




























































































Bow has this come about? . To .my mind, 
it is largely the consequence of the invasion 
of American economic interest in our country. 
American capital has brought in its train 
American advertising, facilitated as it is by 
our common possession of the English 
language. And with American advertising has 
come American magazines, books, papers, and 
digests, American comic-strips, American 
films. Nor do we receive the best that the 
United States has to offer, but often, the most 
commercialised. It is the syndicated material, 
the forms of communication which have been 
most organised and financed and commercial­
ised, which have made their way most readily 
to the shores of Australia. 

Engulfed in an American atmosphere, we 
are beginning to think American; and think­
ing American, while good for Americans , is a 
decidedly unhealthy symptom in ourselves . 

It may be objected that Australia is , as 
yet, insufficiently mature to have developed a 
typically Australian outlook. But I think I 
have already quoted examples of Australiana, 
and a moment's reflection will show that in 
the past Australians were more Australian 
than they are today. 

I don't advocate that Australia should re­
main insular and parochial. I realise that the 
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world is shrinking, and that more and more 
each nation is sharing its environment. But' 
I do wish to see us with a soul of our own 
and a spirit of our own, - to have our own 
ways and to be proud of them - to stand on 
our own feet, to express Australia, and not to 
use the forms of expression developed by 
others in another country and under different 
conditions. 

I have sufficient confidence in Australia to 
believe that we will find our soul when the 
need arises - when social pressures and eco­
nomic conflict from outside force us to unite 
and reawaken the 'Spirit of Australianism 
which flourished in the 1890's, when Australia 
,vas recognised, as the Scandinavian countries 
are today, as amongst the most socially ad­
vanced arid virile people of the world. 

When Australians realise that those who 
speak for the Australian people - her novel­
ists, poets, playwTights, musicians and artists 
- speak with honesty, and truth , and courage, 
subservient neither to financial nor political 
interest - when Australians learn once again 
to judge things on the criterion of their value 
to our own community, and not on their ac­
ceptance by millions in a far country - then 
will we find ourselves again, and proudly 
possess a true Australian cultme. 
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D, J.Hislop. 

DEATH OF 

"'V. /HEN HE saw Lesley running along 
V\V the road to meet him, his first thought 

was of the novel. 
She was almost breathless when she 

reached him. "A letter came from Ridge­
way's," the words poured from her. She drew 
a long deep breath. "Mummy wouldn't open 
it. She said you've got to open it. Do you 
think --- - - ?" 

He never heard the rest of what she said. 
Eighteen months ago he had begun to 

write the novel. For long months before that 
he had tumed the thing over and over in his 
mind, living with his characters, the unborn 
characters that he was to create, speaking in 
his . own mind as they would speak, playing 
with details of plot and dialogue, coaxing the 
half-formed figures from obscurity to the 
reality of a world where they should have 
life and form and meaning. 

His first attempts at transcribing the thing 
into writing had been uncertain. The plan 
was so big. Interpretation of it would be 
so slow. 'iVriting for two, maybe three hours, 
and then reading what he had written, test­
ing the vitality of it, ·wondering whether the 
forms, the figures he had created, did indeed 
breathe and know the true meaning of life. 

Slowly the story grew, page after page 
of foolscap covered with hurriedly written 
scrawl that was at times barely decipherable. 
And as it grew, he could feel the beating of 
life in the paper and ink figures he had 
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created. He could smell th e sweat that lay 
in a glistening film on the skin of the men 
as they worked in the abattoirs, their sweat" 
ing arms and legs and bodies. He could feel 
the blood, warm still with life, as it splashed 
onto the men from the animals that fell be­
neath the razor-edged knives . He could hear 
the sounds, the expressions of life, each differ­
ent from the other, as his swiftly moving pen 
gave voice to his puppet people and, captur­
ing the peculiarities of their speech, built into 
every figure a character of his own. 

Often he talked with these people he was 
fashioning from the raw material of his own 
mind and imagination. He spoke in the crude 
tones that he knew, in life, they would use. 
And thus impersonating them, he grew nearer 
to them, finding it easier to fit their words to 
their vocations and their moods. In turn he 
lived as part of each of them and identified 
himself with them, realising in himself the 
existence of traits and sins that he had pre­
viously thought belonged only in these dream 
people of his . 

He came to love them, crude and un­
lovely as they were. H e came to love them 
because they were his children, born of his 
mind alone, created as surely as life was ever 
created .by God or man. They were his 
alone, dependent upon him for each move, 
for the continuance of life, the determination 
of their future --- - . 

At times that future was obscure. The 
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master plan he well knew, how the story' 
would end and how these people, having 
played their roles, would cease to exist with 
the closing of the final chapter, would cease 
to grow or move another inch after he lay 
down his pen. . . .. That much he knew 
at the beginning. 

They moved and grew and tho~lght and 
loved and died at his will, those dream figures 
of his. They spoke the thoughts he chose to 
make them speak, they used their bodies and 
their minds as he decreed. And as his pen 
wrote now more surely as the story grew, he 
watched with a deep sense of pride the 
growth of these inhabitants of this world he 
had created. 

Night after night and month after month 
he wrote, building the story around the 
bodies and minds of his children - chapters 
cast out, chapters re-written, digging again 
and again for the most apt word into a mind 
already grown tired through this exhausting 
process of creation. 

Four hundred pages of foolscap he wrote, 
and having written and re-checked them, he 

. typed them, so that, reading the more legible 
copy, he could grasp the picture more readily 
and more clearly. His pen scored through 
words and paragraphs that once he had con­
sidered perfect. 

He typed the finished manuscript in three 
weeks, setting himself the time limit because 
of the de·,perate weariness he felt of the 
whole project. His characters still lived 
vividly in his mind, but now he grew weary 
of the dull task of spreading them on the 
canvas for his audience to see. The labour 
of creation was ended. He had built a world 
of his own, fashioned it with creatures 
moulded and wrought from the reserves of 
his own mind, and from life as he had seen 
and interpreted it. Now, in these demandin a 

o 

three weeks, he spread their story over three 
hundred type-written pages, and, weary of 
the whole project, bound and posted the com­
pleted manuscript. 
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Five months, five long uncertain months 
of waiting, while men read and considered 
the manuscript, while the Gods decreed 
whether or not his dream should be accepted 
into reality . . ... 

THEY WALKED together up the drive at 
the side of the house, Lesley childishly eager, 
seemingly aware in her own very young 
mind, of what the still unrevealed decision 
could mean. 

When they came into the kitchen the 
letter was on the table. Marion, standing at 
the side of the table, looked up as he en­
tereel. He caught the expression on her face, 
excitement, hope, longing - with somewhere 
deep down the shadow of doubt, the acute 
realisation that all the glad dreams, nurtured 
over the lon g months, could fade in a 
moment. 

He half-smiled as he picked up the en­
velope. He ran his thumb along the sealed 
down flap , took out the letter. He read it 
quickly. 

'A'hen he looked up, he was acutely aware 
of the two of them standing there. There 
was something the same about both of them, 
1110ther and daughter, with twenty-five years 
between them - the same atnlosphere of 
hope and doubt, perhaps above all , of long­
ing, of deep desperate longing, longing for 
him and . all that he had worked for and 
planned for and hoped to achieve. -----. 

In that one brief moment he felt no sorrow 
for himself, no sense of self pity, or frustra ­
tion, or defeat ----. Just the one deep 
convictio'/1 that, despite everything he had 
done, despite all of himself that he had sac­
rificed to achieve this one thing, he had failed 
them. 

He shook his head. "We regret," he read 
slowly, "we cannot accept your novel ---." 
There were other words there, but he did not 
read them. He walked into the other room . . 

His dream people had died. The dream 
. was ended. 
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LETTER TO AN AUTHOR: 
Tom Ronan/s IIMoleskin Midasll

• 

'2:Jear :lom 

l iWO THINGS weigh on my conscience 
I tonight - an overdue letter to you about 

your Moleskin Midas and a review of 
the same book that I promised for tomorrow. 
One or the other will be left undone unless 
I combine the two. Not exactly customary 
perhaps, but as Anthony Yates would say: 
"I ain't a very customary sort of person." 

Half way through Moleskin Midas a 
familiarity of name and incident sent me 
back to your first book Strangers on Th e 
Ophir where I rediscovered many of the 
characters in your latest. I like this Joyce 
Carey method - not really the sequel, but 
the same group of people with emphasis on 
different ones and different happenings. If 
one has not read the previous book or books 
curiosity sends one back to pick up stray 
threads and learn more about characters of 
relatively little importance in the current 
story. I think readers who have enjoyed 
Moleskin Midas could well return to Stran­
gers on The OjJhir and enjoy it, as I did, 

.Miss Durack, a rnember of the Fellowship of Australian 
Writers, is herself well known as a novelist, her most recent 
work being "Keep Him My Country", reviewed elsewh ere in 
this issue. 
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more than before. Of course, as . a writer you 
have come a long way from that first yarn, 
gathered largely from the memories of your 
Father and other old timers of the Ophir 
river country in Queensland, but only one 
brought up, as you ,,,,ere, in the traditions of 
outback life and who, like Tony Yates him­
self (if you will forgive any comparison at 
all), had been "learned young" by old masters 
of the cattle camps, could have given us such 
a vivid, quite unselfconscious picture of stock 
handling or yet so memorable an account of 
a man dying of thirst. 

This first Ophir story bears the mark, 
greatly developed in your subsequent works, 
of rare authenticity and first hand experience. 
All three books are history. They are stories 
of outback settlement gathered, not from the 
records in public libraries but from the vastly 
more real and intimate stories told, but nevei.· 
written by the makers of history themselves. 
As we have at some time agreed, it is only 
through fiction that the true story of the 
bush and its people can emerge. Take them 
or leave them, such were our pioneers. This 
was how they pushed forward the frontiers 
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of settlement, formed their stations and built · 
up their herds. This was the way they lived, . 
how they came to terms with a hard country 
?-nd_ its original inhabitants, how they put in 
their leisure hours and ran their race meet­
ings. These were the terms on which they 
took the women and worked the men. In a 
land of every man for himself they admired 
those qualities in each other that spelt SOr­
viva!: toughness, bushcraft, sagacity in the 
ways of stock and the psychology of blacks. 

They had no time for anything that looked 
like softness, sentiment, muddling or incom­
petence. Spartan-like only the man caught 
thieving horses or cattle was to be despised· 
or merited punishment. If a white man 
killed a black his fellow settlers helped dis­
pose of the body and the police gave him 
good time to destroy the evidence. Constable 
Devlin seems to sum up the average early 
day policeman's point of view: "If I had done 
my duty in regards to such matters as the 
forced labour of aboriginal men and the 
foi'ced concubinage of native women there'd 
not be six men left on this watershed . . . 
but I say we are an invading army fighting 
tb tum this country from savagery to civili­
sation. Whether the means which I tolerate 
are justified by the ends is a matter between 
me and my own c0l1science." 

Whether the remoter and tougher parts 
of Australia could have been occupied suc­
cessfully by men less tough or means less 
rllthless may be a matter for dispute. The 

. fact remains that these were the kind of men 
who did the job and this was their code. Of 
course, your Anthony Yates had no code of 
any kind and for a while I wondered whether 
you could get away with a story starring a 
character so lacking in admirable qualities. 
Unlike Vision Sj)lendid, which dodges about 
like a stock horse cutting out a wily beast, 
Moleskin sets off at a gallop with a long 
way to go and a clear destination in view. 
It is a story to be read quickly but not to be 
skipped through, for incident and character 
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are so closely packed that to miss a para­
graph is to find oneself lacking vital informa­
tion about some clever piece of double­
dealing essential to the main thread. 

Frankly, I found myself tending to bog 
down about part two in what seemed rather 
a morass of characters, intrigues, mateships 
and antagonisms requiring the closest atten­
tion to follow them. At this stage, perhaps 
even throughout the book, only Yates emerges 
quite clearly as a personality, despite the 
fact that he had, as you point out, so little. 
Old Amos Sides, Devlin, ArtesJan Lake, the 
four Smiths, Rosie Temple, eveii. Yates's arch­
enemy that King of gypsies Big Ben Leroy 
are shadowy figures beside the little, mean­
minded, hvisty, undignified, unwashed, un­
lettered, albino runt of a Tony Yates. What 
a hero to pick upon! And yet, in spite of 
everything, one generates a lively interest in 
his underhand activities, even, so help me, 
a hope that he will pull through. One can 
hardly help admiring the way he battens 
down and tightens up against hard times, 
managing to retain the services, even in some 
Ways the respect, of the whisky soaking book 
keeper Artesian Lak~ and the kingpin of half 
caste stockmen, Steve . Black. One cannot 
help admiring his shrewdness and perception . 
in the ways of men and of stock or admitting 
that the little worm has guts. Also there is 
some astringent irony in his practical, en­
tirely amoral and quite empirical philosophy. 

The latter part of the book is rich in 
humour and here I feel your racy, ironical 
style is used to best effect. The handling of 
Yates's attitude towards his own and Ben 
Leroy's half caste sons is unusually true in 
portrayal of the peculiar detachment of some 
men to these chance offspring of their black 
consorts. . .. "It wasn't any use. August 
was too like himself ever to live straight and 
too much of a blackfellow to make living 
crooked a paying proposition. He'd always 
been in trouble and always would be. Gaol 
was the best place for him." 
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To sum up, Tom, Moleskin Midas is as 
good and true a picture of outback settlement 
as we have had or are likely to have and it 
is a rattling good yarn, albeit tough for some 
tastes. It may not have t'ne scope or literary 
texture of Penton's Landtakers or inheritors, 
but these books could have been written from 
careful research, whereas yours could not. 
Moleskin grew from fir~t hand knowle_dge of __ 
stockmen and of stock, of hard living on sta­
tions and on droving tracks, of the life and 
gossip around outback pubs, and of the sort 

of toughness and the sort of sentiment that 
are the ingredients of mateship. How often 
we say of someone we meet: "If only he 
could write as he talks!" Years ago we said 
it of you, for you had the gift of story telling 
and a phenomenal memory. I suppose you 
still talk well, but you write even better. 
May you long enjoy the strength and spirit 
for poth. 

Sincerely, 

MAR Y DURACK. 

• Ric Throssell's 
New Play-

THE DAY BEFORE 
TOMORROW 

• 
Produced by Ted Q'KeeHe 
for the University Dramatic Society 

ASSEMBLY HALL 
31 st JULY to 3rd AUGUST 

Booking at Nicholson's 
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Collin Coates 

ON GARDENS 

ONE OF "Any Questions?" submitted to 
a Radio Panel of Experts ran:-"Are 
gardens taking the place of religion in 

the lives of many people?"- or something 
like that. 

Four god-minded persons (two of them 
parsons) tried to find the answer on the basis 
of humans being "nearer my God to Thee" in 
a garden than anywhere else on earth (places 
of regular worship surely excepted). 

It seems rather odd that folks - parsons 
in particular - should show so much venera­
tion for gardens considering the trouble 
which is reputed to have begun in one; ex­
cept perhaps on the lines of looking at "sin" 
much as a policeman may view "crime", as 
an excuse for earning a living. It is to be 
feared that, however much the clerics extol 
work in the garden as a substitute for other 
forms of "prayer", they would prefer the 
knee-drill to be done, or a proportion of it, 
inside four walls. 

As with other human activities, there are 
various aspects of this one - to the aesthete, 
the religious minded, or the sentimentalist, 
the garden is the "lovesome thing" of the 
poet - especially when the dirty and arduous 
work entailed can be deputed to menials or 
mugs: . but the realities of the business are 
nothing like the superficial concepts of the 
innocents who see only beauty to the exclu­
sion of such unpleasing facts as that a gar-
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den - any garden - is, at once, a battle­
ground and a slaughter-yard. 

The aesthete sees the transcendent beauty 
of the rose, the practical man knows he has 
to be up early with the arsenic if the beauty 
shall not give place to a denuded skeleton of 
flowerless of leafless branches. God's share 
in the show has to be injected as a form of 
wishful thought: it is quite out of tune with 
the idea of Him which it is sought to per­
petuate - a benevolent Force exuding peace 
and beauty and all that's "nice"; it is not a 
bit like that. And here we are reminded of 
the story of the gardener who was proudly 
displaying the results of his labours to the 
local pastor, who, maybe, to impress on his 
parishioner the virtue of humility, ventured 
to suggest that some credit sllGuld be given 
to a Higher Power without which his efforts 
would have been vain, and so forth . To 
which the reply came, "That may be so but 
it was an awful mess when He had it to 
Himself". 

After all there is much justification for 
this attitude - gardens are the work of men, 
and most of the more beautiful and satisfying 
things grown in them are not in their original, 
God-given (?) form. Can we think of the 
"apple" of Eden in terms of a juicy Jonathan 
or a succulent Cleo? More likely would it 
be a poor thing which would not tempt a 
modern billygoat nor cajole a cadI in moth. 
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Speaking of moths and suchlike creations, 
no artistic conception of the "Ivlinister's Gar­
den" would be complete without, hovering 
over the surviving hollyhocks, a butterfly or 
two energised by the chlorophyll extracted 
from the other hollyhocks, which . their pre­
cursory caterpillars had eaten. 

The ground is full of leather-jackets and 
wireworms, the trees are coated with aphis 
and there is the whole range of bugdom 
with which to contend in no aesthetic way 
at all. Prayers are no substitute for sprayers, 
it is sad to record. 

Again the sentimental belief which is the 
partner of the innocence already mentioned 
- the idea that the flowers bloom for our 
delight - they do nothing of the kind, of 
course, but are merely engaged in their own 
affairs, attracting attention to themselves, by 
scent or colour, to what is necessary for their 
own species' survival; just as the insects 

inimical to them are bent on th eir preserva­
tion at their end of the proposition. 

On which "side" of His many "creations" 
God is operating, it is difficult to sc::e, so we 
"solve" the insoluble by coming down, our­
selves, as the Deity's agents (so we promote 
ourselves) on the side of the things which 
contribute to our own pleasure or profit, and 
I think any parson will agree that we are 
quite justified in God's sight when we squash 
a slug or poison the "pests" which form so 
large a part of His work; forms of life which 
either crept into the scheme when the All­
seeing ,Eye was indulging in (that mystic 
number) forty winks: or, were they deliber­
ately introduced, to use the sanctimonious 
verbiage of the day, as a "discipline". 

Man thrives, or has his character streng­
thened, so 'tis said, by struggle. Well, he 
sure gets his full ration in a garden; whether 
members of the craft or hobby are really 
superior types of homo-sap, perhaps only 
gardeners know. 
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WESTERN AUSTRALIAN BIOGRAPHY 

A New Contribution 

PORTRAIT WITH BACK-
GROUND: A .LIFE OF GEORG­
IANA MOLLOY-By Alexandra 
Hasluck. Oxford University Press, 
Sydney, 1955. 2840 llll. illust. maps. 

vVestern Australian biography 
has been much neglected, and 
Mrs. Hasluck's book is a timely 
addition to the small library of 
scholarly works in this fielcl. Very 
few of the State's pioneers and 
public figures have been so hon­
oUl·ed. For example, of all the 
Governors of vVestern Australia 
since 1829, only thc first - Sir 
James Stirling - has attracted the 
attention of a modern biographcr 
(M. J. L. Uren: Land Looking 
West - London 1948) , and the life 
of only one other has been the 
subject of a full-length study (A. 
Lovat: Th e Life of Sir Frederick 
Weld-London 1914 ) . 

and women in the colonial era of 
th e State's history, but few sub­
stantial works have been publ ish­
ed. Family histories, reminiscenees, 
diaries, articles, letters , journals 
and brief pamphlets abound in the 
Archives Branch of the State Lib­
rary awaiting the attention of 
fuhlre scholars, whilst much bio­
grnphical material is scattered 
throughout variuus encyclopaedias, 
"men of the tim e" series, "who's 
who" publications and in article 
form in the lUI/mal of the His­
torical Society of \"'es tern Au s­
tralia. Two important book-length 
hiographies written as research 
theses are still in manuscript form 
in the Library of the University of 
vVestern Australia (M. Harris - C. 

More recently there has been an 
awakening of interest. A life of 
Alexa11de-r Forrest by G. C. Bolton 
is now being published by the 
University of '''!estern Australia 
Press, and biographies of the first 
four bishops of the Church of 
England in ''''estern Australia 
( Hale, Parry, Riley and Le Fanu) 
are being prepared to mark the 
Church's forthcoming celebrations 
of the appointment of Bishop Hale. 
.T. Sandford's "Valter HaTJler and 
the Farmers (Perth 1955) throws 
much light on Twentieth-Century 
farming in the 'Vest by a study of 
Harper's part in the promotion of 
the Co-operative lvfovement. 
Mamie Bassett's Th e I-Ientys (Ox­
ford 1954) deals with the enter­
prising family who, after a short 
sojourn in the early day:; of the 
Colony, left to settle in Tasmania 
and play the role of foundation 
pioneers in th e new Colony of 
Victoria. 

There are no biographies of any 
of the State's premiers, more par­
ticularly of such men ns Sir John 
Forrest, Sir Newton Moore, Phillip 
Collier and Sir James i'l'fitchell. 
The only important biographical 
work relating to loca l politics is 
the autobiography of J. VV. Kirwan 
(My L'ife's Aclt;entl/re - London 
1936); th e autobiography of Hal 
Colebatch is still in manuscript in 
the State Archives. In the sphere 
of national politics there are only 
two relevant books: the brief study 
of the West's first Prime lvIinister 
(A. Chester: John Curtin - Sydney 
1943) and the autobiography of 
G. F. Pearce (Carpenter to Cabi­
net - London 1951) . Of the nu­
merous public figures of modern 
times in Western Australia, only 
one has left an autobiography for 
posterity (Kingsley Fairbridge, 
whose book was published in 
1927). A great deal is known 
about the lives of prominent men 
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Y. O'Con11 or and R. Glover - Cap­
taill T. L. 5ymers) . 

The publication , by lvlonsgr. 
J'vlcMahon of his life of Bishop 
5alvaciu (Perth 1943) and of his 
One [-[um/red Years: Five Great 
Church Leaders (Perth 1946) did 
not set an example to other biog­
raphers interes ted in ecclesiastical 
history. Only uccasionally have 
further publications been forth­
coming, such as M. J. L. Uren's 
Pioneer Pastoralists (Perth 1951 , 
dealing with the life of Sir Ernest 
Le Steere ) and F. VV. Gunning's 
Lure uf the North (Perth 1952, 
describing the life of G. J. 
Gooch). 

J\I[rs. Hasluck's new book about 
the Molloy Family has indeed been 
published at an opportune time, 
for it does llIuch to correct the 
impression given by a reading of 
Marnie Bassett's account of Henty 
enterprise. Not all of the men of 
substance, vitality and social stand­
ing left the languishing western 
colony for pastures new. Captain 
John tv[olloy (1780-1867) and his 
wife Georgiana (1805-43) were of 
that small band of pioneer colon­
ists who endured great privation 
and hardships in the remote Aug­
usta and Vasse districts in the 
south-west of the Colony, and 



whose persistence was eventually 
rewarded when the problems aris­
ing from depression and distance 
had been overcome. 

The Molloys arrived a t Fre­
mantle in March 1830, knowing 
nothing of what would be required 
of them and having no obvious 
capacities for the arduous task of 
colon ising. The Captain, a veteran 
of the Revolutionary and Napole­
onic Wars - and of \Vaterloo ­
was then fifty years of age; his 
wife was only twenty-two. For 
the ensuing thirteen years, Geor­
giana's life revolved about two 
interests , her plants and her chil ­
clren, and indeed she was to be 
one of \Vestern Australia's pioneer 
botanists. Throu gh every ordeal, 
of which she was to have many, 
neither her faith in God nor her 
respect and love for Il el' husband 
were to falter. 

On a day in 1830 when it was 
so wet that an umbrella had to be 
held over her bed, she gave birth 
to her first daughter, which died 
several days later. Throughout the 
years which followed, her famil y 
increased regularly. In 1831 a 
second child was born, in 1834 a 
third, in 1836 a fourth (the only 
son, who died when eighteen 
months old) , in 1838 a fifth, in 
1840 a sixth , and in 1842 the 
seventh (the fifth surviving daugh­
ter) . 

To this succession of births, 
and to her grief from the dea th 
of her son, must be attributed the 
sapping of her vitality. She should 
never have given birth to her las t 
two children . Suffering much pain, 
she wasted away aft.e r the birth of 
her seventh child, anel was laid in 
her grave four months la ter. The 
heroic but tragic life of this sensi ­
tive and deeply religious woman, 
who so seldom found real happi­
ness, is the central theme of Mrs. 
Hasluck's systematically arranged 
and well authenticated narrative. 
But there is much in her book of 
value to the student of \Vestel'll 
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Australian history in the years of 
colonisation. She has drawn on 
the rich store of documentary evid­
ence to re-create much of the 
atmosphere of life in the pioneer­
ing years, and must be compli­
mented on providing a new and 
refreshing view of tIl e Bussell 
Family. Her detailed discussion of 
the possible illegitimacy of Captain 
l\'[ollo y, and of the circumstances 
surrounding the Layman murder, 
both of which she relegated to the 
Appendix, make interesting read­
ing; but the reader is still entitled 
on th e evidence produced to bring 
in a verdict of Not Proven in both 
instances. Two other features of 
thc book deserve comment. Al­
though she: has frequ ently been 

able to reconstruct situations with 
considei'able skill on a firm founda­
tion of fact, Mrs . Hasluck has also 
occasionally veered off into the 
technique of the historical novelist. 
Further, much of the text is in the 
form of lengthy quotations and 
often complete verbatim copies of 
the letters of Mrs. Molloy in small 
print. These could have been 
greatly reduced in length in some 
instances and omitted in others 
without any serious damage being 
done to the impression which the 
author has sought to create. The 
book is pleasantly illustrated and 
is provided with a neat biblio­
graphy and a good index. 

F. K . CnO WL EY . 

FICTION AND THE NORTH 

A West Australian Novel 

KEEP HIM M Y COUNTRY-By 
Mary Durack. Constable 1955. 

17/- . 

Mary Durack's novel deserves to 
be reviewed purely upon literary 
lines, for its high quality of writing, 
excellence of characterisation, 
Ruency in narrative and dialogue, 
authenticity of atmosphere, and its 
essentially Au stralian type of Illl­
mour. 

Above all does it deserve praise 
for its delicacy of treatment of the 
aboriginal wom en's "fertility rites" 
whieh the writer describes from 
her first-h and observation over 
many years living in close touch 
with the native people on her 
parents' ca ttle stations in the Kim ­
berleys. The lore and customs, the 
songs and dances which are part 
of them, provide a valuable con­
tribution to our knowledge of 
these passing religious ceremonies . 
No novelist has treated with sucll 
understanding the underlying sig­
nificance of these practices, for th e 

good reason that our few novels of 
the North come mostly from men 
writers , who are not permitted to 
gaze upon the sacred dances of 
the women. Katharine Susannah 
Prichard 's "Coonarcloo" (now re­
printed by Angus & Hobertson 
after Illany years) does deal with 
a woman of the Murchison tribes, 
but not in the sallle manner as 
j\l[ary Durack's handlin g of her 
aboriginal wOlllan "Dalgerie" who 
becomes the interpreter of her 
people's sense of "belonging" to 
the country from which they 
spring and cannot be parted from 
without spiritual death . The book 
is dedicated to Dr. Phyllis Ka­
berry, much of whose material for 
her work "Aboriginal Woman, 
sacred and profane," was compiled 
on the Durack sta tions. 

Bu t, while I should prefer to 
confine what I have to say within 
the limits of an ordinary review, 
I alll drawn to include coment 
11pon Dr. Crowley's remarks in the 
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previous issue of Westerly, made 
.by implication, that this novel 
uses the Kimberleys as "an ideal 
setting for the study of the life 
and loves of white men and black 
women . . . " or that the author 
subordinates the question of "The 
problem of the North" (the sub­
title of Dr. Crowley's article) to 
that of "romance." 

Dr. Crowley returns to this 
charge (again by implication) in 
his closing paragraph: "Much of 
the romance associated with pas­
toi'al life is no more than a veneer. 
The tragedy of the treatment of 
the native and mixed-blood is the 
reality." 

'Vhile it is not the business of 
a novelist to set out to deal with 
social or political problems, from 
first page to las t lv!ary Durack 
makes implicit throughout her 
whole story her concern for the 
future of this counlry and its 
pepple, black as well as white. 
Indeed, she even comes up with a 
solution , but it is certainly not one 
that the economist or the historian 
would be inclined to accept, for it 
is one of those imponderables that 
cannot be weighed by scales, 
measured by rule or tape, or esti­
mated in tcrms of casll . I-Iere it is: 

Rolt (the young stCl tion-man­
ager who gives the best years of 
his life to the cattle-run "Trafal­
gar" and is on th e point of giving 
up when th e story opens) says : 
"When are we going to see SOl)le 
real progress here? \Vhy do all 
our bright schemes have to fail ?" 
Carmody (the old-timer, crocodile 
shooter, buffalo hunter) answers: 

"Depends on what men are pre­
pared to put into her." 

"You mean capital, initiative­
that sort of thing?" 

"Maybe, because the country 
wants more than we've given it­
determination, initiative, bright 
ideas, even capital are not enough. 
She wants our lives and our 
hearts." 

"You mean everything we've got 
- even love," Rolt said .. . 

How Rolt learns to love the land 
and to live with it, instead of 
hating it and fighting against it as 
his forefathers had done is reveal­
ed through his love for Dalgerie, 
who shows him that in spite of its 
harshness and cruelty it yet has 
something to offer the man who 
will try to understand it, who will 
endeavour to "belong" rather than 
to exploit it and take its wealth 
without putting back, erode its soil 
from overstocking, and not replant 
pastures . Upon her dea th Dalgerie 
wins from Stan Rolt the promise 
that he will never leave her coun­
try and she dies with the benison 
on her lips "lvly country keep you" 
,IS she had earlier sun g to him one 
of the love songs of her tribe from 
which the novel derives its title .. 
"I cry to my cou n try, Keep 
him .... " 

To imply th at this novel is just 
another book about the loves of 
white lll en and black women is to 
miss th e whole point of the 
author 's in ten tion. Indeed it is to 
fail to see th at Pi! ary Durack has 
lifted tIle black woman out of the 
role foi sted upon her by so many 
of our men writers in the past as 
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mere creatures of the white man 's 
lust and has raised her to her 
rightful place in the history of the 
development of our North , as help­
mates, companions, housekeepers, 
nurses, and, at times, faithful and 
tender lovers. 

Two other characters in this 
story, old Lidd y, who rules the 
homestead and the camp with a 
hand of iron, and Angela, her half­
caste dau ghter are women of great 
dignity. 

Nor does the author overlook 
the faults of the pioneers, even 
though her own ancestors were 
among them, in their ruthlessness 
towards the blacks, when their 
motto was "Kill , or be killed" and 
many are the discussions arourid 
the future of the blackfellows at 
the station. It is not likely that 
the author of so lllany pieces of 
writing sympathetic to a better 
dea l for the coloured and part­
coloured Australians, would fail to 
include some worthwhile id eas to­
wards their raised sta tus as citizens 
and human beings in the future. 

Mary Durack has a second novel 
in preparation and it concerns the 
rise towards responsible citizenship 
of people of part aboriginal blood 
who have lived or live on our 
i:olourful pearling grounds up 
along the coast and in the town 
of Broome, where she has her sec­
om! home. ' Ve call expect it to 
be as authentic and as en joyable 
as Kee p Him My COl/lItry and as 
sound on the sociological side as 
the literary one. 

lTIENE A. GHEENWOOD. 

PATEHSON BHOKENSHA PTY. LTD.: "A Handbook of Elementary Bird Study" by P . A. Bourke; 
"Wollaston's Pi·cton Journal (1841-1844)" being Volum e I of the Journal s and Diaries (1841 -1 856) of 
Hevd. John Hamsden Wollaston, M.A., Archdeacon of Western Australia, 1849-18.56. Edited by Canon 
Burton and Hev . Percy U. Henn. M. A. (Oxon ). 
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