
Week 7



“My advice to any young Australian writer 
whose talents have been recognised, would be 
to go steerage, stow away, swim, and seek 
London, Yankeeland, or Timbuctoo – rather 
than stay in Australia till his genius turned to 
gall, or beer.  Or, failing this – and still in the 
interests of human nature and literature – to 
study elementary anatomy, especially as 
applies to the cranium, and then shoot 
himself.”

Henry Lawson, The Bulletin
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The theme of this poem is woman lamenting her 
predicament in a man’s world. 

} What is this woman’s experience of marriage?

} What solution does she hope for?

} What is the meaning and force of the repeated 
phrase “I span and Eve span”?



1 Blest be the tie that binds / our hearts in Christian love;    
the fellowship of kindred minds / is like to that above. 

2. Before our Father's throne / we pour our ardent prayers;      
our fears, our hopes, our aims are one, /our comforts and 
our cares. 

3. We share our mutual woes, / our mutual burdens bear,   
and often for each other flows / the sympathizing tear. 

4. When we are called to part,/ it gives us inward pain; 
but we shall still be joined in heart,/and hope to meet again. 

5. This glorious hope revives /our courage by the way; 
while each in expectation lives /and waits to see the day. 

6. From sorrow, toil, and pain,/ and sin, we shall be free; 
and perfect love and friendship reign/ through all eternity.

Psalter Hymnal, 1987



} What is the poem about?

} What is the meaning and force of the 
repeated phrase “And see(s), not friend and 
foe, but man and man”?

} What is the meaning of the title “The 
Measure”?

} What is Gilmore trying to express in the last 
two lines of the poem and how effective are 
the images that she uses here?



Honour pricks me on. Yea, but how if honour 
prick me off when I come on? how then? Can 
honour set to a leg? no: or an arm? no: or take 
away the grief of a wound? no. Honour hath 
no skill in surgery, then? no. What is honour? 
a word. What is in that word “honour”? what is 
that “honour”? air. A trim reckoning. Who hath 
it? he that died o' Wednesday. Doth he feel it? 
no. Doth he hear it? no. 'Tis insensible, then? 
Yea, to the dead. But will it not live with the 
living? no. Why? detraction will not suffer it. 
Therefore, I’ll none of it. Honour is a mere 
scutcheon. 





} What predictions does the poem have for our 
future (look especially at the last two lines of 
the first stanza and the whole of the second 
stanza)?



“Look around you in your cities of vapid pleasures, 
and of eructations of mob-emotionalism …. where 
a myriad envies … affect like gangrene the body of 
the rising working classes…. Look around you at so 
many of your newspapers, the only universal guides 
and consciences of your people, yet framing their 
ideals of what is fitting and proper, in ethics as in 
politics, in taste and in culture, upon, not the 
highest that is in their writers, or even their owners, 
but upon the bad average of the biggest mob’s 
envy, half-cooked sentimentalism and materialistic 
ignorance. So with too many of your preachers, 
your politicians, even with too many of the very few 
of them that know any better.”



16 September: 3rd blog & 2nd peer review due

Paraguay


