











beauty

“As well as the obvious
essentials for life, human beings
need beauty in some form—
music or art, nature or litera-
ture.”

This statement is not wholly
correct as | feel that there must
be many people in this world
who feel no need for the beauty
that can be obtained in the arts
or from nature. These people are
too busy making money, an end
in itself. However, | must add
that these people are leading
very incomplete lives.

To me it seems folly to live
without some appreciation of the
beauty around us. To live from
day to day gathering the mat-
erial things of life without any
enjoyment of things about us
seems to me to be a futile way
of spending one’s life. To me it
seems that without this apprec-

iation life would hardly be worth §

living. If we can see no beauty

around us, we might as well be |

dead. Beauty is something that

gives a will to go on living. It is §

not something that is incidental

to life—or at least, it should not |

be.

Life without beauty is death |
and for this reason those who |
have no appreciation of beauty §
are dead in that they are not |
living a full life. Beauty, | feel,
should be the ultimate aim of |
everyone, not in attaining it but |
To attain j
beauty is not to attain perfection |
as there can be beauty in things |
that are far from perfect. The §

in its appreciation.

Greeks attained perfection in the

Hellenistic period which is con- §

sidered to constitute the decline
of Greek art for “perfection im-

plies immobility, and immobility, |

death”. Therefore | think it can
be seen that perfection and
beauty are two separate things,

both are attainable, one imply-
ing death, the other life. Beauty
is the appreciation of the soar-
ing of a bird, the sweep of a
curve or the clarion of bells, for
these there is no set standard of
perfection, yet they are still
beautiful.

An appreciation of beauty is
essential for a full life, without it
life would be empty and mean-
ingless. Man must have some-
thing to live for apart from just
the sake of living. Beauty can be
found in all things, in the mus-
cular back of the navvy digging
his trench, in the sweep of the
golfer as he hits his ball. Many
things that appear ugly at first
sight such as Goya’s caricatures
contain elements of beauty
raising them from the common-
place. These things can be found
if looked for but many people
fail to look, going through lite
oblivious of the beauty that sur-
rounds them. They are inter-
ested only in what “counts".
That new car or the holiday to
the beach and they are too busy
making money so that they can
“enjoy” themselves, forgetting
or perhaps never knowing in the
first place what an important part
in life beauty plays.

thirty-three




Supuwd [o vwoydip samop  2wED48 BUiYd)d

jonau

L) apdudis—3uridfjo apquany

>y = i —




April 1, 1966.

Mr. Robert J. Mullen,
26 Myers Parade,
MELBOURNE, C.l.

Dear Sir,

I have read your letter in which you have stated that secretaries and
stenographers are a dying race owing to the introduction of office machinery.

In modern industry it is most beneficial for any organization to employ
competent Stenographers and secretaries. A secretary is valuable to her manager
as she is able to supply him with facts and information which he may be ignorant of),
and in case of faulty grammar she may correct the mistake. She is usually more
familiar with letter setting out, and with new methods of producing forms and
circulars, since she has studied these 1tems in detail.

The declining number of office workers is mainly in the field of general
office workers such as filing and adding clerks. For example several workers in one
field have been replaced by one person who is now sufficient to control the machines.
More and more firms are introducing modern machinery and the number of general
of fice workers shall be reduced even more. But this does not mean that any fewer
secretaries or stenographers will be employed. On the contrary these ladies will now
play a more important part in the office because their creative ability will serve
to the credit of the firm. A machine is able to carry on the routine tasks but not
the psychological aspect of the firm which is involved.

When a client calls at an office or firm the impression is more friendly when
he is greeted by an attractive and cheerful secretary instead of computers lined
along the wall. A secretary can create and maintain the goodwill of the company
since the customers are received by her. Therefore such favourable impressions
helps the business to prosper.

A capable secretary or stenographer may tactfully train her employer in
acquiring good habits such as keeping his appointments and see that important work
is given priority and not overlooked. Helpful suggestions and good initiative will
save the employer's time which may be spent on other useful tasks.

I hope my reasons will convince you that secretaries and stenographers are
not only office decorations but are important in carrying on the functions of the
business.

Yours faithfully,

(Mrs.) J. Papp.




the
runner

He sat at his desk as i’
chained there, a mountain of
papers confronting him.
Virtually a prisoner. He was as
Promethus aching to be free.
Every paper he put pen to tore
something out of him, not from
his liver but from his heart.

He hated his work, walled in as
though in a prison, struggling
against the elements to keep
alive. He seemed a beaten soul
but deep inside a persistent
fire kept burning, urging him to
struggle on.

Only to be free of this
seemingly eternal damnation,
only to be rescued, he was not
a lump of clay to be pushed
around, moulded to his
tormentor’'s wishes. No by God!
He would mould himself, but
only to be free. He would not
be as Sisyphus condemned to

rolling a rock up a hill for
eternity, only to have it roll down
again at dusk. He would
succeed!

He moved agonizingly on
towards the end of the day,
His body ached to be free and
unfettered, moving free with the
wind, running, occupying a
world of which he was master,
not slave. He dreamed of his
winged feet carrying him with the
speed of the wind like Hermes,
of the ground flashing under his
feet, the trees moving swiftly
passed and out of existence.
He had an ideal to strive for
and to fulfil, he would run;
run with the best.

He dreamed of running with
the Gods. But first he would
have to be free. The dragging
movements of the office clock
dragged slowly on towards his
release. The siren at five o’clock
released him like a spring
uncoiling, snapping into an
awakening. He could feel the
life throbbing through his
hitherto cramped limbs. He was
alive again, released from his
stifling confines.

Neville Crawford









