrates her ability to mix personal reflection with philosophic speculation.  She criticises John’s relationship with his ‘disciples’ and the view of some of these disciples that Ruth is simply an ‘accommodating female’. John’s reply to this letter is another example of how Ruth stimulates John’s thinking on certain points.  He states that he doesn’t think that any ‘movement’ derives from a particular person and distinguishes between the inner ring and outer ring of the Andersonian movement.  He argues that those who have made the most of his theoretical material have been those who have hung off personal intimacy while those which whom he has had intimate relationships are those on a lower intellectual level.  

The fifth phase of their relationship occurs during 1949 and 1950.  At the start of 1949 John confides to Ruth that his major problem since his childhood has been his Idealism or totalism, that he finds many things ‘puzzling’ and can’t seem to make the pieces ‘add up’ or form a single theme.  He locates this difficulty in his romantic conception of love although he thinks that love does have an integrating effect.  He concludes that no one but her would appreciate his ‘idealism’ or see that it could have a stimulating effect.  Throughout the nineteen forties, the most interesting correspondence occurs after the A.A.P. conference at Newport in January of each year.  John’s 1940 letter stating that he ‘lacks delicacy of perception’, his 1941 love poems to Ruth, his 1947 letter where he states that his ‘mind is all mixed in with his heart’ and the 1949 letter on his ‘Idealism’, all follow a Newport conference where John and Ruth would have had time alone.  However the Newport conference for 1950 appears to have been a particularly difficult one for Ruth and within a few weeks she has been hospitalised after suffering a nervous breakdown.  Her hospitalisation lasts until June and the success of her recovery can be gauged by her questioning of John on the issue of philosophical ‘style’ in July.  His letter on ‘Humanism’ is remarkable for his comments on his ‘destructive’ criticism and ‘mere refuting mechanism’ and that there may be much of value in positions like ‘rationalism’ which cannot be shown by the mere ‘refutation’ of it as a philosophical position.  

The 1951 correspondence commences with a January letter from Ruth discussing a recent meeting with John (presumably the annual A.A.P. conference in Newport) and her up-coming departure for the Blue Mountains.  John replies in an undated letter, discussing mainly departmental business.  Ruth writes again on March 29th with a brief discussion of Descartes and rationalism and John replies a week later, discussing mainly departmental business.  On June 4th, Ruth writes a long letter on philosophy discussing Descartes, Malebranche and Arnauld in the context of a discussion in Mind between Lovejoy and Laird.  This letter is significant for indicating the extent of Ruth’s recovery from her breakdown of the previous year.  Ruth writes again in July where she discusses departmental business.  This is the last letter between John and Ruth before Ruth departs on sabbatical leave at the end of 1951.

August 1935 

Ruth’s Diary - 9th August 1935:  John Anderson approached Ruth in the Quad and asked if she could ‘spare a minute’ to come to his room.  He asked her to sit down, but she remained standing as he explained the nature of her mark for an essay, an A(-X).(4).  He then enquired about her desire to drop philosophy for a year, reassuring her that she would not have ‘brain fever or heart failure’ if she did.  At this point Ruth got up to leave, but suddenly asked John what he thought of the E.U. business and the suspension of two students.  This led to Ruth telling John that she was a ‘good little Christian Scientist’ and John ‘wormed all about the doctrines out of me’ which made her squirm.  John had already found out a great deal about her family from Alec Ritchie, ‘a fact which shows I have been discussed in this learned circle before’.(5)  Ruth then went on to talk about how her mother devoted herself to Christian Science and when John asked why she did not try to correct her mother, this made Ruth squirm even more.  Ruth replied that her mother has a ‘religious nature’ and would be ‘desperately unhappy’ if she didn’t have religion to turn to.  John asked what this happiness was anyhow and whether Ruth thought that John was happy.  Happiness, he said, was merely ‘a state of satisfaction – a blind refusal to face facts.’  Ruth’s mother, he continued, was ‘a blockage in the social system’, preventing Ruth from progressing and leading to a stultifying of the intellect.  John suggested that her mother could take up some useful social work but to be concerned about her passing through an emotional crisis if she could be shown that religion was false, was not really worth worrying about.  When Ruth objected that she had no right to make her mother uncomfortable by disturbing her beliefs,(6) John dismissed this as altruism and said that logically there was no difference – she acted on Ruth and Ruth on her.  Altogether, this made Ruth feel ‘pretty small’ and she realised that she does not want to work in this way or commit herself to anything.  This, she believed, was a fault in her – that she always wants to be able to turn and flee away from things.  After this, Ruth went through a period of stress which she could not ‘reproduce in words, for the man tortured me by his damned logicalness’.  Ruth changed the subject and before she knew where she was she was ‘talking about mother (?) and how I objected to having been beaten by them’.  John told Ruth that he was once very religious - at which she stared at him in amazement – and he confessed that he once had ‘a longing to be good’, although he concluded that he ‘no longer wants to be good’.(7)  He also told her that he was connected with the Socialist Party since he was about ten and Ruth thought of him as a ‘mental prodigy’.  Ruth then told John that at that age she believed in fairies and when John asked her what sort of fairies she believed in, she almost blushed.  She thought this a ‘mean question’ but John said he was simply interested in the topography of fairies.  Ruth came away from the meeting with the feeling that she had been ‘turned inside out, flattened out and then disjointedly(?) put back again.’  However having ‘dear John’ sit beside her and explain her essay mark was ‘quite thrilling’ and ‘to have him sit on the table and dangle those long legs of his while I walked backwards and forwards across the carpet was good – something to remember’.  The conversation then turned to Johny Waldock and John said ‘he would have none of hiom until he defied Sonny Holmes and set English on its feet’.
  Ruth replied that some people regarded Waldock as a hero (8) and conveyed to John that her friend Meg had described him as the ‘local deity’.  Altogether, Ruth felt that the conversation had been a ‘turning point in her life’: ‘It was most upsetting to my ideas which had just about calmed down after the philosophic disturbances to religion that took place last year.’  On Thursday, Ruth told Meg about their talk and Meg became quite worried and made Ruth promise to ‘rope her in’ next time Anderson comes up and asks for a moment of Ruth’s time.  The philosophy lecture on that Thursday morning upset Ruth almost as much as the talk had, for John made Ruth go ‘dark red from my breasts up to my ears’.  In the lecture, John was talking about internal and external relations and suddenly said “Suppose eg we say a person A is pleased only when he is beside B, then we should naturally express that by saying (9) being beside B does make a difference to him but it is still essential to observe that being beside B is not that difference.”  Ruth took this to be a reference to their conversation and it was almost too much for her, for once or twice she simply wanted to get up and flee from the lecture.  Ruth later regarded this as a ‘rather cruel experiment’ but she recognised that John affected her physically in a way she does not understand and most of all she cannot understand ‘the fear he inspired me with’.  However on the Wednesday night before the lecture, she had the thought that she ‘would be most honoured if I could be the mother of a son of John’s’ which she recognised was rather a dangerous thought to have.(10).  However, Ruth finds John a ‘delightful man’, especially when he asked her whether she thought he’d been converted to atheism since he arrived in Sydney.  Returning to the Thursday lecture, when John, in discussing relations, asserted that “If two things are now close together which were previously far apart, we might argue that that does not imply a change of character in either though even there it could be contended that there must be changes however minute because of the new physical and electrical interactions’, this reference to ‘electrical’ made Ruth go ‘hot and prickly’ again.  Ruth’s friend, Bobby Goulston (?) wondered aloud what the Professor’s reference to ‘A being beside B’ was about, (11) for ‘doubtless she saw my blushes’ and Meg said that it was a great pity that Ruth gave herself away like that.  John was greatly amused by the idea that Ruth took philosophy to ‘sort out the tangles of my religious beliefs and set them on a firm basis of truth and logic’ and he was also amused when Ruth told him that she was indignant when her professor is described as ‘that little bald headed nincompoop’.  John was also curious about Ruth’s uncle Ern being a Communist and asked whether he had ever seen a copy of ‘The Militant’.  Regarding the whole conversation, Ruth said to Meg that she felt that she had been ‘undergoing a personal confession’.(12)  Ruth then discusses her relationship with her mother, who describes Ruth as a ‘little pup yapping outside that doesn’t know what its talking about’, although Ruth believed that her dear mother wouldn’t know how many ‘white sepulchres’ there are in this world.  Ruth’s mother fully supported the students who ejected the Communist from the university some years earlier
 for they were simply doing what any ‘red blooded men would have done’, although the students involved in the NPN suspension business were quite a different case. In her words, ‘That any foreigner should come out here and speak against the established government and the accepted order of things is not to be borne’.
  Further, students should not listen to such ‘disloyal’ speeches (13) and she criticised students (such as Ruth) who believe that they should listen to any ‘immoral creature’ who gets up and speaks about free love or ‘any such like filthy things’, whereas any decent man would get up and throw such ‘immoral creatures’ out.  In response, Ruth wondered ‘if I tried I could convince her that before you attack a man’s ideas you should set to work to find out what they are at least.  She is so full of conventional ideas that she will not give anything a fair chance.’  Ruth was also surprised - when her mother said that ‘all good patriots would throw a foreigner out’ - that her Pop said that it depended on what you called a patriot.  Ruth criticised her mother for even though she purports to be a Christian Scientist, she still believes in fate, the stars and palmistry.(14)  Ruth then discussed Christian Science beliefs in detail concluding that they perhaps more than any other people resolutely shut their eyes to reality. (15)  She resolves that what she and others must do is ‘to recognise there are good and evil forces in the world and naturally we desire the good to win’.  Ruth then spends some time discussing the religious beliefs of some acquaintances and friends (16) including Marjorie Naughton’s idea of a ‘struggling god’, Enid (?) and Grace Pillinger.(17)  Ruth then records that John disagrees with her about her mother, but she thinks him a ‘trifle unsympathetic’ (18): ‘The Professor, of course is right – he always is but still I doubt if he is as sympathetic as could be – of course – is it good to be sympathetic – does it help the outcome of a problem to say – Yes, I know how you feel my dear.’  Ruth then makes ‘a jump to aesthetics’ and said something to John about Howarth reading some poems and them sounding well read, to which John replied that they were sing-song kind of poems.
  Ruth then ‘quite shrilly’ burst in with the view that sing-song poems sound quite horrible read aloud but after realising she had mis-understood Anderson’s meaning, was dreadfully afraid for some time that he was offended by her crudeness and was in an agony of mind for some minutes till she managed to control herself.(19)  Ruth concluded the diary entry for this day with the following: ‘They say a person in love can imagine all sorts of connections into things – certainly I shall not forget the day that I came into philosophy – wrote philosophy and in the corner ‘Andy’ and left it lying open.  Just then John came past – I suddenly realised I had left the folder open thus.  When he began lecturing it seemed to me his voice was harsh and he himself looked sterner than usual…However I often almost left the lecture room – his voice seemed to be grating harshly on me all the time – see what the imagination can do to the body!  I got my usual feeling of heat and fled from the room at the end.’(20)

August 1935 – January 1936

Sunday, 18th August 1935:  Ruth approaching ‘a more sane state’ about the Professor although she cannot quite understand his attitude towards her. In the Thursday lecture she caught his eye, looked foolish and gripped her teeth into her lips.  But was it mere coincidence, she wondered, that soon afterwards John stumbled 3 or 4 times in his lecture, a thing he rarely does.  She speculates that the explanation lies in Glaskeen? blushing.
  That week John missed his Tuesday lecture because he had a cold and Passmore took his place.  As a result John was on campus on Friday and Ruth states that it was quite thrilling to have him in the library at lunchtime. As John Passmore and Meg got up to go to the lecture (2pm?), John asked Ruth whether she had any books yet and seemed surprised when she said that she had 4 volumes of Proust (4). John reflected whether there was any sense in reading him as she had so much work to do.  This comment was followed by an enquiring, politely intense, look from John.  Ruth replied that she had to read all the Restoration dramatics and Passmore commented that he likes the dramatics, although some of them are a bit dull.  John then asked how R’s essay was going and advised her to read Burnet and seemed quite sympathetic to her dislike of the second part of the Parmenides.  At this point, Passmore (and presumably Meg) left the library.  John then asked whether Ruth would be up in the vacation.  Ruth replied that she was very busy but might get up in the last two weeks before she admitted that she was sick of university for a while.  John asked her again if she might take a week off, but Ruth replied that she couldn’t as she had all her Latin and English to do.  John then suggested that she spend the weekend in bed. (5)  Ruth reminded John that as a member of a family, she couldn’t spend the weekend in bed and as the only girl in the family, it is she who had to help her mother.  Anyway, as she points out, her parents flat simply wasn’t large enough to spend the weekend in bed, although she imagined that it would be different with a large house and a garden.  John then suggested that she take a walk to the Spit and Ruth had to explain that her mother would think her ‘cuckoo’ if she went walking alone.  John asked whether there was someone she could go walking with and Ruth replied that she didn’t like to go walking alone.  John appeared stumped by this and the conversation turned to Christian Science, with Ruth wanting to return to Christian Science for a few days to ‘refresh herself’.  John appears horrified by this and suggests that a few seconds might be enough.  Ruth then has to explain to John the necessity of giving Christian Science a chance, although she thinks that he prefers that she suffers and thinks than not suffer and not think.  His ‘last brilliant suggestion’, was that she sit down with the Theaetetus and let her mind wonder or day dream.  Ruth explained that this gave her a headache and this statement seemed to interest John greatly.  John speculated that there might be some feeling of ‘sin’ there and Ruth denied this.  John seemed doubtful. (6)  Ruth suggested that it was the sort of things that she dreamed about that gave her headaches, to which John appeared thoughtful.  Ruth then realised the meaning of what he said.  It was not so much any idea of ‘sin’ as such, as simply a conflict between what she might call her ‘rational’ part and her ‘sensual’ part.  She sees that she always day-dreams along the same sensual lines but feels that she is indulging in ‘dirty thoughts’.  They stopped ‘gassing’ after this as Ruth was determined not to have any more ‘two hour discussions’.  Sun 18th cont.: Ruth comments that Passmore would have a great time with R’s dreams, some of which were about John but were ‘frightfully vague’.  But the dream that surprised her was the one about Glaskeen.  She said she had been hating? him more lately but could think of no reason why she should dream about him.  In the dream, he was a border at home and her mother was trying to get her to come out to the dinner table where he was but Ruth was refusing strongly.  Eventually she did come out and he was very nice, although altogether too much so.  He was almost suave – quiet, very considerate and intensely interested in her opinion on some subject. (7)  This reminded Ruth that she had a dream about John some weeks ago before she knew him very well, although she had spoken to him on several occasions as secretary of the Literary Society.  In the dream, she was waiting for him in the Quad and he came along and drawing apart her frock placed his head between her breasts.  That is all she remembered apart from the feeling of ‘utter peace and yet God inspiring joy’ within her.  She concludes with the comment: ‘Most humiliating is reality’.

30th October: Ruth begins this entry some ten weeks later with the comment that ‘This business is becoming more and more amusing’.  On her side, she is in a state of admiration, ‘what might be called a thrilled state of mind’, although there is also anger and repulsion.  On J’s side there appears to be a ‘sardonic amusement’.  Why worry, she asks, although she comments that there are few things worse than the feeling of being an insect on a microscope slab and being prodded to see how it will react.  On a Friday about four weeks previously (about 4th October), John asked Ruth to go to Anthony Hordens to see an exhibition of paintings.  She had quite an amusing time with John and they both liked the background to the Mona Lisa. (8)  John asked her to tea that afternoon, but she had to hurry home to cook tea.  On Friday 25th October, John asked her again and she ‘hummed and hawed feebly for a while’ before agreeing, with great trepidation.  However it all went well, although she objects to his cheeky way of watching her so closely.  It is very nerve racking, especially when one is pouring tea.  After tea, John smoked while Ruth played with her knife and fork, the teapot and eventually managed to tear the lettuce to pieces.  Arthur Bishop and Alec Ritchie came in at this point and they all left at about 3.30.  Wednesday 30th October (cont): However it was today that was the most amusing.  There was a committee meeting of the Literary Society with John, Ruhle, Marie and Ruth and Ruth asked John what was wrong with the expression ‘in virtue of’ and John rather brusquely replied ‘Still brooding on that?’.  Marie then asked whether Ruth felt like slaying him in absence.  John made a comment and Ruhle followed this with his anthropological instances of ‘initiation’ and ‘contagion’.  As they were going, the Professor suggested that Ruth continue with her ??? or ‘some such rot’.  Ruth left without bidding him adieu and put on her hat and set out for home around the Quad instead of across it as John was standing where she would have to pass him.
  (9)  Ruth was heading to the Carillon Tower when she saw someone ‘pasting’ along the Quad and guessing that it might be J, put on speed to avoid him.  John had to run the last twenty yards and they met under the Carillon Tower, which was ‘most unfortunate as I was feeling dead beat – washed out - ??? and rather annoyed with the man’.  Ruth had been making determinedly for the gate when John called her and she stopped and looked at him.  He grinned and said that he thought that he had carried the joke a bit too far to which Ruth replied ‘Oh, no Professor’, in a strangled voice.  John replied ‘Ah well, that’s good’ although Ruth thought that he would have felt satisfied to have found out that she was hurt.  Ruth then told him that she was sick of lectures and taking notes and would he not go so fast in his lectures.  By this time Ruth had passed through the gate and John was still in the Quad holding the gate open for her and talking.  John suggested that they have a pre-arranged signal when he started going too fast.  However the most amusing aspect of it all was the attempt to get to the gate first. (10)  Perhaps even more amusing was the way they both looked at each other, with Ruth and her look of ‘a slightly distant – ready to forgive lover’ and John with his ‘slightly uneasy grin’.  However she had been cursing herself ever since for not being light and frivolous with ‘the blighter’ as it might do him some good, although she is often chortling at him running around the Quad.  Ruth finished this entry with the following: ‘Shocking, shocking, shocking’; ‘What a lot of rot’.  

The next entry is a brief one from December 21st or 22nd where Ruth reports that she went up to Turramurra and met Mrs Anderson and Sandy although she doesn’t think Sandy likes her.

On 13th January 1936, John wrote to Ruth from ‘Lockhart’ at Malcolm St, Narrabeen inviting her to come up on the Saturday morning and stay for the weekend. (11)  John reports that he has been translating some Worker’s Party material from the French and had a visit from Margaret Riley who had just gained an economics distinction and was reading Strachey’s ‘Nature of the Capitalist Crisis’.
  

The next letter from JA arrives on 26th January from Turramurra, although prior to this John had received an angry letter (which is now lost) from Ruth.  John starts off by discussing her ‘Knowledge and Opinion’ essay which he describes as having an element of ‘absolute looseness’ about it.
 (12)  John then discusses Ruth’s use of make up: “But, if you are going to use lip stick, for God’s sake do it while I’m around, so that I might know the worse.’ He argues that ‘when a person aspires to be a portrait, it is a) ineffectual, on account of movement, changing background, and so forth, b) superfluous, because there are better designs all around and because the person has other things to do.  For my own part, I like a person to look intelligent; this does not hinder me from being a great admirer of the macaw.’  John then discusses the general question of ‘ill dressed people’ and while he thinks that the working class might be regarded as ‘ill dressed’, anyone who bothered about such things would have ‘a thin time in the movement’.  He criticises William Morris’s description of the working classes ‘damned wantlessness’ because he found them not bothering about ‘dress and furniture and such knick-knacks’.  John argues that Morris had his face turned too much to the past and that he was too much concerned with ‘the petty ideal of medieval craftsmanship’.  John recognises that he would get very few women to agree with him on this and even Jenny, who ‘is less given to parade than any other woman I know’, is often at odds with John over matters of arrangement and interest in the house.  ‘But I still think that, in comparison with serious social movements, including the aesthetic, personal decoration is mainly frippery’.  John thinks that all this may sound little heavy, but that might be because Ruth is taking up a position which isn’t quite natural to her.  Turning to Ruth’s view that John ‘forms judgements’ about her John comments that he isn’t likely to be offended by anything she does or says, for he knows from his own experience, how hard it is for people to say what they mean and do what they want.  Further, in spite of his 42 years, he is far from being at ease with people, though he has learned to worry less about his mistakes.  And although Ruth may mystify him on occasions, he thinks he can ‘read between the lines’.  Anyway, Ruth ‘should have got used to him by now’, although this is not to say that he will have a soothing effect upon her.  Indeed, one of his ‘judgements’ is that ‘there is a fairly pronounced narcissistic element in you as well as in me, and that would suggest that the effect would often be one of irritation’, such as the ‘various annoying things’ John said at Narrabeen.
 (13)  However John concludes, it was Anaxagoras who pointed out that ‘irritation is a condition of thinking’.  John then compliments Ruth on her remarkable memory, although he has doubts of resurrecting ‘Freethought’, as that would mean a terrible amount of work for somebody and the distribution will always be a problem. The letter then closes off with some general remarks about Southeen?, domestic life at Turramurra and going to see Wallace about Passmore’s position.
  

The next record is from R’s diary, some weeks after her brief entry about going to Turramurra just before Christmas.  The date appears to be the 28th January 1936 and records going to see the Anderson’s from January 18th to 20th while they were at Narrabeen.  She thinks that Sandy might like her after all and that she seems to provide him with an audience. (14)  The diary entry then breaks off until the afternoon of the same day after Ruth had received a reply from John to a letter that she wrote ‘in a fit of anger’ on the 22nd.
  Ruth writes:  “Since that time, I have been alternatively amused and annoyed.  Today I spent about an hour doing nothing but getting over my bad temper.  I must really not get so wild.  The business is too much like convulsions for my liking.  I lie on the bed & toss & kick & writhe and so on and so on and splutter a curse and so on.”, concluding that it ‘certainly takes it out of me’. 

June 1936 – March 1938

John writes from Mittagong on 1st June 1936 during the winter semester break.  He writes that the change from Sydney is beneficial for the whole family, although in his own case the main benefit has been a complete abstention from thinking.  Sandy is taking riding lessons and Jenny is doing a bit more walking than usual.  The professor from Melbourne University, Gibson, stayed over for a few nights on their way back to Melbourne after the philosophy Congress.(3)  Gibson appeared to enjoy the conference and formed quite a high opinion of the ‘Sydney school’.  John Passmore, after a heavy workload during term, came down with a bad attack of tonsillitis after he gave a paper at the Congress.  John writes that he has been dipping into Veblen’s ‘Theory of the Leisure class” although its not making much of an impression on him.  John proposes that John and Margaret Mackie take over the running of the Freethought Society study groups in the next term next term and although he planned to cut out of all the regular groups, he believes that he and Ruth along with the Mackie’s and Margaret Riley could form a special group to look at the critical problems of Marxism and not just Trotskyism.  He states that he has some half formed ideas for reforming the ethics course and that ‘No bright ideas have yet penetrated the murky gloom of those lumber-rooms of his mind where I keep my notions of sex equality, humility and all the other attitudes and ‘virtues’ which form the material of the human comedy.”  John concludes that with all the rain the favourite indoor game is chess and while John admits to the odd game with Sandy, it is Jenny who emphasises that ‘life is too short for chess’.  

The next letter is from Ruth some three weeks later on 26th June and is in reply to a request from John for some thoughts on her day dreams.  The thing that annoys Ruth most about daydreams is their ‘complete vanity and utter lack of imagination’ and while she admits that she sometimes tries to day-dream at night when she is restless, she inevitably fails for they are too crude, although they no longer give her headaches like they used to.(4)  Ruth reminds John that when he suggested last year that she spend her vacation reading the ‘Theaetetus’ and letting her mind wander and she said that gave her headaches, he had said that this was pathological.  Ruth then writes: ‘The earliest ones (the heroine always gets older as I get older, though I can remember making a real effort to make her a different age once or twice) – all deal with a wicked young damsel who goes through a long list of punishments (I decline to give you the details here) and who finally emerges as good, purified or what not.  Sometimes she runs away from home, comes to a hell, enters therein, and then the fun begins, the hell being a sort of little hell specially provided for such as she.’  Ruth then recalls a story she read once about the child ‘smitten with the curse of curiosity’ who climbed a garden wall and asked so many questions of the old woman within that she was taken away and had her nose lengthened.(5)  Later dreams include lots of the ‘unruly and decidedly wicked young girl, who by some miraculous powers is sent to a boys’ school where she has it ‘licked out of her’ so to speak.’  She continues: ‘For some strange reason (she) always seems to excel at cricket and sprinting, acts as a fag to the man whom she later learns to respect and inevitably to love.  Really when I think of some of these things, I wonder if I was quite mad.  The heroine now goes higher in the scale and gets a romantic mystery about her.  For example, the girl who simply won’t be disciplined at the girls’ school has her nature partly explained by the fact that the poor thing never had a home and doesn’t know who she is.  She always turns out to be someone of high birth, preferably a princess of a foreign country… Then when the former prefect, to whom she was a fag falls in love with her, she is always in a position of sacrifice, though I think generally she manages to save her beloved country and marry her beloved, both.’  After this most of the dreams are just plain erotic although sometimes it is more a matter of spiritual rebirth (which Ruth notes in the margin is quite like ‘Socrates as an Educator’).(6)  She also mentions her series of religious damsels, of ‘a life dedicated to purity, meekness, etc, etc, which unfortunately breaks out into rebellion, and which is then purified.  Here, often enough, the expiation ends with surrender and marriage to the offended deity.’  She continues:  ‘There is a lovely mixture of pagan gods’ and convent backgrounds in there.  I certainly seem to have busy glorifying rebellion, and more than this, determination not to give in, nor to admit defeat.  The recurrence of the situation of the final submission of a woman to a man is rather funny since my attitude in expressed opinions has always been to the contrary.  So has my mothers.  However I think it interesting that in many of the stories, a period of death as it were, sets in for the woman: after this an end of all interest in life, out of which she has to be brought gradually by the man who now miraculously loves her.  God alone knows what gave me this idea of man’s taming of woman, her final submission, and final victory, or rather re-establishment, on an equal footing with man.’(7)  She then recounts that only a few years ago she would keep herself from sleep or amuse herself while doing housework with stories such as these although the stories often became a mere peg to hang a list of punishments upon.  In the earlier dreams, these punishments were quite ingenious although in the later ones many are not concerned with bodily suffering but with shame and spiritual suffering.  She concludes this section with the comment that it is all ‘very sad’.  She then comments that there is meeting of the Joint Committee for Wednesday and also reports that she got a copy of Joyce’s Exiles out and read it briefly, and while she liked it she could not say that she understood it fully.(8)  She concludes by stating that she is ‘doomed to be a good girl and lead a quiet, respectable life’ and that while she isn’t sure if she should send the letter, the writing did ease a certain amount of tension and the ease would not be completed if she did not send it.  

The next letter is from John writing from Turramurra on Wednesday 26th August 1936 and reports that John had a pint with Perce who has been immersing himself in Fichte and Hegel and working up to an onslaught on all metaphysics which John thinks sounds quite cheerful.  He arranges to meet Ruth on the 3.32 train from Wynyard so she can visit Turramurra for the weekend and mentions that he is getting quite worked up about the Moscow Trials and feels like writing an article about it, although he thinks it might be a better subject for a Freethought Society address.  He also reports that he is wrestling with the review of Jackson’s Dialectics and that it will be a relief to get rid of it.(9)  

The next entry is from Ruth’s diary and although it is dated 9th September, the subject covered dates back to the last Wednesday night of July.  The entry begins with the following: ‘I cannot write to you and tell you how much I love you – you might think me too foolish, tho serious and far too sentimental as I set it down here.’  Ruth then recounts that on 29th July, John let Ruth show her that he loved her although how strange was his manner of telling it.  At first Ruth was not sure what John meant but when he touched her knee and spoke to her so softly she guessed his meaning.  John kissed Ruth and tried to cheer her up with the words ‘O Ruth love, you mustn’t be sad: I won’t let you be sad.’  John tried to encourage Ruth to embrace him by lifting her left arm and placing it on him, although at the time she didn’t comprehend his purpose.  He said we were both too serious.  

The next Wednesday evening was 5th August and this time she wore nothing to hold in her breast so he might feel it if he desired to and he did so, although only through her dress under her heavy coat, and his kisses were more sweet and confident and Ruth was joyful at the feel of his fingers about her right breast.  

The following Wednesday, 12th August, John kissed her a little but then Meg came in and after she had gone, John was more bold and his quick, quivering fingers found their way beneath her dress and up her legs.(10)  He pulled her over onto his lap and they rested on her belly for a while before coming down slowly between her legs.  His fingers, quivering and quick with desire, awakened her.  Ruth was unwilling at first as she was unwell, but he kissed her as those fidgeting fingers of his thrilled her.  Ruth then took his hand and placed it near her dress so that he might know that she was willing and eager and she almost choked as he reached a point so blissful as to be almost unbearable.  Ruth was so gloriously drowsy when he ceased.  That was the last Wednesday of term but they met again on Friday for lunch and arranged to meet the following Thursday.  

On Thursday 20th August they met and this time was bliss indeed.  Ruth wore her blue frock that was free at the top so that he might feel her breast and he did and brought her joy.  He kissed her as his quivering fingers awakened her making her whole body quiver to his and her lips quiver under his kisses.  Then when he had wakened her, his kisses were so beautiful, soft and satisfying.  John then had her rest in his swelling chair and knelt beside her for a while.  They then went to dinner, leaving with a long and very satisfying kiss.  

Ruth then went to visit the Anderson’s at Turramurra on Friday 28th August (see letter above) and that night he came over to her chair for a while and kissed her very slowly and quietly and then she had to sleep alone which was cruelty.(11)  On Saturday, they went walking before lunch and almost quarrelled because he would ask so many questions about how he had annoyed her before she came to know him intimately.  They rested for a while but he did not touch her and as she was angry she refused his hand when they came to a muddy part.  After lunch Jenny and Sandy played tennis and Ruth kept John company over tea and he began talking personally and soon he was beside her, embracing and kissing her.  But it was on Sunday afternoon that he awakened her body with his fingers again, although twice interrupted by fear of Sandy.  But at last John reached that point of bliss and she almost choked again.  He kissed her back to quietness again and fingered her right breast.  That evening she waited up til quite late and when she said she was going to bed, John kissed her but not for long because Jenny was awake and he heard her.  On the Monday, as Jenny got lunch John came to Ruth, tired and perspiring after his dancing and she cooled his forehead with her hands and he took her to the couch and kissed her tenderly and told her she was ‘nice’.  But he did not touch her breast nor awaken her body.(12)  

John wrote to Ruth on 18th December beginning with the line “ ‘Annuntio vobis magnum gaudium’ as the bird said to the Jew”.  John advised Ruth that she is now eligible to become a B.A. of the University provided she put up some cash.  John advised that Miss Naughton and Miss Goulston had also passed and Miss Hidberg had been given a post.  

John wrote again on 15th January 1937 from Lockhart, Narrabeen where he reports that they went to the ballet on Wednesday afternoon and enjoyed it not so badly, though they thought the ‘Petrouchka’ inferior in a number of ways to the Berlakov version and John found ‘Le Spectre de la Rose’ appalling, wanting to chant the ballad of the Joking Jesus as an accompaniment.  John arranges to meet Ruth on Wednesday when they can make arrangements about her coming to Lockhart around the 26th.  He also reports that Margaret Mackie has met a young man but questioned whether she was serious about it and seemed to want to get as big a ‘kick’ out of it as possible while it lasts.(13)  

John writes again on 22nd January, where he finalises the details of Ruth’s visit to Narrabeen.  Perce had arrived the previous day and appears to be making good progress on his thesis, the only problem being that it looks like running to an enormous length.  

The next correspondence is dated 7th January 1938 when John, Jenny and Sandy are on the S.S. Jervis Bay at Port Melbourne on their way to Scotland for John’s sabbatical.  John writes on the first night when Jenny was giving Sandy some medicine the glass literally exploded into fragments covering the bed, floor and furnishings as well as bruising his eye.  Jenny was sick on the last stage to Burnie, but better for the crossing to Melbourne.(14)  

John writes again on 14th January, a few hours from Fremantle.  He reports that there nothing intellectually stimulating either in the way of life or the company. John reports that he gets a certain amount of amusement out of watching the rise and fall of various romances and that he’s been reduced to reading half a dozen detective novels.  John raises the prospect of Ruth applying for a new position at Melbourne University, for even though Ruth’s experience is limited it could still be worth while having a shot at it.  However he still thinks the present plan for Ruth – the tutorship followed by a travelling fellowship – is the best one.  John then writes: ‘Ruth, dear, I’ve been thinking a lot about you and me, but nothing very coherent, except that I miss you very much.  I think we should find ourselves a lot more assured when were together again; a sort of purgative period, as it were, only a year is such a long time.  The kind of thing that creates occasional uncertainties between us is a difference in ‘idiom’, due largely to a difference in our histories, but partly to my folie de doute – and that, I think, will be very much improved by getting away from Sydney for a bit and seeing my job in a proper perspective.  Also, I think I’ll get a firmer line on politics, in which my personal experiences have weighed too heavily with me; at any rate, in my random reflections since leaving Sydney I have felt more anti-capitalist and perhaps less anti-Marxist – not that I was ever pro-capitalist, but my criticisms of Marxism were getting my outlook a bit twisted.  I was reflecting just today on the ‘narcissisme a deux’ notion.  The trouble with the Freudians is that they’ve got a confused belief in ‘health’, which is particularly what maintains ‘the race’.  Apart from this sort of vague eugenics they can’t say there’s anything wrong with narcissism, but they always imply that there is.  It’s mixed up, of course, with their view that repression is necessary to culture… Anyway, Ruth, I think that, if we’re narcissists together, it’s a damn good thing.’(15)  

John writes again on 30th January, a few hours from Aden.  He writes of the trip to date and of Sandy becoming acquainted with the constellations of the northern hemisphere.  After four weeks of idleness, relieved only by deck games and detective novels, John reports that he will be glad to get to work for the atmosphere on the ship is quite inimical to thinking.  

John’s next letter, dated 13th February, is from the "English Channel", where after commenting on his inability to think during the voyage, he writes “Shaw says that the English excel at brainless amusements; and it is rather pathetic – though also exasperating – to see how these semi-bourgeois people enjoy themselves.’  He concludes with the statement ‘Gosh, Ruth, you’ll be thinking my brains have deserted me entirely – and that’s not far from the truth.’(16)  

The next letter dated 15th March is from the Anderson family home in Lanark.  John is having a few thoughts for his causality article (‘The Problem of Causality’) and while he was in London he visited Herman Black whom he found most lively.  They also visited Margaret Mackie in Oxford, although she didn’t seem to like it much.  John reports that he wasn’t much impressed with Oxford and that it can’t be a very lively place for students ‘with the ridiculous restrictions added to Oxford snobbery over and above the intellectual stagnation of Britain.’  He thinks that the reaction to the Eden affair were funny while those to the occupation of Austria were pretty stupid.  John then goes on to consider ‘the position of women in the Andersonian ethic’: ‘You know, of course, that I put forward the view that love "communicates" with other goods - I certainly admit that I haven't worked it out very far.  Beyond that, I suppose I've been more or less in agreement with Socrates that the virtue of a woman and that of a man are identical - or, more in my own terms, that it makes no ethical difference whether a woman or a man makes scientific discoveries or produces works of art; though I've still believed that women generally had less capacity for these things than men generally.(17)  Reflecting further on the matter under the stimulus of your prod, I would say that my view has been too simple – of the ‘is it so or not?’ or ‘a proposition is either true or false’ variety.  I mean something like what Burnet refers to in connection with the ‘Philebus’ – the question not just of the one or the many, but of how many; in other words, the question of species.  It is possible that men and women should both contribute to science - and both be "scientists" in the same sense - and yet that their contributions should be of distinct sorts.  In discussing most things, and knowledge in particular, I tend, as you may have noticed, to remove all distinctions – to say ‘A knows B, and that is all about it’.  In other words, the philosopher’s business of ‘removing hypotheses’ and the scientist’s business of finding ?? tend to come out, in me, in a neglect of differences that exist. (That, I should say, is one of the things that Plato has against Socrates). So, I would say, while granting that there aren't special criteria for judging 'a woman's contribution' to science or art (as who should say ‘Very good for a woman!’), there may still be something in such popular distinctions as that between woman's "intuition" and man's "intellect" - though, even then, it may be a question of what is found more commonly, but not exclusively, in one and in the other.  At any rate, your raising the question has sent my mind along these lines of speculation, and, if I were to develop my ethics, it will, I think, be along the lines of discovering species (not thereby, of course, prejudicing genera in any way); in fact, it is what I should be up to in my logic as well, as my conversation with MacMurray brought home to me.  After all, I have said myself that the solving of problems is the discovery of differences, and I suppose the absence of thinking (or, better, hasty thinking) amounts to the ignoring of problems.’  John then responds to a question from Ruth about the Socrates-Plato question and concludes with some comments on his own psycho-pathology and how, under the parental roof, his Oedipus should be going pretty strong.(18)

April 1938 – June 1938

13/4/38

John writes from Edinburgh discussing Ruth’s progress with ‘Truth and Reality’ and Johns’s controversy with Schiller.  He expresses hope that Ruth has settled down to the lecturing although she, like him, will always retain a certain nervousness.  John also expresses some concern about Ruth’s ‘Socratic’ nightmares which had alarmed him.  He suggests that Ruth’s presidential lecture to the Literary Society could be on ‘the art of life’ in connection with Farr(?) and is puzzled that Duncan resigned from the Freethought presidency.  John then turns to the newly created chair of Moral and Political Philosophy at Sydney University and considers that it could be to their advantage depending of the sort of man they get, for if he’s really good then the Senate’s intentions in appointing him won’t really matter.
  He considers the title a bad one although he doesn’t believe that they can stop him teaching as much ethics as he wants to and believes that Perce will be able to keep the departments end up.  John thinks that Perce will be cursing him about the Mill article for the AJPP (‘Causality and Logic’) for he’s been terribly lethargic up to now and hopes that he has ‘turned the corner’.  John hasn’t seen many people yet and the classes don’t start until next week when he will be hearing a paper on Hume by H.H. Price.  He has had a few words with Alan Stout and afternoon tea with his father G.F. Stout where they talked about Hitler and he advised John to visit Cambridge and have some discussions with the Logical Positivists.  He has also had a conversation with Porteous, a reader in Greek Philosophy, who recommended Cornford and W. Hardie.(8)  John reports that John Passmore is quite ‘cock-a-hoop’ about his progress in learning German but after John (A) dipped into Lessing’s ‘Lashoon’ (?) he wonders whether anybody could read it fluently.  John comments that Ruth’s being repelled by approaches from Tripp’s crowd is not snobbish for they have next to nothing to offer her theoretically.
  He also reports that his becoming more ‘revolutionary’ was that his contact with the more ordinary manifestations of bourgeois mentality irritated him and made him sympathise with people who wanted to wade into them.  The key thing, he continued, is cultural organisation, although the working class still have a long way to go before they can take hold of the levers of progress there.  He concludes that he has somewhere within him a hankering for a ‘practical line’, “(a particle, shall we say, of Gawdsaking)” and that was coming out.  John finishes the letter by commenting on his ways of ‘losing time’ mainly through card playing and that if he arrives back in Sydney with a ‘bright new soul’, it may not be too much of a shock to Ruth. (9)

4/5/38

John writes again from Edinburgh where he again reiterates that he’s not making the most of his stay and a ‘good deal of my time has just been idled away’.  One of his troubles has been the article for Perce and while it has lain on his conscience terribly, he has not been able to get down to it.  However over the last few days he has been able to get down to it and it is now more than half written.  A good deal of the material will be familiar to Ruth such as that on Mill but there are a few new points in it and the whole thing is put fairly neatly.  However he concludes that he probably needed these four months as a ‘fallow period’.  John reports that he heard a paper from Price, had a conversation with Robinson (author of ‘The Province of Logic’) and had a few conversations with Kemp Smith (his former professor at Edinburgh 1922 - 1926).  John reported Price’s paper in the following terms:  “Price argued that, to be consistent, Hume would have to believe in ‘unsensed sensibilia’ (something in the style of Russell or Broad, I think) to fill the gaps in interrupted sensible series – e.g, when we look away from a thing and look back, but believe it had existed continuously.  Kemp Smith, round whom the discussion mostly centred, rejected utterly any such suggestion and contended that all Hume regarded as having continued existence were the things: he argued that Hume in the main agreed with the vulgar against the ‘philosophers’, while considering that the vulgar position would have to be modified on certain specific points.  I didn’t get much of an innings, but I argued that there was no solution except by adopting the vulgar identification of sensibilia with things.”  John goes on to argue that Kemp Smith will probably make a point of the order of composition of Hume’s work and argue “..that Book II of the Treatise was written before Book I and was what Hume was really interested in, as shown by the fact that he did not return, in the Enquiry, to many of the questions discussed at length in the Treatise, Book I, and that he always believed that reason should be the servant of the passions (“Hume the pragmatist”, of course, is still the dominant view.)  How, on this view, he could think that Book I, even as an afterthought, could in any way bolster up the rest of argument and how he could believe at all in rational truths (“relations of ideas”) are matters on which I hardly expect the book, when it appears, to satisfy me; and, in any case, I always maintain that the critic has first to do his best with the author’s case as he presents it and not go looking (?) for what he really meant to say but didn’t.  However I think there will be good stuff in the book; and Kemp Smith certainly makes a point in drawing attention to the contention in Book II that we have the idea of the self always with us, as against that of Book I (11) that we have no such specific idea.  Still it’s not such great news to me, since I’ve always maintained that Hume made unavailing efforts to conceal the cogito in his assumptions.” (his emphasis)

“Robinson is working on Dialectic in Plato’s dialogues (intending, I think, to make a book of it), and he seems to accept what has always seemed to me the astounding view of Ferguson that there is no close connection between the “cave’ and the “divided line”.  He wants to argue that there are only three levels of knowledge (running together the two parts of Opinion), in spite of the fact – as it seems to me – that the distinction between something and its image is the crucial one for the whole theory…”  John then relays that he has heard that John Mackie has won the Wentworth scholarship and is especially keen to see his ‘Dialectic’ essay after Ruth and Perce had bestowed encomiums on it.  John then reports that, after the article, he hasn’t done much thinking, although he’s “..been idly speculating, over the last day or so (that is, curiously, since I’ve started the article), on whether the scientist or exact thinker has to have some superstitions as a kind of compensation for his exactness, has to set up private idols in place of the popular idols which he smashes.  That would seem to apply especially to the social scientist, but I think any scientist has to go to war with popular ideas.  The suggestion is that the scientific life embodies something of the notion of a compulsion neurosis – which would seem to link up with the notion of an ‘art of life’, and also with a notion I had a while ago about the Freudians: that, when they talk about ‘normal’ sexuality, they don’t really show that it isn’t in some ways a compulsion too; at any rate, if one rejects the conception of normality (and biological necessity or desirability), one is bound to make a great gap in their arguments.  This comes back, of course, to the question of ‘health’ or ‘biological good’, and to the weakness of the Freudians, like the rest, in social and ethical issues.”

“I am not quite sure, from the way you put it, whether you mean that the conception of love as “the liberator”, or the view that it has a value of its own, smacks of the ‘art of life’ doctrine, but I take it that it’s the latter.  But what is wrong with the “art of life”?  I would say that, just as there can be a beautiful landscape as well as a beautiful landscape-painting, so there can be concatenated structures in life as well as in literature.  No doubt people ‘mix their themes’ most of the time (a point which might link up with the question of ‘contingency’) but surely there are straight workings-out in human affairs.  It’s another matter of course, to speak of deliberate practicing of the art (enacting one’s own story, as it were), but I don’t know that even that, priggish as it sounds, is impossible – I mean, not possible with artistic success.  You’ll see that I still haven’t quite got steam up, but I hope you’ll keep prodding me a bit more with your further ideas on “the place of women”.  I hope, too, to be hearing good reports of your activities on Socratic questions and the like.  These airmail interludes have made awful gaps, but it will be worse after September – still we’ll be near the finish then.” (his emphasis) (11)

16/5/38

The next letter comes from Edinburgh shortly before the Anderson’s embark on some touring of Coatsbridge, Scotland. “I see I had mistaken your question – it wasn’t so much ‘the place of women’ as ‘the place of domestic life’ (the possibility of goods therein).  I know, of course, that I so constantly use science as an illustration that it tends to appear as co-extensive, on my view, with a good life; and also, I should say, I actually tend to think so.  Still, I have used other illustrations, including that of love (and I was surprised that you seemed to have forgotten about those lectures where I had referred to them so often – in a joking fashion, no doubt, perhaps that was the reason), and I certainly think there can be progress in love.  But that would connect again with the theory of ‘communication’ – e.g., between science and love (Freudianism, for instance, would come in here); which would suggest that anyone debarred from progress in science was also debarred from progress in love.  I don’t think that it is a question of writing a certain section, or sex, of the ethical map – or, again, of contempt for domestic possibilities, though there certainly is a lot (in me, too).  But when Engels, e.g., talks of the exploitation of women as the basic feature of class society, or when Marx and Engels talk of bourgeois society as breaking up the family, they are referring to the operation of actual social forces that can shatter goods, whatever anyone might wish to be the case.  If one goes back even to domestic industry, we would find an amount of organisation, of productiveness, that is lacking in the contemporary household.  Of course, Marx and Engels would say that its an inevitable stage, and I wouldn’t say they are wrong.  But, unless it is to be argued that there must be a chance of goodness for everybody, I don’t see how it can be disputed that contemporary society kills that chance for many.  I think that the Marxian view would be that the actual line of development enables science to come in – after it had got a special (‘one-sided’) development in relation to industry.  And Lenin’s ‘Every cook a politician’ suggests that it would come in through participation in public affairs.  Of course, I think there’s a lot of confusion in the doctrines of the Marxist’s, and especially that they simplify (12) the problem and neglect the plurality of goods.  But they seem to me to be sound in suggesting, at least, the ethical impoverishment of the family and the failure of ‘emancipation’ unless it reaches domestic life.  That is to say that I think that love as a good is coterminous with the family, or that other institutions don’t and won’t have a part in the freeing of love.  As Eastman and others have pointed out, Marx and Engels were exceedingly narrow in their views on sexual matters (even though Engels did live in a ‘free union’) – as in their views on art, which is a good analogy.
  I would say that both art and science liberate love, just as it liberates them and as they all liberate productiveness, and that concentration on industry will never produce a general liberation.  And I would also say that the family, under present conditions, puts bonds on all of these than liberates them, and that children, in the main, have to unlearn what they ‘learned at their mother’s knee’ in order to make progress in any form of productive activity.  If it is true, (and I think it is) that emancipation will never come through the family, that may give some justification for the prevailing ‘contempt’ for domestic life – though there is certainly no justification for accusing those who have had domestic chains riveted on them, of fixing chains on the rest of society.  It may be a rather weak analogy to say that, as industry had to get out of the home in order to progress, so has love; still, I’m inclined to say that the home-training teaches children not to love (at any rate, in the great majority of cases), breeds psycho-sexual impotence, so that the sexual life either becomes non-psychic or gets bottled up altogether – even in the former case, of course, there’s a bottling up.  And so, if the propagation of goods demanded a breaking away from domestic ties, it would hardly be fair to say that it was that theory that debarred those who were still tied, from participation in goodness.”  (his emphasis) (13)

15/6/38

John’s final letter comes from Edinburgh where he begins by discussing Ruth’s review of J.R. Unwin’s Sexual Regulation and Cultural Behaviour
 (reprinted at the end of this edition of ‘JA’):“The only fault I could find with the review is in regard to your statement that "Unwin's hypothesis reflects the fact that the state of sexual opportunity within a society is itself an index of its cultural position." ...It seems to me that Unwin is saying that the conditions of sexual activity are an index of (or vary with) the cultural position; and what you are arguing is that they are more than that - that they are a part of the cultural question, that a people (whatever its other activities) can be more or less "sexually civilised".  It is just that your wording rather obscures the issue at that critical point.  The development of the argument would, of course, be to show that sexuality liberated from "primitiveness" (from ritual and mystery) is not thereby more repressed or regulated but the reverse.  In this connection it would be interesting to trace the compulsive (ritual) element in sexual license or libertinism, which is what those people seem mostly to mean by unregulated sex; and, on the other hand, to work out the 'communication' of sexual progress with progress in other spheres, and the extent to which scientific and artistic activities are hindered by sexual superstition - by the absence of the "act of love".  I would have to argue, I think, in accordance with the way I've been developing my ethics, that love, like science and art, can be nothing less than a way of life, not a department of life; that freed sexuality, like free thinking, would colour all one's activities.  Thus one could find that certain scientific theories and certain works of art were themselves of a Grundyish character; of course, a lot would have to be done to bring out the positive characteristics of those activities that are not Grundyish.” (his emphasis) John then discusses Burnet’s distinction between the ‘early’ and ‘late’ Platonic dialogues: “I should say myself (14) that Plato began by accepting the Socratic position (which is quite different from saying that he made Socrates his mouthpiece) and he developed new views of his own as he got to know more about philosophy and saw the weaknesses in the Socratic theories.  I don’t think any of the anti-Burnet people can meet the objection that, if Plato hade made Socrates his mouthpiece, he could have gone on doing so whatever views he had to put forward; and you can actually see the transition beginning in the Republic when he makes Socrates say that certain things have not yet been discovered – a pointless remark if there were anything in the previous material that Socrates couldn’t have said.” (his emphasis)  He concludes by ‘hoping’ that the second term is going well and that she’s keeping up to the work. (15) After this letter, as evidenced in the postcards reproduced from p 15 onwards, John and the family embark on a travelling holiday of Scotland to Tolquhon Castle, Aberdeem, Pitlorchy, Glen Coe, Inverness, Lesmahagow and St Andrews, before arriving in Glasgow.
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July 1938 – January 1940

John writes from Lanark on 20/7/38 giving details of his itinerary, stating that he will be sailing from Glasgow on Sept. 30 reaching Boston on Oct. 9, then San Francisco on Dec. 6 before arriving in Sydney on Dec. 26, travelling first by the ‘Transylvania’ and then by the ‘Monteray’.  He writes: ‘I seem to be recovering from the lowest ebb on my mental energies on the trip.  The Oxford journey (for the Congress from 8th to 11th July) was very tiring.  The Congress itself wasn’t too bad, but it confirmed my impression of the backward state of philosophical thought in this country, and also of the intellectual feebleness and general drabness of Oxford.  The place itself was much more attractive (the weather being much better) than on my previous hurried visit.  But the donnish outlook is very depressing, and students would have to have an abundance of mental resources of their own to keep alive in the place.  The Cambridge crowd are a bit more lively but not, philosophically, very well educated.  I had some slight skirmishes with them, but am not yet in a position to make a frontal attack on ‘Analysis’.  I don’t suppose Margaret (Mackie) was still in Oxford; anyway she didn’t show up.  She and I are at loggerheads at present.  I was trying to give her a bit of encouragement, and I suppose I was a bit too ‘helpful’; any way, she wrote back in a rather ‘putting off’ style, which made me suggest (inter alia) that we drop correspondence until we irritated each other less; and she seems to have taken me at my word.  Which is all ‘very sad’ but, I suppose, inevitable.”  (p5)
John writes again from Lanark on 8/9/38 stating that the northern summer seems to have been one long blank space and he has been unable to rouse himself into any activity.  He reports that he and Sandy has been to Pitlorchy where they went climbing.  John and Jenny also went to a performance of Chekov’s ‘The Three Sisters’ and found it surprisingly good.  John also visited C.A. Campbell (Professor of Logic at Glasgow)
 who gave a favourable impression of Lamont, an applicant for the new Sydney chair.  John then discusses Plato and the question of whether virtue or justice is an art.  “I don’t know just how you may have been treating Polemarchus, but the stock question on that part of the Republic is “Is virtue (or justice) an art?”.  Then there is the question of the parallel between the discussion with Polemarchus and the Euthyphro; that’s a question that has been set more than once, I think.  Of course, if you can get something fresh, so much the better, but something in the virtue-knowledge line seems indicated.  As regards my sudden introduction of the question of ‘natural kinds’, I think the notes I lent you are taken from a course in which I had previously discussed the Parmenides and gone into the question… there, as part of the theory of universals.  In turning over to the ethical part of the course, I, of course, took for granted what had gone before.  It is difficult to deal with the Republic without bringing up the whole question of a hierarchical logic, and particularly the notion that there is one highest character of any particular thing, so that the ‘perfection’ of a given man is to be perfectly a man – which means that it is the same as that of any other man, and also that some propositions are of a higher order than others, though of the same logical form.  The whole thing leads up to the doctrine of the concrete universal, of humanity, e.g., as a principle which embraces, in ‘systematic unity’, all men and all the characters of each of them – though this, of course, quite fails to account for the admitted diversity of men.  However, I don’t think your treatment of functions, for the Pass people, should go quite so far as that, even though, if you are dealing with ‘the form of the good’, you will have to touch on some of these points.  The main thing is that you should feel you are clearing up points for yourself – and, at that, even if you feel a bit muddled at times, I think the whole process will have got you a bit forrader?? (p7) – and the students, too, at their stage of development.”  John then discusses a dream that Ruth had related in which he perceives a concern with bi-sexuality, which he suggests would come out in any analysis if carried far enough.  He then discusses Freud’s Totem and Taboo: “I quite agree with you that the theme of ‘Totem and Taboo’ is to be found in connection with Taboo; I would say that the main theme is ambivalence – the basing of ‘rites’ of the general repression, but occasional outbreak, of hatred and fear of what is loved.”  He then returns to a discussion of Margaret Mackie: “As regards Margaret Mackie, I certainly didn’t tell her that I was casting all my own views into the melting pot; I was simply trying to give her some notion of what thinking is, by way of breaking up her intellectual narrowness.  However, I seem to have wasted my time, and I don’t feel inclined to bother much more with her.  I suggested, in particular, that she should try out humanism and see if it didn’t sit easier on her than my stuff did; that she should consider the circumstances in which doctrines were formed and what they ‘meant’ to their authors, without always being on the pounce to write them off as false.  And I admitted that there was a certain dogmatic narrowness in my own approach, though I thought she caricatured it in hers.  Whether this was too hard hitting or not I don’t know, but she has reacted with the same old flippancies (defensive, I daresay), and it looks as if I could make nothing of her.”  John then discusses Ruth’s brother, Ern, and his new political notions, which ‘..smack a good deal of the opportunism which is characteristic of the whole Stalinist movement.  For one thing, how is any one to know what a ‘mass desire’ is?  I presume that it is only in the clash of programmes and policies that a policy of a mass movement would emerge; so that there would be no argument for abandoning one’s own policy and waiting to see what the mass policy would be.  It’s a bit like the consensus argument – everybody believing something because everyone else believes it (without anyone, apparently, having made up his mind on the evidence itself).  Then, again, would one abandon a policy, even if one knew that the ‘mass policy’ was against it?  I don’t see any reason for doing that.  And, finally, it seems a very blind optimism to say that the masses in the end will hit on the ‘right line’.  It is just as easy to suppose that they won’t.” (p8)  John then reports that he will be staying with his sister Katie in Boston.
  He discusses John Passmore’s job application (probably for a vacancy at Melbourne) and suggests that Gaius McIntosh could take his place.  He also expresses concern about the new Sydney chair, but is hopeful that ‘those who have been getting on with their schemes in my absence may find themselves done in the eye’.  He also expresses his frustration about his lack of work during the year but is looking forward to some discussions in America.

John writes next from the SS Transylvania on 1/10/1938 as it steams towards Dublin.  John and Margaret Mackie had seen them off (p9) and John again discusses Margaret: “I don’t know what John may do, but I fear I have failed to stir up in Margaret a new interest in philosophy.  I suppose what I was offering her as a new line, alternative to mine, was really the new direction that my own thinking was taking, though I certainly put it stronger for her – urging her to go the whole hog in the ‘humanist’ line; however she doesn’t seem anxious to strike out in that or any other direction – I gather that the N.S.W. Education service remains her objective.”  However he goes on to discuss his own new directions: “I’ve been wondering whether it is Perce who has been pushing me towards more humanist directions or whether he has just been applauding my moves in that direction or whether it is a bit of both.  I think, at least, that the main point of it is this question of ‘ideologies’, of the views or outlooks which are ‘approximate’ to a certain way of living; so I suppose it’s the discussions of Marxism which have bought the question to the fore.”  John also reports that in his report on the candidates for the new chair, he hoped that he advanced the claims of Alan Stout (the successful applicant). (p10)
John next writes from the Stevens Hotel, Chicago on 15/11/1938 in which he reports that he is hopeful of being refreshed from his trip when he returns and although the new chair has been a worry, he is still hopeful that it will turn out well.   He also reports that the family have been out to Niagara Falls and are about to start on an ‘Indian detour’, going to the Grand Canyon, (p12) Los Angeles and San Francisco before heading to Honolulu and then home to Sydney. (p13)  This is the last letter from John’s sabbatical leave.

The next letter in the correspondence is from Ruth at Avalon on 3/6/1939.  She writes that she is having an enjoyable time with Pat and Pixie, although she almost had an argument with Jean Wilson who thought that the friends weren’t in the right holiday spirit.  Pixie had struggled through ‘Intellectuals in Retreat’ and the previous night Ruth had to explain the difference between male and female homosexuality.  Pixie is ‘thrilled’ about John’s voice and in general thinks him a ‘marvel’.  Ruth reports that Pat Pearson and Bill Morison are cousins and Frank Prior has a dirty mind.  Morison has decided to be an atheist and Jean Wilson told a yarn about Morison going to the S.C.M. conference and successfully persuading them to remove all superstition from religion.  Ruth wishes John could be there with her and if she could go for a walk with him, then she could be free to talk to him.  She has been reading Kant’s Critique of Judgement and describes it as a ‘horrible thing’, although she has only read as far as the introduction.  She comments: “He makes a great point about empirical laws which although not necessary to our Understanding, (as are the laws dealt with in the 1st Critique, based on the categories) are most important with respect to the Judgement.  I shall need to go into stuff in the 1st Critique again, and also to read Adamson and a few others.  You get the same point as about the Ideas of Reason that we necessarily think as if an Understanding (not ours) had made them necessary laws.  As before, this argument is no proof of the existence of such an (p15) Understanding.  His general aim seems to be to bridge the gap between things-in-themselves and phenomena.  As far as I can see so far (which certainly isn’t far) he argues that Reason determines the supersensible, but the point of contact is that the effects which are brought in the sensible world, namely moral phenomena, are the purpose for which the thing exists.  I think that is how he argues and Judgement being concerned with purposes also, is what bridges the gap between phenomena which follows the laws of the Understanding, and the concern of Reason with the supersensible world.”  Ruth also reports that she has glanced at a long novel by Sigrid Nordet(?) which she enjoyed immensely.  She concludes that she will dream about John and their Wednesday afternoon meeting. (p16)
The next letter is from John at Newport in 8/1/1940 on the occasion of a conference (either Freethought Society or A.A.P.).
  John reports that he “..had a very ‘full’ evening on Thursday, making contributions to my interior complexity first at Arthur’s, where, with Arthur and Alec, I had an attack of the dismals, and then at Frank’s, where I was the life and soul of the party – or so I’m led to believe – finally reaching Turramurra in Woodward’s car about 1am.”
  He reports that the crowd at Newport are cheerful and while the discussions are not too bright, ‘many important points are brought up’.

John writes next from Turramurra on 18/1/1940 and begins with a discussion of the Greek ethical notion of nomos ) and physis phy )

My view would be that by phy is meant that in things, which ‘makes them what they are’ (their essence, in other words) and that is contrasted with  as that, in us, which makes us take things in such and such a way (or simply as our so taking things).  An ethical ph, then, would mean that, in good things, which makes them good; and the upholding of  in ethics would involve the denial of anything in good things which made them good.  Hence I think we can say that Proagoras denied phy - not that he identified  and phy: a view which seems to take Taylor’s contentions a shade too literally, and also to let Protagoras down too easily, for even when he says that what anything ‘is’ is neither more or less than what it ‘is in our estimation’, he is expressing himself relativistically and ambiguously.” (p17) 

However he tabruptly s to a discussion of his emotional life:

“When I got home last night, I was reproaching myself with being a ‘cad’ – in the sense of one who lacks delicacy of perception in regard to other people’s feelings.  I connected this up with the Newport proceedings and with my general tendency to partiality – to dividing people into those I like and those I don’t like, and ignoring the latter; a tendency which makes for obtuseness, which comes out also in my dealings with the former.  I connected it further with my obsessional mentality – the conclusion being that the person I ‘like’ is the one who will ‘sympathise’ with all my obsessions and before whom I can parade them ad lib.”  

Further on he continues: 

“All this would seem to lead on to the problem of ‘to talk or not to talk’ and indicate that it is really a question of the manner of talking – the point being that apart from my more strictly scientific outpourings (and perhaps a good deal even there), talking with me is an obsessional activity – that, however smooth may be the manifest content, there are always, sticking through, rough edges of the latent content, over which you find yourself tripping.  Of course there is the question how far talking in general has obsessional characteristics – but the phenomenon may still be specially marked in me, and peculiarly so at certain times.  This is as far as I have got; it seems at least to give a suggestion of a more specific treatment of the problem which I was taking too generally – in fact, in that gossiping fashion at which you rightly rebel.”  

He concludes by discussing John Passmore’s work on Hume. (p18)
January 1941 – November 1942

This collection of correspondence begins with an undated poem by John which may precede his letter and poem of 21/1/41.  In that letter he states that Ruth said he should have written a poem to her, implying the existence of a previous poem which was not to her.  ‘My Love and I’ may be that poem.  The rest of the correspondence is clearly dated and located except for the last letter from Ruth.  In John’s letter of 17/11/42, he suggest a meeting for the coming Friday and Ruth’s letter on the Saturday discusses a recent meeting between them which may be the planned meeting for the Friday.  Also in Ruth’s letter she speaks of an up-coming ‘strenuous six weeks followed by some flat hunting’.  The six week period may be the Christmas vacation and the fact that the first of Ruth’s letters with the address of ‘3 Fresco Flats, 37 Rawson St, Neutral Bay’, appear in March 1943, again reinforces the view that her flat-hunting occurred at the beginning of 1943 and therefore that her undated letter was written at the end of 1942.  This collection of letters and poems are remarkable in indicating a substantial shift in the emotional complexity of the relationship.  From the start of the relationship in 1935 when Ruth was a seventeen year old, second year Arts student, and John a forty two year old Professor, who would remonstrate with Ruth for wearing make-up, to a mere six years later, when Ruth, now in her early twenties and a member of the teaching staff, is regarded by John as an emotional and intellectual equal.  John’s plaintive love poems, sleepless nights and his ‘crisis of love’ clearly indicates that he has found someone who is curing him of his neurosis and pleads with to go gentle on him, someone, who cleanses him with her fire, someone, who ‘is closer to me, in mind, than anyone else’.

My Love and I

My love and I sat in a restaurant
Sweet innocence of words?  I plumb

And in a blush my wandering fancy died
The depths of hell when called to speak

With bitter anger come from scorn
My love.  A word, it springs

Of fondness lingering, and so
To some with ease, with me despair

A moments railing at my love
Is all that comes and the dumb cry

And then the laughter
My love, my love

A woman wailing for a jocund lover

21/1/41 11am

Dear Ruth, This is what I wrote this morning when I couldn’t sleep.  I did my best “not to have another crisis”; in fact when I went to bed (about 12.40) I thought I had worked through to comparative tranquillity – “weak, but convalescent” was how I imagined myself describing my state to you.  But as soon as I lay down, my heart took command and went thumptety-thumpety-thump and I couldn’t rest.  At last my racing thoughts turned to verse, so I rose and went to it – and thereafter found some rest.  So there you have it, Ruth – my first love poem.  It’s rather trite in places – but I’ll let you do the criticising.  Anyway, you said I should write a love poem to you; and now I have done it.

I think you are curing me of my neurosis, my making all relationships love-relationships; but the first effect is serious (and perhaps indicative of a good distance to be gone before I reach health).  I feel that I’m done with a lot of people, that while I might meet them and be reasonably pleasant to them, they don’t mean anything to me anymore.  Of course, that week was a terrific ordeal and not many stood the test (Harry responded well, and Sandy, I think, came through with flying colours – though in this case the test would be of a rather different character).  And somehow I take you to be the touchstone, the one that forced the question ‘real or unreal?’  I have been thinking that you don’t realise your power, but perhaps it is that, up top the present, I am the one who feels it and through whom it is exercised.  I have always felt that you were closer to me, in mind, than anyone else; that was the ‘narcissisme a deux’ business.  But if what you have to teach me now is that narcissism is not enough, I think I’ll be able to learn it – but go gentle with me, Ruth; remember that I’ve been in real fights, even if I piled my phobias and anxieties on top of them.

The gulf between performances and professions (which jarred you so much) applies as much to me as to any of the others – more, perhaps.  But what sort of theorist am I if I’m not reaching out ahead of where I am in my life?  And as to the ‘misery’ – if it weren’t real misery, felt as something that could hardly be borne, the whole thing would be a fake.  I may know in my theory that misery is an element in the scientific life and in the love life (I may even think that that is what love does for science), and that knowledge may on occasion ease my smart; but if it could transmute it, raise it into something higher, finer, nobler, the whole theory would be just the kind of bunk, the kind of solemn trifling, you are protesting against.

But I know how idle professions have irked you, know how you put all your self into things and have no separate outlet for savagery – much as I have, to some extent, in my ribald songs, though I fear a residue of petty malice remains.  And I am ready to take it all, Ruth, even if I come to it slowly and twistedly.  And if I couldn’t laugh last night, I still am cleansed by you fire and prepared to meet you in all ways and not just with two or three obsessions.
John.

I don’t know about all this – the poem either.  Oh, Ruth, teach me to be simple; knock the humbug out of me.

I don’t want to get out of my crisis – my crisis is love.

My Tall Girl

My tall girl, my bold girl, be my tender girl. 


Give me your tenderness – I know you have it.

If with my phobias I have frozen you,


Melt again in the ardour of my longing


Long have I longed, long have I hid my longing.

Speech of the lecture-halls come forth of me –

Never the song of praise of your dark hair 

Your eyes of grey – your tender, ardent eyes.

My ardent girl, with ardent mouth on mine


Forget the furtiveness, forget the pain


Of halfway love, of love that feared and shrank
- 

Embolden me to hold you in my heart


Yet let me not forget the chastisement 

Of one whose tongue and heart could not keep time 

Of me, like veriest dollard to your charms,

When throbs within me strove in vain for words

My ardent girl, my tender, lovely girl,

Breathe your sweet breath on me, enfold me in the warmth

Of your divine embrace – forgive me, sweet,

And love me, love me, even as I love you.



21/1/41   4 to 5 am

27/1/41

Dear John,  Thinking of your desire for words set me a while ago into something resembling fantamalins(?).  Last time on this subject they were despairing – this time rather angry.  Their burden (?) was why he asks for words when what I feel is going out in waves to him (not that there was anything about waves in the original).  Then again the other night in my mood of self-criticism I was despising myself for always tagging anything I did say into something literary, or something that was ‘in the air’ at the moment, or at least onto something you had said at some period, (worst of all, with a false mocking at you).  So that nothing ever came out on its own feet.  But I doubt if it ever will.  The times I feel I have come nearest to intimacy in speech are the times just preceding actual intimacy when I feel I need you so greatly, and I don’t belong to myself at all.  Afterwards I feel so much at peace, so joyous and so grateful and full of child-like wonder, that while I may have an internal orchestra chanting things (that’s mixed but it doesn’t matter) they would never come out in words.  And I don’t think there is any repression at that period anyway, nor do I think you would want words then somehow, because I don’t reach that height quite unaccompanied, unless I am hopelessly at sea in my reading of you.

However there are all sorts of situations that arise between us, since we don’t dwell on the heights all the time (and perhaps it’s just as well) and I have felt the desire to say something and been quite unable to.  And I don’t mean times when I’ve just wanted to please you, or cheer you up, in a fairly superficial way.  I have longed to say something, and after agonising around and opening my mouth like a fish six or seven times in a preparatory fashion, I just despair of it, and generally, I’m afraid, end up in a swinish temper.  Also I think you are right and that there have been times when I’ve come near to speaking (without agonising I mean) and somehow the moment’s gone away.  Whether due to something on your part is another question.

There’s a lot of ‘I’s in this, but I doubt whether it will convey anything to you about me.  Perhaps you wont understand what I mean by moments of intimacy; I can’t just put a finger on one, or perhaps I can and am afraid that I’m wrong because you weren’t really there.  And don’t think that I sit and solace myself with dreaming of them or that I continually frustrated because I don’t get them.  No doubt they act as a leaven and yet need to be renewed more than they were last year, but I’d be going around with a halo if they were my sole fare.







I kiss your hands, my love.   Ruth

Whose fragrance is of honeysuckle 27/1/41

O Ruth, you are entwined about my heart,

Your fragrance penetrates me through and through,

I drain you deep – yet am not satisfied

Till I may win your willing lips anew

Come closer – drain me too – so that we may be

Each other’s entity, each other’s joy

Winnowed of thought, discharges of anxious care,

When nearness takes the place of all employ.

For I have thought too much and made you doubt

But now in fever of love longing I

Crave only you – if haply we may find

The rapture of love’s wordless lullaby.

You, me, there, joined in the darkness 3/3 – 6/3/41

You, me, there, joined in the darkness;

Lights twinkling afar, the lapping of waters – 

So, sustaining you, would I know the deep darkness

Of your spirit unquenchable, firm and soft as the waters,

So to you would I bring my heart’s darkness,

So would our two hearts surge with the surge of the waters.

Darker than the darkness of your hair is the darkness

Of your heart and my heart – and the waters

Are not more dark and soft and firm in the darkness

Than is the touch of your cheek on mine by the waters

Press to my surging heart your heart of darkness,

Deep, deep let me sink with you in love’s waters.

12/7/42 (Neutral Bay)

Dear John, I think I sha’nt (or shan’t) come in tomorrow as my cold had kept me back to some extent, and I still want to Kantianize.  It would be a turning-point in my life if I were to feel some satisfaction as to the meaning of Intuition in Kant.  I finished the Hegel notes and while I shouldn’t say the secret of Hegel was now manifest to me, you give some sense to the three aspects of mind, and to the three attitudes of thought towards objectivity, as well as the critical material involved.  Without having got down to Hegel, and in spite of the various things PHP and I were rating the other day, I still think Hegel’s influence rather a mystery.  I sympathise with Perce in his wrestlings with him.

I hope that you’ll win on the faculty, and that the cold won’t stem your eloquence if it’s required.  I’ve been getting odd pains in the head when I bend and even now (?) when I make slight movements with my head; the cold seems to have affected my eyes a bit.  However I am really quite well and I include the following doggerel for your edification.  In it you are to see the muse inspiring me, but lacking any sort of critical spirit.  Anyhow why bother about having the same scheme of rhymes or rhythms?

For years have I watched with an anxious eye
The choice was before me – either suffer or show

The back of my legs lest the line be askew
Strange lines at the rear where the dance girdle ends,

Lest that delicate tremor be a ladder in view
Comparative freedom or refrainment from bends.

For years I have watched them with jealous eye
The female must sit with her feet on the ground

As they lounged in the quad with their spines in the seat
But the foot of the male can wave through the air

And on parapets distant displayed their big feet.
And with a hitch to the trousers, come down on the chair.

He can turn somersaults, high-kick or sprawl

Without fear that the females will splutter with glee

Or look in high dungeon, as the males would at me.

But now comes our freedom and if the male cry
And what matters a complex, repressed or revealed

You but sho your complexes, let us reply
If were loosed from the fetters in which we are sealed?

Tu quoque my friend by the gleam in your eye
But now as I come to the end of my song

When legs clad with four coupons go wandering by
Then wearer of slacks – let them be long!

And what of the skirties that brave men have worn
Don’t flaunt to al eyes your hand knitted sore!

Did they wish to be women, O mouther of scorn
Let them be brilliant as a bed full of flax (flore?)

Except inasmuch as every man born
Let them embody your fanciest stitch

Has some longing that way – so proclaimeth our Horne
But show them, I beg you, but when you hitch!

Admitting that this work is of unequal merit, and indeed that probably no line in it will ever attain the fame which belongs by right to every line the immortal Shakespeare wrote, it will serve, nevertheless, to show you that distressed as I am by a cold in the head, I am not unmindful of the claims of culture, especially in a time such as ours when the clamour of war….

Well I must get back to Parmenides, who, I think, does believe in a sort of eternal now; just as he believes in something (?) that has magnitude, is continuous and yet has no parts, so I think he believes what is is eternal and so continuous in time, and yet without temporal distinctions.  I have some Champion tobacco that may be of some use to you – I got it the other day meaning to get cigarette tobacco whereas its definitely for a pipe.    Yours, Ruth

November 1942 (Katoomba)

Dear John, I suppose the first Journal is out now and you are struggling with the second.  Up here I am struggling with my temper because mother is getting on my nerves – unfortunately I haven’t a bedroom, but am in the dining room in fact, which means that we are constantly together.  Also we haven’t been on any decent walks as mother can’t manage them.  However I may manage some by myself, now I’m in my normal condition again.  I may even do Federal Pass before breakfast some morning as Mardinos (?), John and I did one time when we came up here.  I’m longing to get out to Mount Solitary, but could hardly do that by myself, as it must be a day trip, and I don’t think it would be wise to go alone – it isn’t a walk that many people go.  I don’t suppose you know Mount Solitary but an old coal track goes out to it, and along it, from below Katoomba Falls.  According to John P. Katoomba really started out that way in connection with coal-mining, and there are various disused shafts along the track which I have followed a certain distance on a previous trip.  I love the mountains and would like to have a cottage up here that I could come to now and then.  I am sure I wouldn’t like the Grand Canyon as well, tho perhaps that’s just patriotism.

Couldn’t you supply me with some slogan that would whisk me away from my home-rut?  I’m beginning to feel like a Ruth to Mother’s Naomi, and am sure I’d be more alive away from her.  I’m afraid I’m not in a good letter mood;  I’ve had three goes already, but started grouching in all of them, as I am in this.  Yesterday we started off for Blackheath but couldn’t get on the bus and finished up at the pictures.  However one of these – ‘Ship Ahoy’ with Eleanor Powell – wasn’t so bad.  She did one dance I liked, and there were two very liquid negro dancers who were good.  But the story – heavens!  She doesn’t seem to ??? her innards ???.  Tommy Dorsey’s band was in it, and had a very cheerful drummer, and the same sort of singer as was in ‘The Fleet’s In’ – not the same man, but he had the same style, as tho his voice was a mere thread that might break any moment.  Quite a few members of the band keep their left foot busy tapping, and they had some of that playing of ? with stops in the opening.  However probably you’ve seen it, or will see it.  The Mamlock picture is up here too, but I think I’ll give that the go-by.

I thought I might see someone up here that I knew and be able to have some company on some decent hikes, but I suppose it’s a bad period.  Maybe Pop will do a bit of walking when he arrives for the week-end, tho as mother has caught a cold, his services will no doubt be required here.  I haven’t had much of a go at your logic notes yet, but am hoping to do so early next week at least.  You can see I’m in a forced state, and can’t write as I’d like to.  I should be down in Sydney with you.  If you can manage a letter, please do.  I feel empty and damned desolate.  I may be leaving on Thursday, and on Friday at least, so if you write, don’t leave it too late.  And write anything – just so that I’ll know you’re still there.  Here comes Mother, so good-bye, John dear.




Yours ever, Ruth

17/11/42 (Sydney University)

Dear Ruth, I wasn’t in yesterday (Monday), so didn’t get your letter till today.  So now I am cutting the meeting of the Post-Graduate Research Committee in order to let you have something as early as possible – Wednesday morning, I hope.  I’ll only manage something brief but it will let you know that I’m still here and looking forward to seeing you on your return.  I’ll be in on Friday for lunch; if you can’t be along then, Ill be in on Monday morning before the Board meeting.  (I’m uncertain about the evenings, as Sandy will no doubt be needing some direction in working over his Logic.  He seems to have done fairly so far; he is at the last of the Maths (?) papers now)

The Journal arrived today, so I can feel so far virtuous.  For the next, I’m struggling with Dalbiez on Freudianism – it’s in the main a painful job, with a few spots where ideas come through.  I've been having ideas, incidentally, about your 19th century work – though I’m not sure that I haven’t had them before.  One is the linking up of both optimism and pessimism with theology: optimism in respect of guidance and possible blessedness; pessimism as the doctrine of original sin and the necessity of evil.  Here you might find something (rather vague and general, I’m afraid) in T .E. Hulme – perhaps even in Ramiro de Maeztu – but certainly in Schopenhauer and Nietzsche. The general connection between philosophical and theological conceptions should provide a field within which special questions should emerge. (Forgive me if I’ve said all this before: anyway we can talk about when you get back.)

You seem to have struck it fairly lucky with ‘Ship Ahoy’ – of course the stories are always terrible I do wish they would have a straight variety show.  You’ll have to explain to me about the instrument with stops: I’m not sure whether you mean a clarinet or a saxophone.  I’ve been feeling rather desolate myself – finding things weary, stale, flat and unprofitable.  Still it won’t be long now.  I hope you’ve managed a few invigorating walks and that I’ll be seeing you in the best of fettle on Friday. 



Yours ever, John.

Saturday 3pm (undated)

Dear John,  I’ve been murmuring ‘Johnathons’ for the last half hour or so, and Mother and Pop are only just away, so the spirit must be working early.  I’ve been thinking of this and that connected with the meeting, its subject, its aftermath and what came before it, all while jotting things about Kant, and am feeling on top of things again.  If you are somewhat uplifted also, I feel ready for a strenuous six weeks and then some flat hunting.  I am reconciled (?) in the thought that I shall probably continue complicating my life with sporadic longings for some form of communication with eminently unsuitable people – its all part of the job.

Sometimes I wonder whether I’m lacking in some necessary or useful ingredient, but I both (?) at times can’t abide contact and also am not, so far as I am concerned, worried about this.  It seems to me inevitable, and if it didn’t worry you would not, I think, worry me at all.  Considering my moments of heartbreak perhaps this is all a façade, but so far as II can tell, that is the way I feel.  When you are downcast and I am happy (?), and you want some form of communication, I can’t take it.  I want to burst out with remarks about it not being something I can turn on, like a tap, or its not being ??? cure-all.  These I manage to suppress but perhaps it would be better to come out with these, as I never manage to come alive anyhow, and when you grow more depressed simply freeze further – unless we go on to a row and my getting completely upset, which is one form of unfreezing I suppose.  When this doesn’t happen and I’m reflecting on the situation, I generally feel an upsurge of affection but also that it is no good worrying over the fact that you may be worrying over the affair.

Well this is hardly what I meant to write.  I wanted to let you know I was feeling invigorated, getting some ideas about Kant, and that as this happened I was feeling more and more tender towards you.  Now I shall do a shocking thing – lie down in the day-time and think of you, and try not to grow apprehensive as to what you’ll feel when you read this.  Still you know I’m not so cold-blooded as it might sound in spots.  My latest thoughts are – probably it is a façade, probably there’s some sort of wound to the soul under it, but that’s probably just as well.  After all, I don’t want to flow away entirely in emotion.  The world well lost for love is all right in romantic literature, but not so good for the academic life, and the alternative of taking things lightly is not, I think, for me.  Anyhow, leaving these speculations, I feel I have got out of a period of despondency, so here’s to freethought plus the Calvinist conscience.  Seeing that I can’t continually be nice to you, isn’t it enough that I sometimes adore you, though sometimes with the feeling that I (?) really shouldn’t.

This is ridiculous – I’ve been through at least six different moods writing this.  Life is too dramatic.  Your ridiculous wench, Ruth.

March - December 1943

John writes from Exeter on 18th March 1943.  He states that for the first few days there he felt quite bucolic, but is now beginning to feel brain stirrings again, although he feels it is still too soon and that he must do something to get back to the stupidity of nature.  Unfortunately, he remarks, the pub at Bundanoon doesn’t open till 5 when there’s a general rush of the local inhabitants, so that particular catharsis is off.  The previous day the family had walked back from Bundanoon but found the scenery disappointing.  The high point of the walk was coming across a windowful of ‘improper’ postcards with a typical sample being ‘Are you entering your ass for the race, Bill?  No, I’m scratching it.”  John reports that the weather has been mixed, although with the highs and lows of the countryside, it reminds him of a Scotch autumn.
  The guests at the guest house include a Scotch ex-sea captain and a Mrs Hutchison who is a sister of Mrs Clunies Ross, although her husband is too much a ‘pillar of society’ to appeal to John.  All this ‘small beer’ shows Ruth the state of his mind and he regrets that he has managed to do so little during the summer and hopes that he can come back with renewed vigour, even if he has to waste some of it on his New Education Fellowship address.

Ruth had also written to John on 18th March from Neutral Bay, reporting mainly on departmental business concerning the grades of Miss Spencer and Miss Zephyroff.  Ruth has been reading ‘The Evolution of Theology’ and glancing at Stewart’s ‘Myths of Plato’ she noticed a quotation from Jowett about imagination being what distinguishes man from other animals.  This prompted her to read Jowett’s ‘Introduction’ to the Republic where she came across a riddle about the eunuch and what he throws at the bat which leads on to a (or is the?) riddle ‘A man and not a man shot and did not shoot a bird and not a bird with a stone and not a stone”.  Ruth thinks that this may link up with the passage from Parmenides “it is and it is not, the same and not the same”. (p6)  Reading Jowett has also prompted Ruth to want to read up on the perfect number material in the Republic.  Ruth has also been reading Ritchie’s ‘Darwin and Hegel’ which has carried her back to Anaxagoras and Aristotle, murmuring to herself ‘the good old Greeks’ while doing so.  She has been miserable at work earlier in the week without John around, although she has been feeling more cheerful lately.  She concludes with the following puzzle for John to work out: ‘JITY M + VH’.(p7)

John writes back from Exeter on 22nd March and is quite happy to pass both Miss Spencer and Miss Zephyroff.  When John nears about all the work Ruth has been doing, he feels guilty about his own mental inertia.  He does not know how old the ‘man and not a man’ riddle might be and cannot remember what context it occurs in in the Republic although he thinks it is the sort of thing that sophistry gave considerable impetus.  He didn’t guess her riddle in one but thinks he has at least worked out the general point.  He writes that he is missing Ruth a lot, but then the 30th is not so very far away.

Ruth writes back to John on 23rd March (apparently from Katoomba) saying that reading Miss Spencer on the pre-Socratics has made her a convert to the view that the pre-Socratics should be kept only for a select band.  Further reading Taylor’s ‘Aristotle and his predecessors’ was making her feel a need for clearing up a lot of stuff about the Greeks, (p8) while reading Ritchie’s ‘Darwin and Hegel’ has prompted her to read Seth’s ‘Personality and Hegelianism’.  Ruth asks John if he has come across the notion of ‘polarity’ in his Idealist studies.  “I suspected a Hegelian context and find that Mackintosh, on Hegel’s notion of system, says that a magnet was a favourite example of Hegel’s (‘each portion if a whole; each turns out to possess both a north pole and a south.’)  Then in a footnote he says: ‘This is not the only nor the main reason why Hegel’s ‘Notion’ has sometimes been rendered ‘Polarity’.  The opposition (in unity) of pole and pole is a still more precious parable in the opinion of Hegel’s disciples.’  Perce Partridge did not seem to know the term as a Hegelian one.  Ruth then relates a dream she has had: “Woke up this morning from a dream in which you and I seemed to be on a common where all sorts of strange animals suddenly appeared.  We became scared of one, a monkey or ape, and started away, led by a much smaller monkey.  As soon as we moved, the large one followed and the rest of the dream was a series of leaps and falls down a sort of ladder on (a) side of (a) cliff with the large one after us.  We’d grab a rail at intervals and apparently the notion was that at some point the guiding monkey would lead us behind the ladder into the depths, and the big one would go leaping on.  However this didn’t ever happen.  Previously I’d been emulating Bloom – lying? in the same bed as Pop with his hand or foot, I forget which, wedged (p9) in me in a most improper fashion, though quite accidentally.”  She concludes that she would like a break for a while although she can last until the next vacation and finishes the letter with “ this day next week I’ll be seeing you, hearing you – etc?”

John replies to Ruth’s letter on 25th March from Exeter where he reports that he hasn’t done any of the main jobs he had set down for accomplishment, not even preparing for next Thursday night (the New Education Fellowship address “No Religion in Education’).  However what he has accompanied is the writing up of his Bosanquet course from Miss Macara’s notes and going through them has given him an idea or two for his other jobs.  He writes that the people in the guest house “with their varieties of suburbanity, make me feel again the hopelessness of doing anything politically these days.  They have all such unquestioning minds, and I’ve had no inclination to disturb them.  I did feel like having a go (by letter) at Alan (Stout) after reading the Sunday Sun’s report of his address to the united uplifters (?); but the holiday feeling (and a general feeling of ‘what’s the use?’) kept me from doing so.  Whether I’ll ever tackle the man seriously becomes more and more doubtful.  No, let me stick to the pure academic paths – after my minor fling on Religion and with perhaps an occasional Honi Soit outbreak I’ve got now that I can put more of my politics into my work – at least I hope that is going to be so.”  John then goes on to say that Ruth seems to be “opening up a number of quite interesting byways and highways.  I don’t know that you’ll get much clarification from Stadler, but you can see what he has to say for himself.  I seem to remember something about polarity in the Encyclopedia Logic (p10) (and there’s sure to be something in the other logic) and I fancy that Wallace has a note on it.  What you quote from Mackintosh (where have you been getting onto him?) strikes me as pretty much on Hegel’s line.  The main point would be ‘the mutual implication of opposites’ (as regards the actual course, I doubt whether you you’ll have time to deal with much more than about half of Stadler’s headings).”  He continues: “Your general notion of diving into the idealist writings is a good one: I think we are all (with the possible exception of John (Passmore)) moving in that direction.  Also the group on the Greeks has its points.  I take it you mean that you or I would not, for various reasons, make such a group. ….Making the pre-Socratics a special (presumably Distinction) course seems to be what we’ll have to come to in any case with the establishment of the new first year course. …It’s fairly clear, though, that ‘Thales to Aristotle’ is too much unless the pre-Socratics are handled lightly and, as I think I concluded before coming up here, if they are taken seriously, the scientific questions should be taken up more exactly than I have ever done.  My old ‘pretty picture of the pre-Socratics’ has gone down the drain.”   John then goes on to discuss Ruth’s dream: “I shan’t attempt, for the time being, to interpret your dreams either on general principles or from my special knowledge: I think its pretty clear though, that the two dreams are connected – as, of course, Freud says the dreams of a single night always are. …I’ve been having some fairly colourful dreams myself some of these nights, but I forget them with great rapidity.  I know you are in some of them but I just have no details remaining in my consciousness.  A suspicious circumstance?  Still, I think my general guilt-feeling hasn’t been as strong as it commonly is; and though I have my ups and downs, I was certainly thinking on one occasion that I was getting towards greater clarity.”  He concludes: “My thoughts run forward to Tuesday.” (p11)

John writes next on 31st March from Turramurra where he asks Ruth whether she can make it on Saturday after all, but if Saturday doesn’t suit then perhaps she could come on Sunday.  He writes: “But do come on one or other day, Ruth: I’d like to have you with me for a while before we plunge in media res. …My mind isn’t as clear as it might be (I would dawdle over breakfast with a shocker) but I think you’ll find me more compos (?) than yesterday.  It wasn’t so much ‘persistence’ as mental stiffness; but I’m not going to let myself get dismal and boring (/) over my inhibitions and obsessions.  I’ll put in some work on the religion (NEF address the next night) (after disposing of Brian Penton) and see if I can show you a cheerful countenance on Saturday.”  He concludes: “I do get myself mixed up and mix you up, don’t I?  Or I stop short of the real things and miss the cheering (clearing?) up you could give me.  Never mind, we’ve lots of time and lots of things to say and enjoy.”

The next letter in the correspondence comes from Ruth on the 11th June while she is in Warialda.  She had caught the night train up and was “wanting you there singing away to yourself on the other side, or providing a shoulder, or more.”  She regards Warialda as not a bad town and has walked the four and a half miles to the pub near the station and had three rums and a beer with her uncle.  She then walked back to the house in a sort of trance as John would know having seen her under the influence of rum.  She supposes that he wont like her drinking with someone else but warns him not to take Helen (Sheils?) out to dinner in (p12) town out of contrariness.  She has rested so far and done some light reading although she is thinking of doing a little work.  She has been described as a professor around the town, but it’s the sort of place where everybody knows everybody else.  Ruth goes on to describe life with her uncle and aunt but then decides to start the letter again as this one was not terribly personal. (p13)  She starts her letter afresh: “Writing to you is making me want you, not to be touched but to touch, to smooth your belly and your thighs, and to see you.  I can see you standing legs apart lowering your pants in a half shy way.  I suppose I misread (?) your face on these occasions – perhaps I should talk more.  One night I caressed your belly – I forget how you described it, but I remember I was glad of it.  Sometime I think were not tender enough, that I’ve stopped your tenderness by not being tender enough myself, or at least damned it up to some extent.  I’ve never said just ‘I love you John’ – only – ‘You know I love you’ which is very different.  So I’ll say it now, and perhaps when I see you again.  Sometimes when I try to, I get dizzy – I just can’t – I got dizzy writing some of the above, but I’ve left it for you to puzzle over.  But don’t puzzle too much, John, and if you can write me a note, telling me you love me in spite of my silliness. …Dear John, I’ll be with you soon, holding you and being held, and I wont think of how you might have stopped loving me while I’m away.  Goodnight, then, and I love you, I love you.”

John replies to Ruth’s letter on 15th June from Turramurra: “Dear Ruth, I know how you feel.  I’ve been all uneasy and at a loss since you went away, but now I’ll be able to go at things, and have a good report of my progress to give you on Monday.  I’ll be able to tell you, too, how much I love you.  It isn’t so much our not being tender, I think; it’s the way other things keep breaking in and the things we could say are left unfinished or even unstarted.  But there have been turns (?) in our affairs and I think this absence may be one.  Oh, my dear Ruth, how I long to hold you close.  But it will be soon.” (p14)

Poem 7/7/43 JA

Thought never catches love.

Love is the eternal now. 

Do we fret because now becomes then?

But it returns and is the same now.

It is lips on lips and fingers on nipple.

It is panting breath and it is easing flow.

I have given away my love


but it comes back to me in your love

No Pygmalian I –


‘tis Galatea who puts life in me.

Thinking is duration and negation.

Love is now and affirmation.

Ruth writes next from Newport on 25th and 26th December. She states that the place is like a mad house, though quite a nice one.  She has had a lousy time since she arrived because she has a cold. (p15)  Further she has not had a philosophic thought since she arrived and not even the arrival of John Passmore could rouse her.  She breaks the letter off at this stage and recommences on the 26th.  She says that some of the fooling here is not exactly inspiring, especially after another lousy day with her cold.  She was quietly shedding a few tears this afternoon wanting someone to look after her, that someone being John.  When Ruth first arrived, Marion, Edith and John Lyall had already arrived and that night Helen and John Sheils and George Humphries, a lecturer in physiology, arrived (p16) while on Christmas day, Margaret and Alan arrived.  She writes that this letter is really ‘small beer’ but she has been so busy just lasting til the pain stops.  She has been off to the pub, but took no rums this time, sticking to beer and sherry. (p17)  She finishes the letter thus: “Sometimes these people make me feel I grow old very suddenly – at others that I had enough of this sort of thing of fooling in childhood with my brothers.”

John replies to the letter on 29th December from Sydney, hoping that her cold has improved.  He has just made out a first year list for Baker and is about to turn to the Journal.  Miss Meredith came top and there were 14 in the credit list.  He looks forward to having some time with her without any urgency having over them and will be seeing her on the 5th. (p18)

1945 – 1947

Ruth writes from Terrigal on Friday 16th November 1945, where she is staying in a guest-house, ‘Loch Lomond’, at Terrigal.  She comments that since she has been ill, she has been resting a lot by going for walks along the lagoon and reading a bit. (9)  She and Pop watched some fishermen net a school of garfish, although she doesn’t approve of the practice.  She finds the people in the guest house not too bad, although there are “a few loud mouths uttering platitudes”.  Some of the people complain of the lack of organised fun, though Ruth finds this rather a relief and while there is a table tennis table, there are no balls and she longs for a tennis court like at the W.E.A. centre at Newport.  She told mother and pop to keep her work a secret so she hasn’t had any inquiries about as to the nature of philosophy, observing that the guests probably think “..I’m a nice home-girl devoted to my parents.”  She comments that “Meredith’s ‘Ordeal’ has her rather puzzled (10) for he seems not to be able to make up his mind whether it was a comedy or a tragedy and if it was a comedy which figures were the comic ones.” (11)  Ruth starts a second letter in the afternoon of the same day and compares Terrigal to the beaches up north she used to go to.  She goes on to say that she hates guest houses and can’t be bothered mixing with the people and is constantly slipping into the bedroom for peace.  She much prefers the Newport congresses, where you already know something about the others and share common interests.  She had to mention her job to one person, who replied that “of course everyone has their own philosophy so it would be that difficult.  Bah.” (12)  She continues that she can see herself tearing into the University next Friday and leaping into the exam papers as relaxation, though no doubt that feeling won’t last long.  She wants to do a lot of work this vacation, but feel that they must also be together and with the pressure of lectures off for a while, life should be easier. (12)

John replies to Ruth’s letter from Turramurra on Sunday 18th November, having received her letter the day before after Jenny and Sandy had driven off.  He’s still ‘tidying’ his papers (13) and is “..in a fairly unthinking mood (my internal cursing about Bob, after reading the stuff about Armidale in yesterday’s paper can hardly be called thinking
) and haven’t much to communicate.”  He continues that the four of us (John, Perce Partridge, John Passmore and Tom Rose) foregathered on Tuesday and spent afternoon tea discussing ‘movements’, in which Perce and John don’t believe while Tom was fairly silent as usual.  On Thursday after the Standing Committee, John had tea with Harry Nicolson and conversed on ‘types of ethical theory’.  John is glad Ruth is having a restful time and states that he always had a low opinion of ‘Diana’, but thinks that the ‘Ordeal’ is worth dipping into.
   “Meredith, I should say, writes too much from his ideas: he has formulae that he wants to put across and that hampers the natural development of his themes.  I’ve never felt the same about Meredith since getting the low-down on ‘Modern Love’ where the wife poisons herself, though in actual fact (on which its supposed to be based) Meredith’s wife (i.e., his first wife; Peacock’s daughter) went off with someone else.  That isn’t literary criticism but still it has made me recognise a rather mean and self-defensive attitude in much of his work.  Isn’t the ‘wise youth’ comic enough for you?  Is the question whether he is an object or a vehicle of the comic spirit?  I suppose he would have to be both; in fact, wouldn’t that always be the case (no one, pace Harry, being a ‘pure’ vehicle)?  But that would apply to Meredith himself and the weakness you find in him might be due to his lack of self criticism, his desire to be ‘pure’.  Of course, the ‘Ordeal’ is early and it may be best, as Arnold Bennet suggests, to consider what it was breaking away from – to see it as a historic development.  At the same time, I would say that it’s only in ‘The Egoist’ that Meredith really brings it off.” (14)

There is no correspondence for another twelve months until Ruth writes from ‘Loomeah’, Bullaburra on the 23rd December 1946.  She is again on holiday and finds the environment pleasant and peaceful, with various birds putting on a show in the afternoon.  She hasn’t done much walking yet except to Lawson and the pool “but have had one swim in the pool, lazed about, used a cross cut saw to good effect on some wood, and waved to an engine driver.”  She goes on to say that she was glad that John came to see her off, even though she shoved him away.  “Thursday was a bit of a mess for me, except for the latter part of it.  Alan (Stout) getting cricket scores over the phone was just about too much.”  She didn’t read her ‘Death and Detection’ on the train, sticking to the newspaper for the journey.  She finds that there is a slight touch of the country attitude up here, which is a pleasant enough change, although she would rather be in Sydney.  She suggests that it might be better if she came down before New Year, rather than after it, given that he must have finished marking the first year exams by now, and be onto the Scientific Method or later years exams.  She has her two review books with her but hasn’t looked at them yet as the country air makes her rather stupid at times.  She goes on to say that she’ll be interested to hear about Pussycat, and relates that Nancy Taggart, who was working in the French department and knew Ruth Atkins, has been put into Gasking’s old job on the Scientific Method course by Kerr.
  The position is only temporary and she had to swot up on the syllogism.  Ruth regards this position as rather dreadful when you consider the paucity of positions for people properly trained (15) in logic.  She goes on to relate that John Passmore shocked Kerr by laughing when he heard that Nancy Taggart had been appointed, although Kerr has great faith in her.  She continues: “However, remembering his attempts at a logic exercise, I suppose he thinks logic must be simpler than it is.”  She concludes that her mental state is sluggish and that only people up here that she knows have been the Fink’s who she saw at the pool. 

John replies to Ruth’s letter from the University on 24th December 1946.  He writes that he finished the exams for Arts I on Friday and took II and III home to work on them at the weekend.  However he is still working on the Metaphysics paper and thinks the first exam paper was far too hard, although John Passmore’s savage marking of it has aggravated the problem.
  However he hopes to have it finished by tonight, as he is working away in solitude after the University closed at 1pm, with the stillness being broken only by a certain amount of shouting from the Registrar’s Room where the administrative staff are throwing a party.  Dale is the noisiest of the party and John accidentally dropped in on them and was given two beers.  He intends to finish off the Scientific Method marking on Christmas Day and Boxing Day.  He continues: “I also find the Taggart business appalling; in fact it goes far towards making me think the whole affair a swindle.  Why on earth, if Helen Sheils is on the premises, don’t they get her to do S.M.?  I always knew of course that McAuley was no good, but I had let myself be hypnotised into thinking that Kerr had some sense.
”  He then relates that the Senate yesterday appointed Pussycat to start Feb 1st and MacIntosh on March 1st  to New England University College, with Madgwick appointed Warden and Currie probably to be appointed V.C..  He closes with the realisation that John Mackie and Peter Gibbon are coming down for afternoon tea in an hour and suggests that it would probably be best if she came down on January 2nd so that she can be fully rested and he will have his marking finished. (16)

The AAPP Newport Summer School ran from 31st January to February 7th 1947 at which John gave a paper on ‘Assumptions’.  The 1947 conference was much more professionally oriented than the conferences during the war which were more distinctly ‘Andersonian’ in interests and speakers.  The 1947 conference was on the topic of Methodology and speakers included John Mackie, Alex Ritchie, Bill O’Neil, Paul Foukes, Harry Eddy, Tom Rose, Quentin Boyce Gibson, D. Howie, J.B. Thornton and D. McElwain.
 

The next letter is from John to Ruth is written the day after the end of the conference on Saturday 8th February 1947.

Sweetheart, I have been wanting to write to you and wondering whether I should wait and just talk to you, but I think some things come out better in writing and perhaps we have suffered a bit through not having kept up that sort of communication.  It might have been better still if you had been there today, for I may have lost something of what I wanted to say in dithering about whether I should write or not – but anyhow here I am with my thoughts of you, and hope of not worrying you with too much egoistic ‘penitence’ 

We spoke in our wanderings of whether I could occupy all your heart – I’m sorry for forgetting the precise words but you’ll remember what I’m referring to.  One of my troubles is that my mind is "all mixed in" with my heart; you have often laughed at some pedantic expression coming incongruously out of me, and you may, more seriously, often have thought me unfeeling.  It is clear enough that I've had a quite inadequate sense of both your sensitivities and your loneliness.  A good deal of that may be inherent in our situation; a good deal more may have been due to my failure to see when you were needing a bit of youthful fun.  I have thought sometimes I didn't protect you enough against the buffets of circumstance, though Heaven knows I have tried; but it all seems to me now that I may have protected you too much and prevented you finding outlets when things were choking you. 

Ruth, I am sure that in the things that matter most we can always be close to one another, but it may be that I have endangered the greater things by absorbing your interests even in the little things.  Mind you, I’m not sure of that; it might rather be that we had to be allied in all things ‘against the world’.  But if we could take it more lightly, at least we wouldn’t always be coming up against barriers and suffering checks.  (This sounds all a bit flat and not as I had thought it earlier – but when you tell me what you think about it, I’ll be able to say more.)

I’ve been thinking a bit about the ‘growing up’ question.  I feel pretty certain that you greatly exaggerate the extent to which people are getting at you and criticising you: at the same time, you are a ‘dark horse’ and it is only human nature to wonder what makes the figure move, perhaps prod it to find out, and certainly not adopt any interpretation unflattering to the interpreter.  I think (in line with my old notion) that it would really do you a lot of good to beat your troubles into theories – to take up psychology in a serious way. (There would always be the difficulty of fitting it in, but I think something could be done about it, and you’ll have a good basis which will prevent you getting lost in a lot of blind-alleys.)  One thing is sure – I’ll have to get away from both the defeatism and the practicalism (worrying about votes) which have affected me in the last few years, and get back to the simple seriousness which first drew you to me.  I think I can, Ruth; I think I can manage always to be there when you want me, so that you won’t feel a privation if you should have no one else to turn to but will rather turn joyfully and hopefully to your lover and friend and comrade. 





John (17)

Ruth replies to John’s letter one week later on 15th February 1947:

Dear John, 

Starting from the disinterestedness of Socrates criticism of the democracy and its leaders as something to be considered, I have been following up various? lines of thought, ending up (after really starting from) as you might expect with you, me and other people, or the ‘party’ as John Mackie would call it.  I find the writing about it a complicated business, for as soon as I put something down as the problem another possibility occurs and turns? this into an apparent at least phantasy.  The actual line of thought is less distracting because I leave the personal reflections in my head to chase one another around, and keep to the high level of Socrates and problems of leadership, with some bracketed remarks like ‘Jealousy among Siblings’ to betray the more personal origins. (No doubt you would recommend more brackets?)

Perhaps I’d better start with Socrates and proceed via questions which you don’t have to answer.  Was Socrates so disinterested?  Does he merely assume all men are theorists?  Is this the theorists error and to be distinguished from flatterings, misrepresentations, and myths?  Does the theorist merely expect too much of people in the way of understanding? (As a later question, what about civic virtue and the like?)  Was Socrates not only not a member of any political power but also not a member of any strong social movement?  Could he criticise all ‘slogans’ and only fall into the error of underestimating [the] power of movements?  Starting from the possibly false view that there is no hint of any ?? of Socrates, any despair, are we to consider Plato to be knowing? him only after he’s worked through this, and that Socrates found no one strong enough to meet ?? no peers, or what (A later one – is Plato the man without despair, because even if he’d met Socrates only after he’d reached a modus vivendi, one might expect that a person who does give such a portrait would find out these things?)  (A lot of material suggests a period (amount) of despair – does Plato leave it as something for his readers to discover, or as something that has no place in his presentation, that Socrates wasn’t so ‘inhuman’ as he appears.)  Did Socrates not “withhold himself from anyone, young or old, who was anxious to hear him converse while he was about his mission”?  Is he just wrong when he denies that any man “ever learnt or heard anything from him in private, which everyone else did not hear as well”?  

And now to leave Socrates.  Is it possible to make a division between the public and the private and make, so to speak, all one’s propositions public?  Even if this is possible as regards the mere words, (18) the outer ring must suffer in the way of understanding the dicta.  Of course, all this goes on as though the thing were to understand precisely what the speaker meant, whereas the outside person might get something from the views without getting all the overtones etc. of the speaker. But I’m looking at the thing in terms of pronouncements not made to one’s peers and reflecting that one can’t contend that at least all are welcome to the theories, even if the fellowship is not a church universal.

This line of thought? has I think proceeded from the feeling that too many want the fellowship without the interest in the impersonal which ties the thing together.
  However, in keeping to the question of whether communication of what is meant is arrived at, and leaving the question whether some ‘communication’ might not be made, I seemed to be very much concerned with the personal also.  However the person who gets something from another which that person never intended might be uninterested in closer ties, and it is the people who want these that I’m thinking of.  It irks my sense of justice, whatever advantages I might find in it or disadvantages in its non-existence, that of a group who barely seem indistinguishable in a public way (or who ???) and all of whom want contact with you (to bring you in overtly), some should get it and some should not.  I can tell myself that this is inevitable, that to attempt justice to all would be to fail all, or at least fail in relation to the impersonal, which I think I should place first.  However perhaps I’m not distinguishing sufficiently discovery and communication.  To return to the ??? – I can think that if a person is sufficiently interested in things he will get along without this anyhow, but then I think of the push this seems to give people, and wonder whether its true or not.  I can also think, well if it happens that so and so who has capabilities and doesn’t fulfil them, that’s the way things happen; no-one is to blame for it – take it as a spectacle and don’t worry about it.  This works for periods, and so does the belief that if a person really has it in him then he’ll be lucky; but it doesn’t always work.

And here I think we come to me.  Whereas you sometimes fear you keep me from getting sustenance from others (more I think than you think of anyone being deprived of me, though you have spoken that way on occasion), I sometimes think that I keep others from getting something from you.  I don’t, I think, ever think of myself as preventing you from getting help from others, but God knows whether that is conceit (19) in my powers to share, conceit in my capacity to be sufficient under the circumstances, or whether its just a recognition that I don’t do it, even if I wished it.  Perhaps when I thank heaven that I’m not the only pebble on the beach I am making the best of a bad job.  When I think of myself as a bad influence on you, I think of myself as wearing you out, keeping you busy enduring my tantrums when you should be able to forget persons and get on with the job, etc.  However I’m getting suspicious of this concern on my part with ‘the job’; it strikes me as too high-minded to be real.  Perhaps if we inverted everything, we’d get somewhere.

I’m getting beyond the original train of thought, a right/might? having intervened at the end of the last sentence which runs into this page.  The point I’d arrived at when I began to write was that my relation to you raised a very special problem of justice, but I no sooner wrote something to this effect than I doubted it.  I thought of my intense anger at the solution which I think some of the ‘disciples’ adopt, namely that I’m an accommodating female.  It isn’t just a dismissal of me as obeying non-mental laws that I object to – I think most people of my nous would feel a little uneasy at that solution – but the failure to see love in our relationship.

This perhaps brings me to the real snag that I sometimes feel any strong feeling on my part is irksome to you, or at least strange.  To take a physical example, you often move in such a way that my longing for communion is thwarted, and I feel just a writhing shape which has to get relaxation or burst.  The other feeling that I am dying? into you, or however the inexpressible is to be expressed, is what calls forth the rare endearments which you seem to miss.  I don’t think I want this state of ineffableness every time we are together; I have times when I welcome a detachment on your part, and so on, but I do, I think, need it as a part of our relationship.  This is why your suggestion that we should ‘take it more lightly’ hurts like hell when you make it, as you do, every now and then.  I am afraid that taking things more lightly on my side has to have a firm basis behind it, that I can’t be comic without romantic periods.  And it seems some sort of violation of the soul when you even hypothetically consider proceeding more lightly.

Perhaps I’d better leave this subject before I frighten you away.  Whenever I write one of these ??? I feel that this time he really will see what a fool I am and have done, and no doubt I pretty up what I have to say to suit the palate, though not as much as you Johnathon. (20)  Still I shouldn’t complain if we manage to find each other on occasion, especially as I myself sometimes feel detached from passion and welcome the gossamer of thought.  Perhaps we could proceed more lightly, mix our passions into our thinking and our thinking into our passions, with bouts of purity in either sphere.

I shall now leave these solemn subjects and retail some monkeys (I hope I’ve got the right rhythm, but probably haven’t) which I made between the two sessions of this letter.  What with writing letters, dreaming and composing monkeys, I’d better be hopping back to reality pretty soon.  Anyhow these are chiefly aggressions, some very feeble and some rather stale, and some included for the sake of completeness.  I’ll leave you to pick the subjects; it shouldn’t be hard in most cases; I don’t think there are any ??? in them – you could work them out by taking account of my feelings, surface appearances or my ignorance.  Before I come to these creatures, let me say that except perhaps in periods of aridity, I think I love you as a whole, think you’re a marvel in fact.


Yours lovingly, Ruth

On reflection, these haven’t much to do with monkeys.

I can tell by your coat that you deprecate our vote




 …by your form, that you approximate the norm (that grammar will shock you)

I can tell by your jerks, that the running? sometimes irks


 ...your play, that he who wins must stay

I can tell by your talk that you’re bound to meet the stork


....your shorts, your responses would be snorts

I can tell by your eyes that you sometimes feel the ties


  ...face, that you don’t enjoy the race

I can tell by your role, that you’ve a clear view of the goal

alternatively, 

….smile, that you’re sated for a while (bust and lust could also be used, but I feel all are unfair)


  ...mou?, you require the starter’s go (21)

I can tell by your walk, that there’d be sympathetic talk


  ...your hips, that the armour sometimes slips

Now a crafty combination, 

I can tell by your shirt, that you’ve the making of a flirt (or you’d appreciate some dirt)


.

        ..your sleep, that you’d be talked out in a week (originally that you wouldn’t last a week)

Now for the ‘solitaries’, though I didn’t start off to do ‘pairs’

I can tell by your hands, that you’re still in swaddling bands 


...lips, that you don’t belie? your sips?


..thighs, how to estimate your sighs


..(that you overtures are sighs)


..laugh, that you couldn’t take the chaff 


..smile, that you’ve the continental style


..grin, that your afraid of honest sin 


..trunk, that you much prefer us drunk


..drinks, that your ego never sinks?

I can tell by your glee, that you quite enjoyed the sea 


..build? that resistance would be ??? 

And purely for completeness, 

I can tell by your slacks, that you never visit quacks.

John replies to Ruth’s letter, during the early morning of Monday 24th February 1947.

Dear Ruth, 

I’ve been reading your letter again and I want to write to you before ‘calling it a night’, though I doubt if I’ll be able to say the various things I’ve been thinking since I saw you – all this may help me on the way to saying them when I see you again.  One thing is that I don't believe in any 'movement' that comes from a person.  No doubt I've stimulated a particular line of thinking in these parts but, except in so far as this is an outside basis, my influence will just peter out - you can see it doing so in many cases.  What I appeal to in the broadest way is the youthful protest against social hypocrisy but there I just give a particular turn to what is present in any case, and such peculiarities are apt to be specially evanescent - they were never firmly and clearly grasped. (That's the transmission of 'opinion', again.)  What I appeal to more solidly are the academic and philosophic spirit, but there I'm working within institutions and traditions existing here and in Britain (not particularly - other places come in to some degree), and granted that in these there is much that is anti-academic and anti-philosophic and also that I may have given a certain sharpness to both the academic and the philosophic lines of attack, still the thing doesn't really centre on me and those who are just 'Andersonians' are missing out on the main points.  So far as 'the party' is concerned, then, those whose membership of it expresses itself in a desire for closer ties with me are off the line and are not people with whom I would naturally want to have closer ties.  It certainly wouldn't be 'doing justice' to those who make some kind of image of me for me to try to satisfy their aspirations.  I daresay I'm a bit short with some of them (Socrates, if Plato is to be believed, treated some of his admirers pretty rough!) but it wouldn't be any better for them if I weren't and certainly it would be a lot worse for me.  And if you ever thought you were like them and just happen to have been ‘lucky’ enough to break through the barriers – but I don’t think you could really think that. (22)

As regard those who belong to some "inner ring" and those who are in some sort of co-operation with me, I certainly don't think you have kept me from helping them.  As I think I've observed before, those who stuck it out and made the most of the theoretical stuff are people who themselves hung off from personal intimacy and who may even have had some sort of personal antagonism (at any rate a competitive tendency); whereas those with whom I've had some sort of intimacy (Alf, Alec) are people on a lower intellectual plane, less capable of independent theorising though still having 'bright ideas' too.  Whether this sort of division in my relationships, denotes what might be called a 'defect' in me is something on which I wouldn't like to pronounce (it has, at least, had some advantages), but it does denote something in me, and I don't think its something you would feel called upon to soften even if that were possible - and even if it might happen (to some extent) without any trying on your or my or anyone else's part.  Perhaps it has happened and perhaps this is due to my relationship with you - but not as a matter of "justice" and not even, in general, in such a way as to satisfy people's wants.  It's not that I think that whatever I do is the right thing - as you know, I think I've been terribly slack; and I hope I'm beginning to wake up to a lot of things - but I don't think the problem is that of straightening out my personal relationships either with the inner or with the outer ring.  If you can help me shake off some of my posiness, that might have effects of these relationships, but that would be the least significant part of it.   

And now you may feel dubious because you yourself seem to cut across my ‘division’.  There have certainly been difficulties (as we’ve often observed) in our dual relationship.  But isn’t that just a sign that it’s all the more worth while?  Its just because we have both intimacy and intellectual companionship that you mean so much to me – even if I have muddled things and left you uncertain about one or other or both.  All this is really in your letter, I’m not adding much to it, but maybe you’ll get the assurance that I feel about it as you do.  There are other things I wanted to say – about my nervousness?, that made you feel I was away from you; about ‘taking things lightly’ by which I meant the same (that I shouldn’t let things make me strained) about ??? – but we’ll talk about that when we’re together.  Soon I’ll be with you, dear – and now good night.




John

The final letter is from Ruth but is undated so its place in the collection is uncertain. However it is written on a Tuesday and may be a reply to John’s letter of Monday and the overall content appears to follow from John’s letter.  

Dear John, I was in today or yesterday to be more precise and sort of hoped you might be in in connection with the Journal, but alas no John.  I had a brief session with J.L.M. (John Mackie) about some points in his paper, and found that my objections, most of them, flowed from misunderstanding his use of the word ‘converse’.  The irritating thing is that it occurred to me at one point that he might be using this in an Euclidean fashion, also that if he weren’t it was a damn queer usage, and then I went ahead and took him to be following such a queer usage.  That is the sort of thing that I’m scared of in public discussion, being a perfect fool by taking someone else to be when he isn’t.  However I wasn’t particularly embarrassed this time because I think I was talking sense part of the time, and there were obscurities in the script.  Towards the end of this Rybak came in and we got finally onto families the final result being that I was set off again thinking about me and the family, after I thought I’d got that topic settled for a while.  I’m resigned to having periodic fits of quiet and (or) frustration, but I prefer then more widely spaced. (23)  Too easily demoralised that’s me.  I’ll never be the prized woman of thirty, I’m afraid.  That’s all right, but I hope I’m not going to be a bloody nuisance around the place.  John M. (Mackie) and Jim (Baker) went off to the cricket, I think, and John P. (Passmore) and I had afternoon tea.  John is still very tired but more or less in movement again, I think, if he isn’t rushed too much.

I think you read something of the ‘doing something about it’ into my letter.  At the most, I think, I’d wish that you realised peoples attitudes, and, on the other hand wouldn’t damn them out of hand.  That itself is silly no doubt, but I certainly don’t want you running around being a satisfying image or trying to be one.  Apart from that element of wishing something to be done about it, I think I was just wishing (not wanting) that things weren’t so.  And as to me in relation to others, I suppose this started from a feeling of resentment at the hostility which is, or so I imagine, sometimes exhibited towards me and a feeling that I never get taken on my own merits.  However, its no good wanting to get rid of all associations, images and what-nots.  That, incidentally, is one of the things that Waddington wants – a brave new world free from the sickness of culture.  You didn’t seem to get the force of my remark that I’d been finding your Newport paper applicable to my earlier worries, in the remarks about ‘divisive’ notions.  What I felt was that I’d been envisaging possibly sharp distinctions between different fields of activities, which really weren’t possible, even if one could get, and needed to have, periods of pure this or pure that.  That by the way reminded me of an earlier Newport paper about writers and theorists – of being able to separate things off to the same extent as say artists or musicians.  Perhaps if I’d mentioned that, things would have clicked.  I must to bed, but hope to communicate with you today and hear something about that interpolated ‘romance’, and perhaps to be further re-assigned? about taking things lightly.










Adieu, Ruth (24)

1948 – Mar 1950

The first letter in this series is by Ruth and simply has the time “4.35”, but as indicated above it can be dated to 1946: “I am still slightly distrait but fairly cheerful, so will wander homewards with perhaps a cup of coffee to support me before I tackle the bridge crush.  I glanced at McCallum’s reply to Hush’s reply in Arna and approve of the sentiments – the cover however I have not yet fully appreciated, and have not yet tackled Jim.” (8)  

The next letter is from John and is dated 8th January 1948: “I’ve just had a ring from Perce (getting me out of bed – the cow!) who is anxious to have a talk with me before going back to Melbourne.  So I’ve arranged to go in tomorrow (Friday) and lunch with him… Getting a letter on this paper… must revive thoughts you’ld have wanted to set aside for a bit. (How much for this effort – would it be over-marked at 10 out of 20?)  I’m sorry to have so drooby lately, up to and including last night, but (excuses, excuses, excuses).”   The remaining letters have been typed in full.

24th January 1949
Dear Ruth,

I don’t know whether I’ll be able to write what I’ve been thinking (this ‘mental composition’ is a distressing habit) but I’ll do my best.  It may turn out more like what I think of myself than what I think of you, but the one may open the way to the other.  My major trouble could be expressed as idealism or 'totalism'; I've always (i.e. since childhood) found a lot of things 'puzzling', and this seems to mean that I couldn't fit them in, couldn't get them to 'add up' or appear as features of a single theme.  It's as if I couldn't tolerate mere juxtaposition or multiplicity - as if it was something that had to be got over, at least.  This is the position, of course, that I represent ('Some Questions in Aesthetics') as characteristic of romantic love; and, romanticism apart, love does seem to have an integrating effect - to give a solution to otherwise insoluble problems.  But if it is possible to believe in pluralism without regarding love as rooted in illusion, there must be a limit to the 'integrating' process; it must be a question of action, of a more harmonious distribution of forces, and not of theoretical 'identification' - and, even at that, conflict may be avoided by a subsidence into inaction.  What I have found in you, then, and what I may have sought too much, is union; if I have seemed to be obscured with certain contacts, the reason (or it may be only the rationalisation) is that then I felt a simultaneous assurance of all our forms of communication - and I think you have felt this too, though perhaps more often disturbed by doubt.  But of course it is a question of 'identifying the connected'; because the other forms of communication enhanced or worked in with the physical, I have (9) imagined (phantasied) that it was all of them, and have taken them for granted.  This may be a way of running away from the difficulties of a multiple relationship.  It must have been something of this sort that I had in mind when I said that we just would have good times (this may not have been the exact phrase) - the enjoyment of certain things without bothering how they added up, without trying to have everything at once.  I know I have irked you by never being just a colleague or just a fellow freethinker or whatever it might be.  And perhaps my clearer perception of all this bears the promise of some change.  Still, it is not a question of separation - there are connections.  And that is what I had to say of "what I think of you" - that when I hold you it means to me all the qualities of your mind, all your imagination and judgement - it means you altogether; or if that is impossible, it means all the ways that we have been together.  I don't think anyone but you would appreciate my 'idealism', would see that it can have a stimulating effect, that it isn't just waste - though we might both be a little afraid to determine just where waste does come in.  So hey for plurality in unity and unity in plurality, for freedom of imagination – and away with the intellectual conscience!  It’s funny that just at this time the sort of problem I’ve been finding in myself should strike Peter and Co. – in the form that I demand an all-in faith, including even personal antipathies.  Of course it’s an accusation that could cover the desire to have AB when AeB; but it might simply be the desire to have A and (=or) B, a disjunction which I may often confuse with the conjunction.  So here’s to a 1949 with plenty of disjunction – and plenty of conjunctions too.  This isn’t what I ‘mentally composed’, though it has some resemblances.  But what I want to say. Ruth, is that I want you in your manyness and that I have always wanted you in your manyness, even when it didn’t seem so.  




John (10)

11th June 1949 

Dear John, 

All the written instructions were carried out during the week, but Monday is a holiday as Perce will gently remind you on Sunday.  I saw Stove and gave him the essay, also telling him you wanted to see him soon; he had to go to Newcastle in the last week of Lent.  I don’t think the other 4th year you were concerned about was ever in sight.  I couldn’t remember who it was, but feel that seeing him would have reminded me.  There weren’t many about yesterday as they didn’t take up the suggestion of a discussion with Tom about topics for seminars; however he had a quarter of an hour with the evening people on it on Wednesday night.  It’s been a funny week.  I’d forgotten Jackson was on, but there was a fair turn up and the paper – what I could hear of it – was quite interesting.  He has a very flat voice and I was constantly missing things, or losing them in trying to hear what he was going on to.  I didn’t stay for the discussion and forgot to ask how it went.  John P. couldn’t go because of Doris’s condition but I noticed Arthur Bishop there who may have had something to say, and Alec of course did.  He was in the chair and I stayed till he had spoken.  I find these mid week papers rather a strain, owing to my mad way of working, but managed all right on Thursday.  On Tuesday I met the S.M. people only for about half an hour and will start in properly next week.  I’m in half a mind to ask Tom for another week on the Republic, but suppose that even if I got it, I wouldn’t manage to say what I want to, so that I’d better finish next week, and blast any discrepancies between what I’ve done and what I set out to do.  It will mean though that there will be half an hour at the most on Dialectic and seeing that I spent nearly the whole vac. trying to get certain points clear so as to be able to deal with Dialectic and bring it into relation with the Person (?) stuff, I feel a bit fed up about it.  I didn’t get the points clear and went in yesterday and gave a 2nd year level talk on Knowledge, Ignorance, etc; having given it, I see how it would could be developed somewhat, but that would more or less cut Dialectic out altogether.  It seems sad to give lectures on the Republic without talking of the Divided Line and the Cave, but I think I’ll confine myself to something fairly general on Dialectic as I’ll be messing (?) up the moderns and the Appeal of D.
 if I go into a third week on Republic.  Also Tom should be starting on his material with them.  In future though I don’t think I’ll try to adumbrate themes for a set of lectures.  Helen Sheils was in yesterday and will be up some time next week.  She leaves at the end of the month.  Well I have to go to the hairdresser so will close this series of girly remarks.  I wanted chiefly to let you know that J.L.M. had fixed up the Wednesday affair.  
Yours, Ruth (11)

14th January 1950
Dear John, 

I must get hustling now as I want to catch the 6.55 and have still to pack etc.  You might get something from the suggestions offered, in which of course, the ‘ors’ are for you not the blessed students.  I have found it rather a job getting 9 questions without too much overlapping since I was trying continually to get a general view and often dealt with the same material in different ways or come back to the same general themes – like ‘internality’.  Also the excursus on the Ontological argument would be largely dead wood to the pass people – I did not feel I could expect them to say something about Leibniz or Kant or about Definition.  However even if they can’t do all these questions, they should be able to get five easily enough.  ….I hope you’re feeling ‘good’ this day – I am, though rushed.  I had better not try amplifying this or I shall miss my train, but while rusticating shall reflect on our ‘pact’.  






Yours, Ruth.

Saturday (11/2/50?) 

Dear John,

I hope this will not weary you.  One of my horrors is just the feeling that perhaps I can only save myself by destroying you, that you are all the time wishing I wasn’t so tense (abrupt), incapable of ‘taking things lightly’ – a phrase from an old letter of yours which I think has been haunting me for years.  My own instinct is that this can’t be so and I take heart from you’re fearing I’d been murdered the other night.  A rather similar horror is the feeling that you’re leaving me too much to myself, more or less saying ‘If she loves me enough, she’ll come through, and if she doesn’t well away with her’.  This is possibly projection – change the pronouns and you have the sort of thing I’ve sometimes said to myself, about you and others, but it also gets some sort of force from your emphasis on ‘consuming one’s own miseries’.  I don’t feel that there is anyone benign enough or wise enough, perhaps most of all tough enough, for me to take my troubles to.  On the other hand I cannot or perhaps will not flood them through my work and follow your advice which seems to me to be saying ‘I can’t be in the wrong so everyone else must be’.  My instinct would be to trust more people, to be perhaps a bit of a nuisance, and get help from (12) various sources.  This is what I used to do and what happens now, I think, is that I tend that way and then suffer miseries because you’ve made me feel that this constitutes a betrayal of you.  It seems to me that I can’t betray you unless I set out to do so, also that I’ll either do it or snap soon, unless some change occurs.

This is one of the things about Newport – I feel alternately that I have been betrayed in some insidious way and that I’ve been betraying others.  This would be linked with all sorts of worries about the personal and the impersonal.  Newport for me has just been crawling with the personal.  I feel, in spasms of course, that the conversations and papers have had people’s feeling saturating them, that the whole thing has been proving false some of your remarks about emotional meaning etc.  Perhaps the truth of the matter is that some commonplace minds have been trying (unconsciously) to disprove your position.  One of my bouts (whether more or less sensible – I don’t know) was that John Mackie was the nigger in the woodpile, and that he is actuated by some sort of urge to destroy you.  Also that he had enough brains sometimes to present things which win him support so that he could sometimes appear as objective.  It is certainly the case that he is always pinpricking at you on this sort of point – finding your feelings behind everything you say and do and I was reminded today how when I was up at the Mackie’s place at Mittagong he accused Margaret and me of having the same attitude towards you as we had been deriding in some form of Wilhelmina Stitch.  You’ll remember also how we came back from there staging some sort of revolt against your wanting to do everything yourself in connection with that issue of Freethought.  However I cannot feel that all my misery is due to John Mackie.  Your very urging me to talk ‘sane or insane’, ‘drunk or sober’, your advice in general to work things out through my work seems to give colour to his charges.  On the other hand, I wonder whether I haven’t always had some sort of fetish of a ‘love of truth’ ‘disinterested’ and more or less holy, this being one reason why I’m happier doing logic than other things.  You can see the same sort of tension in John Passmore I think – the same feeling of a gigantic contradiction between different procedures of yours.  I don’t think I regularly feel this, but I do feel some sort of wrongness about your attitude to your intimates, some cleavage between that and the rest of things.  Your ‘policy of silence’ seems to me to be wrong, though I am afraid all the time that I’m going in for some sort of self-justification, that the root of the matter is that I want a change and am making you responsible for everything.  It might perhaps clarify matters if I gave you some notion of the cause of my horrors at Newport, crazy as they no doubt are.  It still seems to me that I must have heard some rather vicious remarks – either that or I have a mind like a sewer but perhaps I should keep to the ‘conclusions’ rather than the ‘remarks’ imaginary or otherwise. (13)

Sunday (12/2/50?) 

Dear John,

You will perhaps be pleased to hear that I’m fighting mad after nearly going crazy during the night.  My present ‘solution’ has the feel of truth about it.  What especially puzzled me about my hallucinations was that I should have dragged Jill Crichton in, but if she is keen on Jeffrey then probably I didn’t drag her in at all.  On Thursday night I attacked Armstrong and Jeffrey together and one thing I objected to was Jeffrey’s personal line in exams citing the Nietzsche instance.  There was some talk about not being able to keep the psyche out and I perhaps made it plain that I was bloody sick of their little psyches.  Then later on I called Jeffrey a little twerp when he started talking of servility when Tom started to leave the verandah after my entreaties.  Then I did a rather silly thing which explains the feeling both of horror and guilt I’ve been having about Tom.  Armstrong started blathering about fair go or something, and I came out with some bilge about having some influence over Tom because although he was older than I, I’d lectured to him, and that gave me an advantage.  This could also explain why I kept on later in the week reiterating something about how Tom must have wanted to go otherwise I wouldn’t have been able to get him to go.  

So much for the preliminaries before I started hearing things.  One thing I’m certain I heard and which threw me back on my heels more or less was Armstrong saying something about ‘they can write shit all over our essays and we can’t to do a damn thing’, with I think some reference to Hush finding the same.  In my various tortured wrestlings with what had been happening I’ve had shit on the brain – I even had some tormented raving that I was so short in the vagina that it necessarily came out (connected by me with my mother having some sort of rupture giving birth to my eldest brother?? so that she now just has to get to the lav in a hurry).  All sorts of things that I’ve been going through tie up with this.  I got on to it by worrying over my remarks at Peter’s the other night about the kitchen tea for my eldest brother and wondering whether I had brothers on the brain.  That led me to think about a curious way Moe(?) had seemed to take up a remark of mine when I was correcting a statement that a cousin (mentioned by Rorke) was my brother’s sister’s child.  I corrected this and Moe(?) seemed to be shushing me more or less or sounding embarrassed and I carefully pointed out that if he were my brother’s sisters child then he’d be my child.  About this stage in my worrying last night I began wondering whether I’d been building up some sort of fantasy around your paper on obscenity, so that I was for some obscure reason turning myself into the double woman – the good and the bad, the pure and the shit-worthy.  Somewhere about (14) here light dawned, or I think it did.  

What makes me so mad is that Armstrong had me coming and going.  Another thing I was pretty certain of hearing was something about bloody overbearingness and then some talk of this being due, in my case, to nerves.  Also as Armstrong departed, I heard something about ‘being sorry for the little’ which I interpreted, whether rightly or wrongly, as being me.  It makes me sick – here I’ve been torturing my soul about you and me and finding myself incapable of finishing a note to my mother who sent a worried telegram because she hadn’t heard from me for a fortnight, and so on.  Perhaps it has done some good by unearthing or catching onto a fear of mine that I’m an ‘unworthy’ sexual object but it is all bloody boring as I said Armstrong’s paper would be.  As I said this to Stove at our do for the fourth years that might explain why I built him into the picture, presuming he really had no part.  I also feel that I now see why Gwen’s paper worried me so, why I went worrying over it to John Mackie and so on.  I suppose I feel she was pouring undeserved scorn on Popper and that I was failing to uphold ‘objectivity’ by not being able to remember what in Popper I felt she was leaving out of account.  It all builds up into a week’s hell because of the word ‘shit’ – however now I know where I am and think I’ll go to sleep.  I’ll leave in for your interest the first letter I started.  No wonder I was in such a mess about things.  I always had about Hush a feeling that there was something in the line of shit about our treatment of him, but all I can say about Armstrong and anyone else who feels strongly on the subject, is that even if there is a considerable grain of truth in their charges, they make a fuss about nothing.











Yours, Ruth (15)

Friday (17/2?) 

Dear Ruth,

Your letters started a lot of ideas in my mind, but what I can write in these small hours (in the hope of you getting it this evening) will not, I’m afraid, cover much ground: still it will be a bit of a response, leading to solider talks later.  One thing I feel (perhaps not quite appropriately) is that we – i.e. the department, with me as the leading culprit – have been too familiar with students, and that, in the interests of objectivity, I should stand farther off – should, for instance let the Freethought become a students’ society and chance its degenerating in consequence.  Even now I don’t wholly repudiate the desire to stimulate students, to let them see, in a way they wouldn’t otherwise get, some of the things that education can be – but still my orations have been ?? easy (and somewhat exhibitionistic) and if, for disciplined minds, they did on the whole open up lines of inquiry they haven’t made the general body of students hearers think very much.  Anyway – and perhaps especially with the sort of students we have now – they’ve led to a lot of wrangling and bad blood, and the least I can do is to cut down on this side of my activities, with the reflection that it would have been a lot better for the department if I’d done so sooner. [Armstrong, of course, is a special case; one can’t know in advance just how conceited and impervious to proper lines of study (unable to recognise that the subject is more important than the person) a particular students is going to be; but I wonder (this is now on the departmental side) whether we haven’t tended to make the same sort of comments on the work of all students, without regards to what particular ones can assimilate.  Here, again, it’s a case of over-elaboration, I think, and the need for “cutting down”.]  My remark about “standing further off” may make you think of my attitude to you as a student and the question of preferences.  It’s difficult, of course, to imagine how my relations to students would have gone without the societies, but I think under any circumstances I would be attracted to students who have the student’s attitude to the subject and aren’t taken up with asserting their personalities or teaching me (or the staff generally) the subject.  No student, of course, is without “ego”, but there are clear distinctions in objectivity of approach – and its because I sometimes found this highly developed in my students and never in my colleagues (of other departments) that I have gone the way that I have.  At least, it’s one reason; though it might be said that I also responded to discipleship, and that I didn’t look hard enough for the “spark” among my colleagues just because they wouldn’t give me that (be “followers”).

However, the thing that has come home to me in connection with all this (in connection, particularly, with my landing you among my own entanglements and not helping you to any solid intellectual and adult outlook) is the extent of the undergraduate mentality in me – which leads me into that sort of milieu and is expressed in the “vulgarity” we were speaking of.  In this connection I fancy there was a fair bit of undergraduate slickness in my paper on “Obscenity”; of course it wasn’t meant to be a finished affair, and I had to struggle against my difficulty in expressing these things even to a “freethinking” audience, but still the question remains of a certain “irresponsibility” or lack of objectivity.  I don’t mean that I would like to be heavily responsible on all occasions or to refuse ever to indulge in my weaknesses – I often, for instance, give rough answers to John Mackie just because I can’t be bothered arguing the point, and I don’t suppose you regard that in particular (16) as a serious lapse in integrity.  But there may be occasions of that kind when I indulge my weaknesses too much, and thus let the subject down.  All the same, I’m inclined to think you have taken my “taking things lightly” remark in the opposite sense to what I intended; I didn’t mean taking them irresponsibly or facetiously, but rather taking them objectively – with a side glance at the anxious and interfering ego; with the notion that taking things anxiously or heavily is a lapse from objective interest.  All this is itself a bit heavy; its just that I get embedded every now and then in a protective crust, and it takes a bit of breaking through.  As regards working things out through your work, I’m not quite sure of the context, but I’m sure I didn’t mean either that you should make your personal problems the subject of your speculations or that you should amalgamate thee personal and the philosophical.  At least what I feel now I must have meant is that going ahead with the job has one effect on the problems, so that what seemed a great difficulty no longer seems so – not as a matter of simple deduction or “applied” philosophy.  I may be getting off the track here (away from the actual matter of our discussion), but perhaps it will give you a further point of attack on it.  Now its approaching 3am, and I’ll wander up to post this, in the hope that you will get it this (Friday) evening and that in spite of the somewhat egoistic strain, you’ll find something in it.  I don’t think for a minute, Ruth, that you should work through all these things by yourself – though often, from this “embeddedness” I was speaking of, I say the wrong thing and appear to be indifferent.  So here’s to the cracking of shells – and to seeing you again on Monday.  









All my love, John

18th February 1950 (Saturday)

Dear John, My last words on the subject? One thing I feel sure of is that I would use any written matter, perhaps anything, to serve my loves.  Make what you will of it.  I have felt beaten, chastened, heroic and what not, and I’ll still say to the world what does it matter? 

Yours Ruth.   I have also felt afraid to know the truth. (17)

Monday (20/2?)

Dear John, I have done a rather silly thing, made an appointment for to-morrow for 2.45 which will probably keep me for an hour at least, so that I’ll miss afternoon tea time, and as you probably won’t arrive till the afternoon, I think I’ll not come in here and then go down, but just go into the appointment.  Harry Nicolson hasn’t, as yet, let me know about Friday, and I may need to see Peter tomorrow.  In a way I’ld be as lief let it be, and certainly so if Harry can’t come.  I don’t think we have that many things to talk about with Peter and Pat at this juncture.  Life is merry (messy?).  I’ll see you about 6.30 anyhow. Ruth

15th March 1950 

Dear Professor Anderson,

We have written to Mrs Anderson to thank her for her ?? to Ruth, we are sorry she had to be worried in this matter, and only wish we had been near so that we could have helped Ruth, for contrary to the impression you have appeared to have gathered, the relations between Ruth and ourselves have always been very close, and she has always looked to us for help in any need (physical) she has only resented what she called interference with her mental freedom and in that respect she has been her own mistress (?) for at least ten years.  Referring to her present (18) illness the poor girl had a terrific outburst the night of your visit to her at the hospital, also on the morning of the day she first took ill at the flat.  She has what the doctor called a guilt conscience or complex, she has raved on these two occasions about her condition, calling on God to help her and protect her unborn child.  We are thankful to say that fear has proved groundless, but no doubt she had cause to think otherwise, maybe she took steps to bring that about.  Her poor tortured mind has been running(?) along these lines as evidenced by her scribbling while she was at Bill’s place.  We have for some years past denied(?) the suggestions which have been made to us about her association with you even when we knew there was someone, we would not entertain the thought it was you.  We do not hold you entirely responsible in the matter, we know Ruth is woman of years and should be able to take care of herself, but she was very young and unsophisticated when she came under your influence at the university, and she has a great regard for you as a teacher.  You should have been able to prevent things coming to their present pass.  We realise we cannot (19) harm you without harming Ruth more, but we appeal to you to keep out of her life in the future apart from your professional association.  If you have any regard for Ruth at all you cannot want her to have a relapse and the Doctor assures us this will happen should she again have an emotional disturbance, also the truth is likely to assume a worse form(?) and then there could be no hope for her.  She must never know what she has revealed nor that we have spoken to you on this matter, if she confides in us well and good otherwise we will not refer to it.  Trusting you will co-operate with us, 









yours, Mary and R.F. Walker

16th March 1950 

Dear John,

I hope I don’t stay here for too long.  I think I got worked up about Beryl’s infanticipation, and went off the deep end for a while.  I can only hope that I got away from Turramurra before I was too shaky.  There’s a wardsman here who was really very nasty to me before and I haven’t yet forgotten, but taken by and large the nurses etc aren’t bad.  I seem to have got to know quite a few of the people earlier and am approaching them more tentatively now.  I think I must have raised a fair row when I first came, and to-day have been sick again.  I don’t think they should have meals of kidneys.  I just couldn’t bring myself to eat any of it and went on to bring up an earlier meal – a curry.  It was nice to see you and Alec the other day though I seem to (20) remember talking some nonsense.  Bill tells me I’ve been recalling all sorts of things, so I hope I had some discretion in it.  According to the woman in the room with me the cook was changed after the kidney episode – such are the highlights of hospital.  However this woman is also a bit excitable and it may be all worry.  I hope the new term is about starting well and that Peter and Tom are in good form.  I remember getting bothered about something and writing you some odd epistle.  But how I got out here I do not know, and what’s being done to me apart from shock treatment I’m also ignorant of.  Last night I took some abominable stuff ether which made my heart feel knocked around a lot.  Also Dr McCarthy has done something to my spine and taken a blood count.  I think I got suddenly worked up about John changing his name and started thinking about all sorts of family things that I’ve heard of at odd times.  I seem to have been weighing into the Uncle Charles with some gusto but what set it off I don’t know.  I’ll be glad to remove myself from here even if its only to Bill’s or up to Lawson.  I suppose I will get alright again and certainly hope so.  I do not like hospital.  My greetings to all and may the tennis court come to something. (21)

1st April 1950 

Professor Anderson, Ruth is leaving hospital today, and is being driven to Lawson, we are hoping she will soon be fully restored to health.  She has mentioned once or twice she would like to hear from you.  She knows nothing of what has been said between us, if you would write her ??? it would please her.  You might tell her what has been done about her leave and her salary, she is beginning to ask about her books, but I hope she will be satisfied to have a rest from them for a while longer.









Yours sincerely, R.F. Walker (22)
April – May 1950

Woodleigh Private Hospital, 14th April 1950

Dear John,

Here I am back again having had part of the Easter break up at Seven Steps where I had one night when I almost believed in black magic and possibly the same night I believed I was a flying saucer.  I am vague as to how all the things happened while I was there and also while I was here before, but I know I thought (and I think said) some weird things. I came back about Monday or Tuesday and am just settling down properly.  Before I thought there was some plot behind it all, and even, until yesterday made mountains out of molehills.  I understand I was up at Turramurra earlier on, so perhaps Jenny and you and Sandy heard some of my rumblings.  I think my earliest weeks here were silent.  I finished up with wonderful long nails.  I’m smoking again though and the Matron has managed to get me back to a state of not believing in dirty plots.  Coming back to the hospital this time I was in the back of a car with some strange young man explaining to him various possibilities (don’t ask me of what type) existing according to “Russell’s square of opposition”, as worked out in your logic book.  I could recognise the material I mean, but my mind isn’t bright enough to give it its proper description.  Anyhow he was very nice about it and I remember him saying (to Pop presumably) that I’d get everything sorted out in time.  Shock treatment is a bit hard to take when you don’t know much about science, and I thought anyhow that when you and Alec came out (if you did) Alec (8) said something which made me suspicious of everyone here and of everything.  Anyhow I had the most fantastic notions which only departed yesterday.  The shock treatment is really quite bearable, though there’s a tendency to get a headache.  I don’t know how much longer I’ll be here, but will take a bit of rest if I get out soon.  I’ld be pleased if you would tell me the position about pay again – I left Lawson in a hurry and left the note behind.  I hope I was still mild when (as I understand) you people took me out to Bill’s.  I slapped my mothers face at Lawson, and Pop and I fell over and I got some wonderful bruises.  I can only hope nothing like that happened earlier.  I think I blathered a lot of nonsense about lots of people earlier on here and one night shrilled the bell and brought down the unfortunate doctor and matron – thinking I was being spied on or something.  I didn’t realise that bell would bring the doctor but anyhow they moved me to another room – the third.  Now I’m back in the room I was first in I think, or one of the first.  I think I fitted almost everything people said into my phantasies, but now a lot of my earlier ones have gone and the remaining ones and the staff just seem to treat me as a breakdown having treatment of a kind which makes one forget things.  When I went up to Lawson I think they humoured me too much and were too apologetic – I even managed to get some of the things coming over the air fitting into my notions and had one night when I worked out some fancy natural religion theory about myself.  I forget how I came to get be wild with mother but twice before that I’d slept with her and various times I’d made (9) sure she was a woman.  I do hope I did nothing like this earlier, though I think some of my remarks of the matron played an important part in preceding events.  Anyhow why worry about the past?  As well as the position about pay I’ld be glad to know what I would be working on when I returned.  Probably this was covered by implication in the letter, but I haven’t got it back yet.

Thanks to you all for looking after me.  There were fantastic moments in my earlier periods when I had an Irish nurse here being Jenny with her hair done differently, though when the certificates were supposed to have been won or why she should suddenly burst into nursing out at Hurstville I think it would be an unnatural God to know.  It’s curious though, how in the middle of all sorts of wild phantasies about people, I have had what – at the time anyhow – seemed, at least, quite go-ahead notions.  I saw some connections between various parts of Kant’s work.  Well I can only hope I didn’t chatter too much about people, but I gather they are much used to rumblings and that I was quite a model patient in other ways.  I am continually giving the women’s lavatory a sort of temporary ‘mend?’ – a pull to the side which makes it function.  Some of the others do too, I think, but lots of them leave it making a row and not flushing – possibly they’re too weak.  My ‘way of life’ isn’t too bad, or shouldn’t be now that I’m over my weird notions because apart from occasional weighing and (10) draughts at night, it consists in this shock treatment which doesn’t mean a lot of examination etc.  There may have been some at the start, but I don’t remember going out to Bill’s and coming here.  I went to Lawson in my Aunt Beryl’s car and Cecily went with us – which is something anyhow.  I think I came down by car, but am not sure of all the trip.  Things are going well at work I hope.  I can’t even remember off-hand what I would have been doing.  I might be able to remember as I remembered my address a little while ago after it was wanted but am not worrying.  The time at Lawson really got me worried – I was scared stiff one night of dying, and thus got worried about something else (forgot what) when I got over that.  Anyway, I feel definitely on the mend now.  Incidentally I fitted your note into my phantasies, and wrote ‘comments’ on it, like an essay.  My regards to everyone at home and at work, and a note would be welcomed.  Yours Ruth. (11)

Turramurra, 17th April 1950

Dear Ruth,

Your letter reached me this morning (Monday) and I’m answering your queries now, with the intention of posting this on the way to work tomorrow and of giving you a further budget of news later on.  I was disappointed to learn that you had to go back for further treatment, but I’m very glad to know that you now feel you have turned the corner and can look ahead without much worrying about what has passed.  Your position with regard to the University is that you have been granted leave of absence for this term and that your salary goes on as usual.  The application for your leave didn’t have to go to the Senate but was approved by the Vice Chancellor.  As regards your work when you return, I had been considering whether it wouldn’t be better for you to start with rather than less your full lecture load.  If so, you could either let the fourth year (Kant – Hegel) lecture go and concentrate on third year or do the fourth year lecture but only one of the two third year lectures, while I went on with the Hume.  In either case, you would be coming in on Descartes after nine lectures from Tom; he started with the ‘Method’ and could no doubt estimate where he would have got by the end of the term.  You could reckon, I think, on giving most of your ‘Meditations’ material – and so on, as last year.  As I mentioned in my letter to you at Lawson, the fourth year have been attending John Mackie’s third year Kant lectures; and they will also be getting the completion of my course on Alexander and the categories – so that they will have a fair amount of material to work on even if your Kant-Hegel course is not given.  Well that’s just a preliminary notion of things that will have to be talked over later.  I hope you’ll be able to receive visits before long – though I certainly wouldn’t want to weary you with departmental stuff while you’re still needing a fair bit of rest.  Alec, by the way, since Alan hasn’t been able to get a full-time Teaching Fellow, has been taken on part-time in that capacity and is quite pleased about it, though its only correcting work that he’ll have to do.  I would like to be along with him when he gets your congratulations! (My possible visiting times are limited by my having three late lecturing nights a week, but I’ve no doubt we could find a time.)  However it may be too early for visits yet; in any case, I’ll be very glad to hear from you any time you can manage to write.  I passed on your regards to Jenny and will do so to the others tomorrow.  They are all working away quite contentedly, though with qualms about the onset of exercises.  I myself have strong desire to get something fresh for essay topics, but inspiration has so far been lacking.  All good wishes, John. (12)

Woodleigh, 1st May 1950

Dear John,

This must be about the seventh start at a letter; I think this room is a bit noisier than the other, and the hospital altogether is fairly noisy with planes crossing, and positively crowds of buses.  Also I gather that this ‘treatment’ is all fairly mysterious, but that I arrived at a ‘good’ point this morning – didn’t struggle so much – but nevertheless have a bit of a headache.  I never seem to see the doctor except when he comes to do the job, but make my peace with the matron, as I think I mentioned.  However my impression is that I should have only two more weeks at the most, and if that were so, it would leave me a week and the vac. (which I suppose is two weeks) to get some clothes and get going on some work.  I haven’t thought much about your suggestion concerning the 4th and 3rd year, but my present feeling is that it would be advisable for me to do Descartes and some Kant-Hegel i.e., as far as I’m concerned, but there are you others to consider too.  I still don’t remember any more than I did before eg I have no memory of going out with you people to Bill and Cecily’s, or for that matter of ringing you people from Taylor’s.  I seem to remember being in the second bedroom at Turramurra but that’s about all.  I remember thinking all sorts things and saying quite a few odd things here, but they seem to be forgotten now, though I still give the matron a bit of cheek occasionally, and the doctor and I look at one another rather dubiously.

I take it that John Mackie’s Kant lectures are ethics lectures and that would give me something to go on from.  However I don’t think there is much point in taking up departmental matters yet; I am told that as I get on the way to recovery I’ll get periods of dizziness and won’t be worth much on various occasions.  I find myself today, eg, forgetting peoples names and finding it hard to concentrate and a lot of the others also seem to be a bit off – it seems to vary a bit with the weather.  It is possible that they won’t let you come to see me depending on how ‘badly’ I behaved the night Alec and you were here.  Also I have just been hearing from another patient that there is no regular length of treatment, but the doctor goes by each person’s progress.  I hope I don’t have to stay too much longer and may stay with Bill and Cecily for a while when I leave, if they have their extra room on the way.

Give Alec my felicitations, and I should be very glad to see you if you were able and allowed to come.  At present I seem to be getting treatment on only Monday and Friday (and possibly Wednesday) but don’t know whether this will become regular.  In any case I think that by the evenings I should be pretty right, though if you did come out you had better ring up and get them to tell me, as Bill, Cecily and Pop come and take me walking as often as they can.  One gets astonishingly bored and very weary of some of the more rowdy people.  I think my rowdy period is over, but a group of them had a ‘sing-song’ last night which was rather painful.  At the moment, or recently, my mind has been working around things like Adaptation, Representation, Signification, Marks of Design, Purpose and vaguely about Nietzschian topics – nothing very helpful for essays I’m afraid.  Are you having any groups or are you too busy with lectures etc?  There’s a gardener here who goes to some W.E.A. classes and quite a few of the staff are very pleasant.  Well I’ll give it up now – not really being in the best mood for letter writing.  Best wishes to everybody.  Ruth. (13)

Sydney University, 3rd May 1950

Dear Ruth,

I was very glad to get your letter yesterday and to learn that you had taken another step forward in response to the treatment.  Thinking it over, I have arrived at a rather speculative but moderately intelligible formula for it, viz. that (to use the time-honoured Marxian terms) the superstructures of your mental life had got too far separated and the bases insufficiently linked, and that the treatment brings about a closer knitting of the bases in the proper manner, i.e. unconsciously.  If that is so, the forgetting you experience would be incidental to the knitting process.  I hope your difficulty in writing hasn’t been due to worry about alternative possibilities for next term.  I would like to make it clear that your resumption of teaching activities can be fairly gradual.  It is now apparent that there will be a fair bit of Hume to complete next term, and it would be better that I should go on with that.  [The present term’s arrangement for third year (just in case you aren’t sure about them) are – Tuesday, my Education lectures; Wednesday, me on Hume; Thursday, Tom on Descartes.]  As regards fourth year, it will take me most, if not all, of second term to complete the Alexander; so they’ll be having three regular lectures a week (Alexander, Marx and Logic) apart from the Kant.  (John Mackie, I may mention, is doing the first Critique, and may not get  much beyond that during the year.  The arrangement was made so as to give him a chance of doing something on the Metaphysics side.)  So it would be possible for you, to begin with, to do only Descartes – one day a week.  I would then be the only one doing extra work, and you might be able, while doing less lecturing, to relieve me of correcting responsibilities.  On this basis you wouldn’t be so rushed at the start, and the Kant-Hegel question could be dealt with, one way or the other, after you have settled in.  The tidying up of my papers has slackened off in the last few weeks; one reason, no doubt, is that, in spite of resolutions to the contrary, I let myself in for a number of addresses.  However that will finish tonight with a paper on ‘Sensation’ to the Branch and I’ll get back (perhaps refreshed) to the main job.  Committee meetings have also been a bother, but this week will also see the worst of that over.  I have no idea how Alan is getting on with the Journal; he is as evanescent as ever.  I hope to hear from you again before long, letting me know how you are progressing, and making any comments that occur to you on the above suggestions regarding next term.  I passed on your felicitations to Alec; he is going strong and is lecturing to the Goethe Society on ‘Existentialism’ on Thursday evening.  He is here as I write and joins me in sending regards.  John (14)

 Woodleigh, 6th May 1950

Dear John,

It could be much worse here (and of course it would need to be at the price), but it is even somewhat interesting with a most vigorous Greek lass running around whom no one can understand, and nearly always ‘on the boil’ to some extent.  I am now one of the virtuous ones who are even allowed out by themselves or with their relations though not with strangers like Alec.  This morning I met (ran into almost) Marsden in the corridor, and according to him he’s the cove I interviewed.  He said to the Sister I would remember him well, but I have no recollection of any interview, though his face is familiar enough and he must, I think, be around at work sometimes.  Anyhow I was caught searching for some scissors with six buttons undone and just glowered at him, so he probably decided I was loco – why worry?  I’ll wait and give him (?) a ‘fatherly’ look and see what gives.  Matron and I get on quite well – with a few wise cracks – but I haven’t the cheek to try any on the Doctor himself.  Anyhow Marsden nearly fell over anyhow this morning, so perhaps I already embarrassed him at the first interview – if there was one.  Thoughts of turning into a flying saucer, of betraying Newport and all the rest of the highly coloured ‘fates’ have now evaporated.  I am too concerned with getting four decent meals and sleeps.  I’m now around in the more convalescent part but still take a sleeping draught.  As we go to bed about nine and are more than one in a room, it is just about forced on us.  I imagine end of term should about see the finish of this session – then I might manage some shopping and some vacation and come back refreshed to Bertie(?).  Everyone sounds fairly contented from Alec’s reports – give my regards to all, especially to Harry if you see him and to Peter and Pat.

A little hell was added to my stay here at the first by my identifying one of the patients with Hush, another with Sprowell(?) and one of the nurses (an Irishwoman too) with Jenny.  You had better not mention that.  I had to go in for considerable reasoning with myself to accept shock (which is all rather mysterious to me anyhow) from her hands but now we get on quite well.  Still the best (last?) time was the time I became a flying saucer.  Well – I’m not really in a letter-writing mood.  Look after yourself – don’t work too hard and don’t be too hard on the fourth years.  I hope Sandy is getting along all right with the English thesis.  I am sure Alec will tell you my eyes are looking better.  With regards, Ruth. (15)

Sydney University, 8th May 1950

Dear Ruth,

After a rather irksome meeting of the Faculty and having a slight cold as the culmination of a ‘below par’ feeling for a week or so, I may not be in the best condition to cheer you on your way.  But thinking there might be a note from you and finding that there wasn’t,
 I thought I would just dash this off to say that I hope you’re still progressing and that I’m glad to know that my suggestions for next term seem all right to you.  It was “chawsome” (Scotch – occasioning chargrin) to learn from Alec that you had rung the department on Thursday, just when I was away having one of my delightful afternoons with the “merry Macs”.  Alec called in at Turramurra yesterday on his way to his parents’ place at Mount Kuringai, and he also seemed a bit below par; he’s had a cold (or catarrh) hanging on him for some time now, but perhaps the few days’ rest will put him right.  He’ll be looking in tomorrow (Tuesday) on his way back to town (I’ll be home all day as it’s Festival Day – they’ve shifted it from the last week to the second last week of term), and having, at his suggestion, opened up your parcels from Blackwell’s and International Booksellers, I might give him a book to take along to you when he visits you on Wednesday afternoon.  I haven’t the list here but it struck me that Joseph on Leibniz was the likeliest of the lot to interest you, if you feel up to it; in any case, I can give him the full list (not the books themselves) which includes such old favourites as Pritchard, and Russell’s ‘Leibniz’.

I’m thinking I should follow your example and open an account with Blackwell’s.  I’ve somehow mislaid my Caird’s Hegel, and may have to get another; also, I think I ought to have Knox’s version of Hegel’s Philosophy of Right.  I seem to be going more and more Hegelian – and, in spite of appearances to the contrary, I don’t think that would clash at all with the Nietscheanism in which, I gather, you expect to renew your interest.  Certainly it won’t clash with Arnold; the question of culture and the populace (or the cultural and the popular) seems to be very much with me.  Which reminds me that the Director of the Centenary Celebrations wants to know the views of heads of departments “about being photographed themselves and having their classes and practical groups photographed”.  If I don’t hear sooner how you are getting on, I should get some word from Alec when he comes to my Alexander lecture on Wednesday evening, but of course I’ll be glad to get a line from you at any time.  Once more, all good wishes. John.

P.S.  We haven’t had time for any group meetings among ourselves, but Tom is going to take charge of a third (Distinction) and fourth year group, starting, I think, this week.  There seems to be a very strong suggestion that I should stay away from it!

P.P.S.  Having written the above, I was ‘cleaning up’ to depart, when behold! I found your letter which had been tucked away all the time under a ‘Union Recorder’ – or a Belgian bookseller’s communication.  This would suggest that I’m still a bit jumpy.  However, I think my cold is clearing; and I’ll try, as you say, not to work too hard, though I’m terribly conscious of ‘tasks ahead’.  Sandy is working spasmodically – he has made a start with work on his thesis subject which is Herman Melville. (16)

Woodleigh, 16th May 1950

Dear John,

I tried to phone you this morning from about three public phones, but the last one gave me quite a scare with its roaring, so I decided to let the phoning be and to post this when mother comes to see me today.  They have been letting (me) go out a moderate extent, either by myself or with a relative, but not with other people as yet, though of course one could meet people up the street – still, I prefer not tricking them.  You will no doubt be shocked to hear that I’ve been amusing myself putting lipstick on occasionally – nothing else than that I am sure is sufficient damnation – however it gives my eyes a bit of colour, and also lets Matron and me have some fun and games.  I wonder what Mother will say today when she comes.

The Doctor and I haven’t had a proper discussion yet, but just a word or two now and then and the ideal seems to be not full resumption of work for six weeks anyhow.  That would take me well into second term and would fit in well with your suggestions in the second letter – of doing some lecturing and relieving you of some correcting responsibilities.  However each essay means an exercise in ‘judgement’ and in some ways lecturing is easier.  It might even be simpler to lecture on the question of judgement which comes up with the third critique and what came to the fore to some extent with my earlier wonderings.

I now feel much better and think that if I’m not careful I’ll turn into some sort of ‘prize’ example of the treatment.  If I could only remember more of my Greek I might be able to be useful here.  There’s a young Greek girl who won’t try to speak English and who floods Greek at you and then gets all apologetic about not knowing English, and her sister, who knows some English, is apparently about as excitable.  I was thinking some sort of grammar or phrase book would be handy as she seems prepared to take notice of me (like an Italian lassie who finds me interesting in some weird way).  There’s a week-end doctor Marsden who seems very familiar – I’m still not clear who I saw where but what does it matter?  I don’t see in detail the force of your Marxian formula for ‘the treatment’, but in a general way it seems intelligible enough.

I could imagine myself giving (continuing?) some sort of general course on Kant (3rd Critique) and doing some Descartes, together with some marking.  I suppose Jim will be back not so very far ahead, won’t he?  I had an interesting note from him the other day (4 pages), though he refers to a mysterious prospective visit of mine (17) in ’51 which must be one of my ‘nervous’ notions.  Jim seems to be hoping to (do) three lectures a week on logic and getting some time for modern criticisms of Aristotelian logic, though he finds no really lively student atmosphere.  He seems to have been meeting a fair bit with ‘analytic propositions’, and to have been getting some support from Prof. Wright on this topic (possibly via influence from G. F. Stout).  Jim seems to think I might prefer London to Oxford and get on better with Ayer just because he is metaphysical, crude and dogmatic, while he thinks of Popper as the most genuinely problem seeking philosopher over here.

Many thanks for sorting out the books – I’m not getting down to them yet, but I think they will be about the ticket when I do look at some reading.  I am glad to hear Russell’s ‘Leibniz’ has come through though I doubt whether I’m up to reading it just yet, similarly with the Meredith especially.  Seeing that they are fairly well pleased (I think) with me (only ‘treating’ me now on Monday and Friday), they might let more visitors in.  They let me go to Bill’s place last Saturday and if it had been convenient with them (Bill and Cec) I could have stayed for the week-end, so I must be progressing.  I seem to take the shock OK – fairly quietly, I gather as contrasted with some whom I’ve seen for a minute or two tossing about.  They send us out of the room while they ‘do the job’.  But some people regularly have to be tied down and you can’t help noticing them as you climb into bed.

I’ve been hearing today that I used to do a ‘Greta Garbo’ act of taking offence, but nowadays they all treat me in a very friendly way and it isn’t too bad.  We regularly take sleeping draughts which seems rather a pity in a way, but I guess I’ll sleep in the ordinary way again when under ordinary conditions.  I’m sorry I couldn’t get you on the phone and this doesn’t seem very interesting, but I am gradually getting interested again in the academic life, and beginning to long for the quadrangle.  Mind you keep well – not too many colds (I’ve [of?] which I’ve none here), and I’ld be quite happy to receive some Honi’s as I was mentioning to Alec.  The Herald seems to me to be becoming appalling dull and repetitious (not all my condition I’m sure) but I was interested today to see about Rideout’s death.  He couldn’t have had long with us, could he?  Give my greetings to everyone and if the Journal comes out soon, you might send me one here, whence I suppose I’ll go up to the mountains somewhere, though its possible I’ll go to Bill’s.  Good luck with the Hume.  Give Gwen my special regards if you see her.  Ruth (18)

May – October 1950

Levenshulme, Turramurra 18th May 1950

Dear Ruth

I had just started to write to you (having made two unsuccessful attempts yesterday) when your telegram came.  I had explained that, though I was writing from the University, I had put the above address to remind you that communications for the next fortnight (and weekend), whether by letter or by phone, should be to Turramurra.  Well this is good news; I’ll be looking forward to hearing from you about when you can get into town and when we can meet for a talk. [The unsuccessful attempts yesterday were due to what now appears to have been the last kick of my cold; I was afraid I was going to have a relapse and I felt pretty low.  But I was a good deal better by the evening, and today (in spite of the Merry Macs and a lecture in the morning and three lectures still to come) I feel pretty near right – though thankful that these are the last lectures of the term and that a comparatively restful period awaits me.]

Since I should be seeing you soon, there may be less point in my giving you the details I was intending to give about the departmental position, particularly as regards your prospective work.  However, it may save a bit of time and facilitate subsequent discussion if I tell you how we stand.  Tom began the Descartes with is material on rationalism and authoritarianism, and has since dealt with the method of doubt and the cogito.  The most natural continuation, I should say, would be clearness and distinctness (followed by the ontological and kindred arguments) along last year’s lines; the wax(?) had better wait a while, as the Pass people are doing an essay on ‘Representative Perception’.  As it will only be one lecture (repeated) per week, you wont have to start with a long range plan.  On the question of ‘correcting’ and a Kant-Hegel lecture as alternatives, a decision needn’t be made (or at least needn’t become effective) till a week or two after term begins.  But I want to say the ‘judgement’ is just what I’ve been departmentally deprived of by you absence; I’ve had no-one to whom I could take my problems with the expectation of getting an answer (whether I agreed with it or not) within the same universe of discourse.  And if you don’t feel very fit for that type of work straight away you could do some logic exercises and the others could do essays and I would still get a certain relief.

I have however, in case we can make the other arrangement, inquired from John Mackie about his progress with the Kant.  He has done the Introduction and the Aesthetic, and intends, at the beginning of next term, to do something on the deduction of the categories, but is uncertain whether he would then go on with the Analytic or switch to the moral stuff (returning later to the 1st Critique) by way of a sop to the other third year.  You can see, then, that you would have a pretty free hand for our 4th year if you decided to start the Kant-Hegel lecture fairly soon.  But as I say, we might be better to let a week or two of term elapse before you started whatever you were going to do in addition to the Descartes.  I haven’t left myself much time for news (I dug (out?) some ‘Honi Soits’ and Alec took them to post to you – I hope they’ve arrived, though I fear they’re not much in the way of pabulum.)  Jim’s arrival will actually not be till August 11th, so then (p 8) he’ll miss the whole of second term.  When he comes, Peter will go, but Gwen expects to be able to stay on for the whole year – which is a great relief, as I don’t know what substitute I could have got for third term.

You were asking about Rideout; he had only one year in Sydney before going off to Hong Kong.  I wondered whether it was a distortion of the report of his death (though this seems far-fetched) that gave rise to the false report that Kurt Singer was dead.  Alan gave this to me as authentic over the phone while you were at Turramurra, and I inadvertently let it slip and you were very much upset.  Anyway, Singer is alive and hearty, and was along at my Branch address on ‘Sensation’
; I thought he might have taken part in the discussion but he didn’t – I fancy he finds my terminology rather strange.  Now it’s about time for my Marx lecture.  I’ve been thinking that, when you come to town, we could have a departmental discussion and that you could meet Peter and Tom and me either at the University or in town. (Gwen is changing her abode in about a week’s time and will be pretty busy packing up.)  Let me know, anyway, what arrangements you would like us to make – meanwhile, all my congratulations on the way that you have come on. 

John

Woodleigh Private Hospital, Hurstville, 9th June 1950

Dear John

I have made ever so many attempts to write to you but might manage it if I just leave any alterations that I make instead of trying to send an unblotted letter.  Presumably I can leave the hospital now, but I am certainly still very suspicious and spent one practically sleepless night at Bill’s.  I ‘hear’ all sorts of things when I go out which I take to be applies to myself, and keep on drawing moral lessons from what happens here and elsewhere.  What with the rain and today a fairly hectic set of ‘treatments’, and Friday cleaning etc..  I’m fairly sick of hospital, but don’t know where to go.  At Bill and Cecily’s I feel that I want to swear at the baby, and at the flat, the boy’s presence downstairs means that I can’t take any room as likely to be quiet at any regular time.

However Matron (the doctor’s wife) tells me that there is (p 9) a sort of ‘out-patient’ system at this hospital of which I don’t know all the details yet, but I gather that it will be possible for me fairly soon to ‘leave’ the hospital and just come in once or twice a week for treatment so long as someone takes me wherever I’m going to after it.  The doctor is supposed to be reviewing the various cases very soon, and Bill and Cecily are ready to put me up there and Bill to come with me to and from the hospital twice a week, if further treatment is taken to be necessary.  Being deputy-head he doesn’t need worry about being late once or twice a week

Bill says that the doctor doesn’t want me to lecture for a while – for some weeks after end of treatment – but it seems to me possible that he’s thinking of rowdy medical lectures.  I certainly don’t feel very fit for fourth year, but at various times during [my] stay here certain of the Kantian and Hegelian questions have taken on a new colouring – though I may say this has now departed to a large extent.  It might return on re-looking at the material, but my memory is certainly in a very weird condition.  I don’t remember going up to Turramurra or in to the dentist’s and William says he’s heard that it might take nine months for a person’s memory to get back to normal.

All this is not much help to the departmental problem – at present anyhow.  But I am certainly sleeping better these last two nights – I have just got off to sleep without any special ‘trying’ and haven’t had to ring at all for a sleeping draught.  Perhaps you would let me know if I should send in any formal application for extended leave for a short period.  I gather I can get some statement from the doctor if necessary.  Anyhow fairly soon I should be able to stay at Bill and Cecily’s and have a sleeping draught to use if necessary, while coming in to this hospital eg on Mondays and Fridays for a while.  And I think I could give third year lecturing a go and do a fair bit of marking (p 10)

I am certainly decreasing in my fantastic suspicions about this hospital but on the other hand am finding some of the other patients very wearisome.  One hardly sees the doctor and it may be necessary to see him at Macquarie St. before any formal ending of the course of treatments.  I’ve left my philosophy books at Cecily’s and there is a number of books lent me by Alec which I haven’t looked at there also.  Sometimes I am afraid that I’m developing a taste for hospital – although I don’t really think so.  It comes very hard to have to ask permission to go out, and even now that I have a room to myself I suffer a lot of disturbances.

Well complaints seem to be what I’m mainly coming out with just as when I phoned Alec I had practically nothing to say to him.  You might give everybody my regards and say I hope to be in some sort of circulation soon.  Of course I have been out various times around the neighbour (and have bought various things) and went on some bus rides with mother (who is coming down again soon) but haven’t gone many trips by myself without ‘leaving word’ where I was going etc.  Looking through this I can’t see that I’ve been very helpful, but at least you’ll know the outlook is hopeful.  It is full of ‘I’s but at least, as said, I’m not so suspicious or so concerned with myself.  At one time I felt I was going through some sort of fore shortened university student experiences – doing something parallel to each of the main events in my student career.

Thanks for the Honi’s – though I don’t [?] them as good as many.  They greatly amused the Sister Rean who talked of taking up Latin and English courses (and now threatens to become a student of mine, tho how she would manage it I don’t quite know.)  The custom is spreading amongst the nursing staff of calling me Ma’am – I don’t quite know (p 11) why, as I don’t think I generally very uppish.  And by other patients I’m generally called ‘Miss Walker’, so perhaps there’s something forbidding about me.  You may be glad to hear that I no longer claim to constitute a work of art by putting on lip stick, and in fact haven’t been using it.  It depresses me on my lower lip.  I suppose I should concern myself with the coming voting but apart from that (I) think I’ll keep to the lighter side of things more.  If I soon get word that I can leave and follow out the arrangements mentioned above I’ll let you know.  In the meantime I certainly feel less ‘tragic’ and less ‘on my guard’ against unknown dangers waiting for me here.  Yours Ruth

I wonder sometimes whether, when I get properly back, I’ll try to get some companion in the flat but only mention this so that you won’t feel you have to plead(?) for my continued leave and full salary.  At the moment Pop is using the flat a bit and so my monetary outlay on the Lawson place and the flat should not be too overwhelming, as he’s paying some it.  Hoping to see you all soon. 









Ruth 

Levenshulme, Turramurra, 13th June 1950

Dear Ruth, 

This will just be a note, dashed off between a meeting and a lecture.  I’m still fairly lethargic after the ‘flu’, but have thrown it off pretty well.  I was glad to get your letter on Saturday, and to see that you felt hopeful about things though still ‘uncertain’ about immediate prospects.  I’ll have a talk with Maze tomorrow and see what he thinks regarding possibilities (extension of leave, whether formal application is needed, etc) and, if there’s anything I think you should know at once, I’ll write again.  At the same time I’ll be looking for word from you (as you suggest) when the position regarding termination or continuance of the treatment has been cleared up.  It would be a good thing if, when you know about this, we could have a talk.  In the meantime I would only say that it might be better if you had some interval between the end of treatment and the beginning of lectures.  Last Monday would have been a bad day to start as we had two blackouts in the one evening, and Alec was running around with lanterns for all of us.  Tom (now at his fourth year lecture) has a lantern lit up just in case.  I had a letter from Jim this morning.
  He is very cheerful and is again visiting Belfast and Oxford before going off to finish off the exam work (i.e. to the examiners meeting).  He seems quite pleased at the prospect of the work he’s to be doing here in third term.  I haven’t yet passed on your regards and your message to the crowd here but I’ll do so this evening.  All are in fairly good form, though Gwen missed last Wednesday.  She has now settled down all right in her new lodgings(?).  With best wishes and hoping to hear from you before long.  






John (p 12)

15th June 1950

Dear John,

It is good to hear that the flu is more or less past.  I feel pretty right and have been sleeping well on the whole.  Last night I got a draught, but have had quite a few nights without any help.  I get myself a draught when I find myself speculating on why I ‘went under’.  It seems fairly definite that I shall leave here on Saturday – going home to the flat with mother.  Tomorrow morning McCarthy will give me a treatment if necessary, and wants to see me a few times in the next two weeks at Macquarie St.  For these weeks at least he does not want me lecturing, though I think he may have a false view of what lecturing amounts to.  On the other hand, he may be going by past experience of people’s problems in fitting in again into everyday life.  I have never had any proper discussion with him here – I think he rather discourages lengthy talk with patients at the hospital – and am a bit apprehensive about these down town talks.  Anyway I should be able to get up to the University next week and make a start on something.  It seems to me that I ought to get down to some work fairly soon, even if only marking.  It did seem from your earlier accounts, that it would not be too awkward for the students if I didn’t start in lecturing for a few weeks, but I don’t want to be drooling around, putting you all out, for too long.

If I don’t move from here soon, I’ll be stuck permanently.  It really isn’t a bad place though some of the patients get on my string (?) with their endless inane chatter about the ‘treatment’, and the Greek lass Gloria is sometimes an embarrassment to me – she ‘loves’ me, so one of the patients says (p 13) – certainly she pours her heart out to me frequently, and all in Greek.  At present I am one of the oldest patients and fairly well known in the place.  It is possible that I shall return sometimes as an ‘out’-patient but my continuous stay seems to be finally up.  By the way, I am not forgetting the money which I owe to you and also to Alec, but thought that you could both probably manage until I get up to the bank.  I could have sent cheques but had the impression that there was no panic.  I am sorry that you have to go interviewing Maze and to do so without definite word from me.  I can only hope McCarthy is a bit more communicative down town.  Here he is chiefly the man who controls the electricity and one sees him always about 9 at the latest which is not my brightest hour anyhow.  I think I know all the others – Matron and Sisters etc better than him.  Well this is a fairly dull effort but soon I should see everybody and get back to work.  You can’t tuck yourself away in a hospital to write a letter, but have to be on view so that Sister can see you you’re OK as she passes.  I’m allowed out but its not much use (in) this weather and in any case I got sick of ‘asking permission’.  It irks my spirit.  Hoping to see you soon and very well.  






Ruth (p 14)

Levenshulme, Turramurra 16th June 1950

Dear Ruth, 

I got your letter this morning and am writing this to report progress – sending it to Neutral Bay on the understanding that you be there tomorrow.  It was no trouble going to see Maze, and I’m glad I did so because of what he said, viz. that there was no need for renewed application unless you were going to be absent for a considerable time and that the administration was satisfied as long as the work was being carried on.  The position is, then, that your getting into harness again can be made as gradual a process as we find convenient, and that, even if you were doing no more than correction for a time, that would be quite in order.  The matter can be further talked over if, as you suggest, you look us up some day next week.  I don’t know how far you have gone towards getting a companion for the flat, but Pat (to whom I had mentioned the matter) said the other day that she would be glad to join you – at least that’s what I understood her to say – so, if that’s the sort of arrangement you are looking for, you could have a talk with her.  She has decided to travel with Peter instead of waiting till the end of session, but they won’t be sailing till September.  I feel there are other items I should be mentioning but I have left this later than I intended and will have to go to the post.  I am pretty right now, and I hope we’ll all be in good form to greet you next week.






John
P.S. Don’t forget to vote!

Levenshulme, Turramurra 25th June 1950

Dear Ruth

There has been a change in the Russell arrangements.  He seems to have been taken aback by the heaviness of his Sydney programme and particularly to have objected to six seminars – though it was his own suggestion in the first place.  Anyway, they are being cut down to three – on Wednesday of this week (28th June) and on Tuesday and Thursday of next week (4th and 6th July).  The lunches (including the V.C.’s one) are cancelled, so I’ll be lecturing as usual on Tuesday at noon.  In view of the Wednesday meeting, Tuesday will still be the handiest day for us to have a talk with Tom about the Descartes transition.  So, if you don’t come up earlier, you could perhaps come up at 3 – when I think Tom is free and when, also, Gwen will be around after her S.M. lecture.  I had a ring from her today and she seems to be much better, though she thinks she wont be just right till the rain abates.  I hope you have had an occasional break in the weather up at Lawson – and, in any case, that you have found the mountain air refreshing.

I’m not feeling at all thrilled at the prospect of tomorrows symposium on the Anti-Communist Bill, but I suppose I’ll have to prepare something.
  The big problem will be to fit my material into fifteen minutes – perhaps I could make it a shower of epigrams rather than a speech.  I look forward to seeing you on Tuesday – if you have some alternative suggestion to make, you might perhaps give me a ring here tomorrow (Monday) evening.



John (p 16)

Levenshulme, Turramurra 18th July 1950

Dear Ruth,

Here I am in the wee hours again, after having a smack at the Zeno’s.  I’ve had a rather messy weekend, having gone in on Friday to let A.D.T. have his Handbook proofs and having got involved with a small party that Sandy was throwing on Saturday – hence lethargic on Sunday.  However I’m more than halfway through the Zeno essays, and, though still having my feelings harrowed by people who simply swallow Russell whole, I feel it wouldn’t be much of a job to finish the matter off.  Still that’s saying nothing about what I haven’t done; I’ll have to tighten up my weekends a bit.  I’ve just been having a look at the logic paper (for the first year Armidale exam) which Gaius says Abbot drew up; it’s not bad on the whole, but the first statement is ‘There’s no business like show business’, and I wonder what they think the logical form of that is.  It looks like ‘No shows are non-shows’; perhaps its meant to be ‘All shows are better than non-shows’, but then does that mean that any show is better than any non-show, and what’s the form of that?  I have my usual doubts about the comparative length of the suggested questions - I didn’t alter the description of the Metaphysics course for the handbook, but I may do something on later proofs.

Now to the question of 'Humanism'.  The point about philosophy as literature, or philosophers' 'styles', doesn't perhaps amount to much; there may be more in the notion of a philosopher's 'attitude to things' and eventually his ethics as being expressed in his logical views - or tied up with them in various ways.  Of course I've been aware for a long time (at least to the extent of saying it) that criticism is not completed in showing a view to be false but has to be supplemented by showing how it came to be held, that there is in any case a real problem of the latter sort, whether it is a philosophical problem or not.  And I've seen and said that 'disciples' of mine have taken logical criticism as settling the other sort of problem or showing that it doesn't exist, that they have taken logic (even then rather narrowly conceived) as disposing of psychological, social and ethical questions.  I have argued, in particular, that it is impossible to make good a charge of 'relativism' without some knowledge of the field within which the error is supposed to have been committed (and not just of the formal charge of relativism) and that, even if a person is guilty of relativism, he may at the same time be saying something true and important in the given field. 

But now, while I don't want to go to the other extreme and say that 'concrete' questions affect logic (unsettle any rigorous conception of disproof, fallacy, etc.), I'm concerned with the question of the philosophical character of some of these 'aberrations' (or, simply, attitudes), with the consideration that there isn't merely a psychological question of the working of idealism 'in the soul of the idealist', with the 'truth' of idealism in that sense, but with its having in it 'some' philosophical truth, some true implication as to logic.  Thus the contention that formal refutation of 'design' is not enough because believers in design are grappling with some real issue in human life (something, a theory of which is demanded) would be supplemented by the (p 16) suggestion that there are other formal questions raised by the notion of design, questions which the formal refutation doesn't cover even if it is still adhered to.  This could at least be considered a possibility without forcing the adoption of an 'outlook' view, the view that a man's 'philosophy' simply shows that he is of a certain character.  And such a doctrine of 'the truth of idealism', 'the truth of rationalism', 'the truth of humanism' etc., would affect the question of philosophic 'greatness' in suggesting that it wasn't just a matter of working out to their 'logical conclusion' certain absurd assumptions that people commonly make but rather by making some positive contribution - that 'having a position' implied the finding of some truth and not just formal consistency. 

My notion, then, was that your reaction against merely 'destructive' criticism, a mere 'refuting' mechanism (not peculiarly or even especially in me) might arise not just from the sense of a 'position' to which justice wasn't being done but from the sense of the solid doctrine that was being lost by such proceedings - the two points may not be so distinct after all.  Of course, even on the psychological side there are interesting questions - rationalism as a way of thinking, say, is something that could take a lot of looking into - but they might be less interesting if they hadn't repercussions on what could still be a non-rationalist philosophy.  I fear this is a rough rendering of 'humanism' as the view that every settled way of thinking 'has its truth', but it may set us on the way to further enquiries. 




Till tomorrow, John

Tresco Flats, 37 Rawson St., Neutral Bay, 3rd October 1950

Dear John, 

Do you think I can manage a letter a birthday present and as an earnest of my return – in case I am not in on Tuesday before lunch?  By the way I wasn’t especially anxious to have dinner in town on Tuesday; it was more that I was thinking about how I should feel myself.  I hope you found all well on Thursday night – I nearly rang on Friday (this afternoon, that is – I think I am sort of Tuesday minded at the moment) but thought better of it.  I’m planning to go in tomorrow and just get on a train, shout myself first class as I’m not after all going to the Barrier Reef; the last time I did that I managed quite well and I can’t be bothered ringing up Inquiries etc.

For some time I have been carrying about your letter anent(?) ‘Humanism’.  Perhaps there isn’t much of importance about the different ‘styles’ of philosophers, but it is certainly curious what you get in this way, and it would presumably be (p 17) linked with different views as to their ‘task’ – although I suppose you would have to take their statements on the latter with a grain of salt, and do something in relation to the ‘styles’ too. (Think of Descartes ‘meditating’ away)  It makes me feel that there is something very ‘chancy’ about philosophic literature.  On the ‘practical’ side I’ve been wondering whether the local branch could not have some papers on such topics although it might be better not to try to be too ‘literary’.

On your main suggestion about logical truths in false positions I don’t think I have anything to say.  You mention the particular case of Design and this reminds me of vague notions I have had about aesthetics and universality (probably echoes anyhow) but this is just one case.  I noticed yesterday a letter from Perce in which he was holding forth on the fruitfulness of Idealism in non-philosophic fields and wondering what realism lacked that it had not done similarly.  You would expect realism to set people free even in the fields that Perce was especially interested in: Kultur Geochichte more or less.  This probably bears out your suggestion about solid doctrines in the criticisable positions.  I am afraid I am very dull in writing this – you will have to take the will for the deed.  I get a vague uneasiness when I think of the two things – the ignorant trying to start from scratch you were speaking of the other day, the philosophic innocence of it, and on the other hand the feeling that I have the peculiarly ‘loose’ position of the philosopher, the sort of innocence that he needs(?) to have, or does have anyhow.

To turn to more personal matters, I think I am gradually waking up, mentally and emotionally but am still fairly sleepy.  I cannot see any difficulty about finding people wearing if you live with them and yet liking them.  It might show some division of mind that means that this or that is impossible for me, but I doubt whether it is a false view of the position.  I like my mother’s fighting spirit or something even if she is, on the whole, anti-intellectual.  Perhaps I am really a what is to be done fan after all, although I don’t think that is true.

Anyway whatever I am – not to mention whatever you are – I’ll see you on Tuesday. 


Yours Ruth. (p 18)

1951

13th January 1951 

Dear John,

I hope you continued to enjoy Friday night and didn’t start any conscience pricking of this or that kind.  Walking home from the station I noticed the bus stopping just as it came around the corner into Walker Street and there was a woman sitting bang in the middle of the cross-roads, drunk presumably.  The driver picked her up and seemed to be taking her into the cabin with him.  This had a certain sobering effect but I still found myself half running around the flat as I got ready for bed.  However I managed to go in this morning and do some shopping so the after-effects haven’t lasted too long.  What I’m wondering about is what on earth we arranged in the train.  I know some suggestion was made, but am not happy as to what it was.  I imagine I wouldn’t be leaving Lawson until Monday week and am not too sure of train times.  I wouldn’t want to catch the Fish in the morning and have the feeling that it’s usually an afternoon train I catch in which case I’ld be fairly late getting down.
  It seems to me about the best thing I could do is ring you on Monday night and find out when you were likely to be in.  In one way I should like to hear that you weren’t coming in but going away for a break.  However if anything unexpected did come up you could write to me at Lawson.

Well it’s nearly Sunday morning and there’s a train to catch in a few hours’ time, so I’ll to bed.  I hope you enjoyed Friday night.  I did although [I was] a bit annoyed at some of my reminiscing about the days of my youth.  The only thing about parties is that they leave me feeling a bit out of this world.  I don’t think I said anything too silly to Barbara and Milo – less than I did to Dowling.  I must cultivate some way of ending conversations with people like him.  However I imagine that even the simplest statements would take on some personal import for him, so why worry.  Look after yourself while I’m away gardening,



yours, Ruth (p 11)

No date, 1951
 

Dear Ruth,

I’m dashing off this note on my way to see Tom about Post papers – also Gaius about next year’s courses.  I felt alright after the Foulkes affair (did you see that Mrs F. got her matric. – A’s in English, French and German and B’s in Latin, General Maths and  History ?) till, on the Saturday, I realised that I’d forgotten what, as it turns out, you also had forgotten – then I felt a bit depressed.  I didn’t get in till Tuesday and was hoping for a note from you – and there it was.  I have a notion to come in again on Tuesday but, as you suggest, you could make sure by ringing me on Monday night. (Sandy got worse and had to have the doctor who said ‘streptococcil infection in his throat’ and has prescribed some ‘sulfa’ stuff; so I hope that fixes it)  I got on alright with Gaius two days ago, though he’s still pretty obstinate; Dowling, on the other hand, is impertinent, but I think I managed to hold him – incidentally discouraging the Harvard project.  If the weather with you has been like what we’ve had, gardening will have been at a discount – however, its brighter today, and I hope in any case you’ll have had a restful time (cf Heraclitus).  I’m still a bit jaded but hoping to get finished with the drudgery today.  Tom sounded not bad on the ‘phone and appeared to have had an enjoyable conference.  Best wishes for the rest of the holiday – looking forward to seeing you on Tuesday.
Yours ever, John

PS (at GPO) I was going, if necessary, to put in the application on your behalf, but Miss Telfer said next week will do, so we can fix it on Tuesday. J.

29th March 1951

Dear John,

I feel that the talk yesterday has crystallised things somewhat and should to dispel some of the Cartesian problems that have been nagging away for a time.
  Tidying up over the vac I found that most of last years issues (what there were of them) were really ’49 ones again and think this is so again with a quite recent ‘line’ on Descartes or part of him.  If I can trust my memory ‘The Appeal of Descartes’
 took the line it did partly because I was in something of a mess about the ?? but more strictly philosophical lines of Descartes’ work.  And even in the material of the paper itself I think I just didn’t mention distinctions which I thought were important but which I felt unable to connect properly.  This applies, I think, to the bringing in of Spinoza’s objection to Descartes view that God could have made the angles of a triangle not equal to two right angles.

Descartes’ treatment of geometry I have always found rather puzzling and feel that Malebranche might have made more sense than Descartes, as possibly offering some common objects for diverse geometers.  However more generally I was wondering after the other day whether I hadn’t got sort of mesmerised about the importance of geometry for rationalism and also about the certainty of Cogito as contrasted with C.(ogito) ergo sum.  I think I have more or less wiped out the sum in thinking about the cogito, so that I have neglected the fact that the cogito already presents the Ego (Ergo?) as something which is ‘explained’ by its thinking.  Perhaps now I am rushing to the other extreme but at the moment at least it seems to me that you could hardly say that the cogito merely proves the proposition I am (I who think exist) but would have to give the ‘ergo’ a double force so that the cogito would already contain the notion which Descartes goes into, that the Ego exists in thinking or has thinking as its nature. (p 12)

However to veer back in the red (real?) direction, I don’t think – what you seemed to be suggesting the other day – that emphasis on the side of proof would have to mean coming down on certifying something to the self (the person) as contrasted with something’s certifying itself.  I can see a possible line that there would be a notion of self-certifying which had nothing to do with a person’s being made certain (as you might say that pointing to a cause is no sort of use to a person (for assuring him of something) – unless there is the theory that the cause contains the effect), but you would still, I feel, distinguish a notion that something was self-certifying (say some ?? in geometry) from a notion of something being rendered certain to a person, tho I take it that a strictly self-certifying truth would have to be taken to be quite evident to anyone who thought of it.

I suppose that a concern with original self-evident truths certainly goes with an interest in the question of knowledge, but if you play down this notion in favour of things that have this reality in themselves, like the Ego and God, I am puzzled about the emphasis in rationalist’s on geometry where you could hardly say there were certain self-explaining objects (get up) for geometry (tho perhaps some set up geometrical objects as some sort of affections of God?) and yet there is the very definite notion of original truths of a special order and the wealth of other truths contained in there. (Conceptualism?)

Some time I want to look at the extra material of Descartes (Replies etc) on the question of geometry.  I gather in one sense Descartes refers to geometrical essences and principles as like Moira, something established by God but now binding on him.

That a lot more on my mind on Wednesday night but some of it seems to have vanished temporarily as also some of the clarity with which I saw the matter.  One thing I feel clear about is the hypnotism about the proposition I think, the taking this as the beginning and end of ‘the Cogito’.




Ruth

Ontological entities and arguments: Talking of various ontological entities means that the entities are supposed to exhibit the relation of involvement that is recognised in an argument.  Existence of the thing is involved in an essence.  Any thing possessing an essence and existing won’t(?) be an ontological entity. (is in itself) (p 13)

6th April 1951 

1.05 pm

Dear Ruth

Here I sit in my solitary study, drinking my solitary tea.  John Mackie has been recommended for promotion, and I have an official letter saying that my appeal “on behalf of (my) son” has been rejected and that I have to consult with Stove? about the filling of the vacancy.  I shall drop this in your mail-box if you aren’t in, around 5 or whenever I get along.  My suggestion is that I should wander down for a chat (and afternoon tea) on Sunday afternoon.  Could you ring on Sunday about noon to say whether this will be all right?  Things will no doubt be at sixes and sevens on Saturday after Sandy’s party, but they should have straightened out by the evening and you could ring then if you preferred it.  I’m still a bit hazy and mazy (and lazy?), but I think we might both enjoy a nice, quiet talk with perhaps a stroll into the bargain.  Of course I mean a talk about work – I seem just to get involved in muddles when I try ‘moral reflections’.  So lets get on with the washing(?) and, for the rest, be content that Ruth is Ruth and John is 











John

4th June 1951 

Dear John,

I have no ‘little article’ for you but, if this interests you, would be ready some time to have a go at Waddington with your seminar group.  It could be worth doing with them as an attempt at a modern liberal ethics taking account of various criticisms of moralism, and bringing in Freud and Marx to back up the scientism.  It is, I think, quite interesting to see how dead Marx and Freud remain with a person like Waddington.  The difficulty with Waddington is that he does so much of his learning in public.  He starts off with a ‘generous impulse’ to make the way clear by reference to science and then pads and wanders as he hears about the naturalistic fallacy and such like.  Early third term would be my notion for this, but of course it might not fit in with what you were onto by then.

Last night I was thinking how I’ld like to see Alexander’s ‘Sketch Plan,’ and this made me think of you giving Alan’s copy to Alec but more especially of Alan throwing it out.  This suddenly struck me as weird but characteristic.  Presumably Alan will go on thinking his father made a great contribution to psychology and yet he throws out a work written about the same period and presumably partly oriented towards G.F.

I’ve been going through the Lovejoy-Laird controversy (p 14) and am still wondering about Arnauld.
  Laird just doesn’t consider the sort of point that Lovejoy brings up, especially about the Platonic non subjective nature of Malebranche’s ‘ideas’ which Arnauld was especially attacking.  On the other hand, as I remember from Church, it is true that Arnauld spends a lot of time attacking people who set up special entities to enable the knowledge of distant objects.  And when Laird refers to this in his reply, Lovejoy doesn’t ‘place’ it in terms of his view of Malebranche and of the issue between Malebranche and Arnauld but simply says that Laird’s misconception of the epistemology of Malebranche seems to him too profound to be briefly dealt with.  Again from Church I should think Lovejoy is right in taking Malebranche’s ‘ideas’ to be non-subjective,
 but he does have references suggesting a local-presence theory and even if this were minor the question would remain of Arnauld’s insistence on the weakness of such a theory.  He goes into great detail about sight and while this doesn’t, on reading Church, seem to be the useful part of Arnauld, Lovejoy doesn’t seem to appreciate Arnauld’s procedure when he comments that belief in the possibility of the perception of distant objects is one of the usual grounds for belief in perception by means of representative ‘mental’ ideas.

Lovejoy’s article is by far more interesting than Laird’s comments, but to a realist (or a monistic realist in Lovejoy’s terms) it still seems possible that Arnauld was, at least at times, very close to realism.  It might be a ‘realism’ very like Dawes Hick’s with a theory of mental acts which would make a mess (mass?) of things, and which definitely breaks out at times into a representative theory, but at least you could say that Arnauld does sometimes make realist statements.  Lovejoy seems to think that some of his utterances only appear to be realist when we forget his definitions or general purpose, but even if this were true I find Lovejoy rather irksome in not taking up the question itself of realism, being purely historical.  And of course I don’t think he is; his own views(?) on occasion blind him to possible interpretations.

I find it quite interesting in relation to Descartes and my notion of his approach to the history of ideas.  Your remark the other night that perhaps later ‘idealists’ brought the cogito in in a different way from that which Descartes employed rather heartened me – its just being made, even if you decided against it finally.  I was talking earlier about being mesmerised by a certain line about the Cogito and think this applies fairly generally.  I set something up as your position on a thing and then fret if I think something doesn’t fit in with it.

Coming back to Arnauld it was interesting to find that Dawes Hicks had hailed him as recognising a distinction between a mental act or function and a mental content or percept, because he had been making me think of Dawes Hicks last year.
  However Lovejoy thinks that Arnauld means by idea or perception (p 15) mental content and not mental act on what seems to me rather insufficient grounds, namely that he calls an idea objective and that “in all Cartesian usage that term applies to the matter or content apprehended, not to the process or event of apprehending”.  Granted that ‘objective’ goes with being known, the Cartesian doctrine that every perception is perceived would make any process of apprehending an object and Lovejoy quotes a passage in which Arnauld sets up an immediate object contrasted(?) with a mediate one just in terms of the essential self-consciousness of perception.  If it were not that Arnauld does talk of “the possible or existent(?) sun” you could imagine that his reference to an immediate object was just to the peculiar knowledge of a perception by itself which by contrast turned the knowledge of something outside the mind into knowledge of a ‘mediate’ object, even though this was directly known.  Arnauld may have the same view as has Descartes of ideas and their relation to non-mental things, but there is a discussion in the Objections and Replies which suggests some differences and also as regards ‘objective reality’ it might be important that Arnauld seems to talk of this regularly in terms of things thought of, and not of ideas or perceptions (or only ??? of them).  In the passage I was mentioning it almost seems as tho Arnauld is saying – a perception is essentially representative of something X ((knows something ??); then as essentially self-conscious it must have as its immediate object the objective reality of the thing my mind is said to perceive [X as known?? (if I know X, I know my knowing of X or X’s being known)] and so I know mediately X which contains formally what is only objectively in the idea.  No doubt that would be a rather weird procedure but (until I read more Arnauld anyhow) I could imagine him doing it, and in a way it is better than stopping with Dawes Hicks with my knowing X as part of my mind.

Lovejoy suggests that Malebranche is more like modern realists than Arnauld, since he takes ideas to be non-mental entities tho equally not material.  He doesn’t explain though why Malebranche talks of a person’s ideas if they are to be objective essences, and as Descartes talks of certain ideas constraining our will Malebranche’s reference to ideas resisting us hardly seems to me to show that they are not in some way dependent of mind, even if distinguishable from modifications de l’ame such as the sense qualities.  Lovejoy refers here to a view of Holt that the realities which compose our mental content are of the nature of logical concepts which are “not composed of mental stuff”.  This blessed word ‘content’ certainly seems to play a heavy part in epistemological discussions.  In another footnote Lovejoy says that Ginsberg makes ‘objectively’ equivalent to ‘as content of an act of knowing’ but that it may, for Arnauld, be equally applied to any content.  Here my head begins to reel, though I suppose Lovejoy means that objectively could be applied to say? The content of (which is) the sun(?) which is being known.  It seems to me that Moore in his refutation lost a wonderful opportunity to do some distinguishing of different senses for the phrase ‘content of’ and that (p 16) here at least his position might have been more persuasive if he had done this.

If you are really reading this you probably have a headache by now but my guess is that you are rather wondering why I wrote it.  That’s a question I couldn’t answer.  I’ve just remembered you’ll be full of denominational universities until Thursday so my notion of giving you some communication between Tuesday and Thursday had better pass into abeyance.  I salute you in advance for pulverising the Christians.










Ruth

Thursday 19th July 1951 

Dear John

I hope your feeling better and will be in good form for Russell next week.
  I take it that Alan would be welcoming Russell etc. so that even if you were still off that would be fixed up.  However Tom is going to make enquiries on Monday just in case and I guess I’ll go in on Tuesday morning as I wouldn’t mind hearing about Philosophy in Britain.  I don’t suppose Russell would mind staff being present but will probably ask.

We finished up the second exercise all right tho the blighters kept dribbling them in even up to today.  Some were very good making a surprisingly good fist of Tom’s media.  He and I stayed and marked a few on Tuesday night; Wednesday night I rushed home to my beloved Ryle and to-night I stayed for a while with Tom and Jim and two quite unknown (to me) female students in Jim’s room and had a glass of wine.  Tom wandered off to ‘see Hughie’ which I suppose meant the hole in the wall and I’d thought he’d gone off to see Kewley.  After a while I thought I’d see whether Jim was around as I felt like a coffee and had the impression Tom wasn’t feeling very sociable, and then found him settled with Jim.  How they finished up I don’t know as I went off fairly soon, but as its now 12.30 I guess they (p 17) won’t land here as Jim at one stage was suggesting after all the drink was finished.

The third exercises have come in from about only 80 at the most and John Mackie and I have taken these as I suggested to Tom that he’d better go on with the essays if he’s to read (?) some of the best ones marked by you and Stove.  I’m not forgetting my own bundle of associations – I had a go at some on Wednesday and am beginning to get the shape of the thing.  With the two Tuesday lectures off I should be able to get through them all right, tho I need to keep going fairly solidly this week-end.  Our vivacious (?) Miss Hooper has no notion of punctuation and Calley (Gulley?) flabbergasted me by writing ‘emense’.  It looks like a foreign word to me but I suppose that’s just because I know how to spell it.  Calley had some notion of the logical points about Hume and went off onto permissible association with talk of different patterns of association in different cultures and various references to Freud.  It was fairly popular but a welcome change after Smith’s ponderous borrowings and mixings thereof – especially from Sorley.

In Honi there are two replies to you, one from Thomson and one from an Arts II chap Roderick Meagher.
  This is on the page with the editorial and together with your letter constitutes the page – and ‘Speaking Studentially’.
  I’ve only glanced through them but Thomson seems rather pitiful – rhetorical ‘it was not we who…’ and citing of names.  Meagher’s is silly and impertinent but bears more relation on what you said.  Perhaps I could put this page in as I can get another copy and it might serve as invalid reading – as long as it doesn’t increase the temperature.

I got a letter from Alec in which he mentions that Bedford College is not after all a boarding house.  Some innocent remark of mine about not understanding the Bedford set-up seems to have made him ‘touchy’ as he put it.  I began composing a dear Ritchie letter but broke it down when it came to the point.  He’s hoping to get across to France soon and it sounds a bit as tho he needs it.  He seems to have met Coleman who’s put him onto Oakechott?? – some political writer – whom he finds of some interest.

It will be good to see you again but see that you have the bout finished before you come in.  Gulley mentioned to-day how you went on last year ‘looking like death’ for some weeks.  My cold is still sniffling with occasional bouts of hacking coughing but is more or less under control.  Well I’ll get to bed and be ready for Mrs G. in the morning.
Yours, Ruth

I’ll probably ring over the week-end but thought I’d write in case I didn’t. (p 18)
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� A. J. (Jonny) Waldock, appointed Professor of English Literature in 1934; E. R. (Sonny) Holmes appointed Professor of English Language in 1920.


� This is presumably a reference to the ejection of Ted Tripp, a Communist colleague of Anderson’s, from the University when he addressed the Labour Club in 1932.  When the incident was humorously reported in Honi Soit (‘Russian Heaven’ 2/11/32) Anderson responded with an attack on the protesters, Honi Soit and the University administration in an edition of Freethought, the journal of the Sydney University Freethought Society.


� The reference to ‘the foreigner’ may be to Egon Kisch, a Czech radical who came to Australia in 1934 to address an anti-war conference and, under the instructions of the Attorney General R.G. Menzies, was to be deported. Kisch jumped ship in Melbourne, broke his leg, and while recuperating, organised a successful High Court appeal against his deportation. Kisch eventually left Australia in 1935.


� R. G. (Guy) Howarth, appointed lecturer in English in 1933.


� Terry Glaskeen or Glasheen appears regularly in the diary entries and correspondence which follow.  Why John might stumble in his lecture because Glaskeen blushes is a mystery.


�   As far as I can determine, Ruth was in what is now the women’s toilet and John was waiting at the northern exit at the rear of the Great Hall.  Ruth went directly to the eastern exit under the Carillon Tower where John finally caught up to her.


�  In the Anderson archives there is a translation in John’s hand of a letter, ‘Open letter to the workers of the world’ from the International Secretariat of the Left Communist-International published in the French paper, La Verite, 25/5/35.


� This is a surprisingly ‘loose’ statement from Anderson.  To say ‘even false opinion involves knowledge’ can be said to be a loose way of speaking, but to say that it has ‘absolute looseness’ would appear to imply that it is incoherent or unintelligible.


� One recurring theme in later correspondence is that of ‘narcissisme a deux’.  See my ‘A Philosophic Affair II’ Heraclitus 53 Oct.1996.


� In the Anderson archives there is the record of John’s recommendation for Passmore’s appointment.


� The lost letter referred to above.


� The University Senate created the new chair in a vain attempt to stifle Anderson’s controversial influence.  The successful applicant was Alan Stout.


� Ted Tripp was a prominent Trotskyist who worked quite closely with Anderson during the early thirties.


� See John’s criticism of Trotsky’s view of art in Art and Reality pp 28-9


� AJPP Vol XVI April 1938 pp 85- 88


� John reviewed Campbell’s book ‘Scepticism and Construction’ in the A.J.P.P. XIII, 2, June 1935 p 151-6.


� Katie married George Murdoch in Scotland before moving to America in 1925.  See photo in Kennedy A Passion to Oppose p 134.


� John met with Max Eastman in New York.  See Baker Anderson’s Social Philosophy p 112


�  At this conference John gave a paper on ‘The Nightmare’.  See JA 7 October 2003 p10ff.  In the same collection is a record of discussion to a paper given by Sheila Hill on ‘The Libido’.  For a photo of the conference group see Heraclitus Special Edition No 4 July 2002 p 13.  In the same year, John gave a paper on ‘Freud’s theory of the unconscious’ and his famous paper on ‘Obscenity’.  Many of these papers were the basis of his 1940 article for the A.J.P.P. on ‘Freudianism and Society’ (reprinted in Studies in Empirical Philosophy).


�  Alec is Alec Ritchie, Frank is Frank Fowler, Woodward is probably Dr. L.D. Woodward, lecturer in French at the Teachers’ College and Arthur is probably Arthur Rath.


�  John regularly uses ‘Scotch’ as a substitute for ‘Scottish’.  My own Scottish friends assure me that this usage is quite incorrect, that Scotch is only the drink and never the people, although I seem to remember Sir Walter Scott in one of his books also using ‘Scotch’ to describe the Scottish people.


� The S.M.H. of 17/11/1945 (p11) carried a report of a deputation consisting the S.U. Chancellor Blackburn, the Vice Chancellor Sir Robert Wallace, Professor P.A. Bland, Sir Earle Page and Mr Abbot (M.P.) visiting Mr Drummond and Mr Hamilton, both members of the State government to canvass the options concerning the New England University College.  The ‘Bob’ referred to must be Robert Wallace.


� For Anderson’s views on Meredith see Art and Reality pp 171 - 180


�  This sentence is confusing for several reasons:  the identity of Pussycat is unknown and the mention that Nancy Taggart had worked in the French Department at Sydney University is at odds with her being offered a teaching position on Scientific Method in Gasking’s old job in the philosophy department at Melbourne University.  The identity of Kerr is similarly mysterious, for there is no one by that name was working in philosophy at either Sydney or Melbourne.  This person may be John Kerr but it is unclear why he would be responsible for appointing Nancy Taggart to a position in Scientific Method.


�  There is a student copy of the 1947 Metaphysics course in the Anderson archives.  John Passmore once wrote that the thing he found hardest in his early years of lecturing was the fact that Anderson read his comments on student essays and his overall degree of supervision. A Semi-Detached Australian p 139


�  The reference to McAuley (presumably the poet, James) is again confusing for he has not been mentioned previously in this context.


�  An agenda for the 1947 conference can be found at the John Anderson Archives Series 8 Item 8


� Question mark in manuscript


�  There is a copy of the paper ‘The Appeal of Descartes’ in the correspondence referred to earlier dated 29/3/1950.


� MN “There was! See P.P.S.”


� There is no known report of this address.


�  This letter is currently held in the John Anderson and Family archives.


� This address was reported in the Honi Soit issue of 29th June under the heading ‘Someone is out of step’ and in the Sydney Morning Herald on 27th June.  Anderson’s own record of the address was reprinted in Heraclitus Special Issue No. 1 Sept. 2000 pp 14-5.


�  The ‘Fish’ is a train which runs between Sydney and the Blue Mountains in the early morning and late afternoon.


�  Although there is no date on this letter, the content makes clear it is only a few days after Ruth’s letter.


�  Margin Note: a) Thinking is an essence b) The essence thinking implies (?) existence.  Remainder indecipherable.


�  An address by Ruth from 1949.  A short hand copy of this address survives in the Anderson archives.


�  Margin Note: ‘Why doesn’t Descartes start with God? Both ways.’


�  Alan Stout’s father was G.F. Stout, author of ‘The Manual of Psychology’.  The Stout’s arrived in Sydney in 1939 and John Passmore recalls visiting G.F. Stout at Killara in the years before his death in 1944.  Passmore, J. Memoirs of a Semi-Detached Australian MUP Melbourne 1997 pp 190-192.


�  See Laird, J. ‘The ‘Legend’ of Arnauld’s Realism’ Mind 1924 XXXIII pp 176-179; Lovejoy, A.O. ‘Reply to Professor Laird’ Mind 1924 pp 180-181 


�  Text Note: ‘Though see later’


�  This must be a reference to the lecturing Ruth did when she returned to work after her hospitalisation during the first half of the year.


�  This is a curious reference. Bertrand Russell had visited Sydney in 1950 and there is no reference in Honi Soit to any other ‘Russell’ visiting Sydney in 1951.  It is possible that a colleague of John’s from Scotland, L.J. Russell, may be the Russell referred to. (Professor L.J. Russell gave a paper on probability to the AAP annual congress 21-25 August. Reported in AJP Dec, 1951, p 200)


�  Presumably Sorley, W.R. The Ethics of Naturalism: A Criticism Edinburgh Blackwood and Sons 1904


�  Honi Soit 19/7/1951.  The replies by Father Thomson and Roderick Meagher were in response to John’s address 'The University and Religion', published in Honi Soit 12/7/1951


�  A regular column in Honi Soit.








