


Hllﬂ-l-l- GAVAN (& writer and politieisn,sbout fifty-five)
STUART GRAHAM (s young painmter)

HELEN (his wife)

DICK (2 bushmsn, sbout thirty)

WILLIE (Gavan's son, sbout twemty)

Bosaer

GAVAN's persapent camp, & lonely but pioturesque spot in far
Eastern Cippeland, overlocking the Southern Ocesn. It is & big,
woll-fitted up tent, opeming om to & long verandsh.

It is n warg; calm and besutiful susser's evenlng.
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Inside the tent (that is wide opem) seated st the rough solid
table are GAVAN, STUART, snd HELEN, finishing thedr
maal , oysters amd black dwssk.

GAVAN is & man of Tifty-five, siz feet in height, sctive
and powsrful, with many red streaks in his hair snd beard.

i

CAVAN (T0 BOYS) Have a mug of tea before you go.

DicE Right-01

HELEN Hyw are the ducks, Dick?

DICK They're still coming in.

HELEN Where are you off to tomight?

DICK Swanzy lake.

GAVAN It's only & stone's throw from here.

DICE We'd better get ower before it's derk.

They gulp down mugs of tea, and get thelr
guns and cartridges.

CAVAN Have you got plemty of cartridges?

WILLIE Don't you worry, dad. I'we borrowed some of yours.

HELEN I wich you'd take me duck-shooting ome of these
Dick. ,

DICK Any time you like,Mrs. Greham.

CAVAN You won't starve. There's plemty of matural food
round here.

STUART Hatural food! It's safe as far as I's concermed.

HELE: I wouldn't trust him with & gun, but he might learm
to catoch fish. I ceught & lovely schmapper.

DICK I'1] get you a better line. Tou could catch twioe
a8 many.

HELEN Stuart fencles himnelf as & bushmsn, becauss he
lives in a tent and shaves only twioe & week.

STUART Tou're the sporting mesber.

CAVAN Tou ean't go dosn Bourke Strest amd shoot s brece of
ducks., Tou might be able to shoot an alderman,; bub
there seems to be some rogulation againet it. OCod

knows why.

HELEM I's terribly excited! How do you think the elections
will go, boys?

DICK It woli't affect us much in these parts.

HELEN Tou're a great patriot, Dick. Something new nnd

marvellous and unexpected might happen and you're oot
intorested. I bope we get the results tonight.
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Have you Fized up the wireless, WillieT

Toa. It"]1l work all right if thers are no storms.
e got the last Tests.

We'ra not gquite savage, you ses. Willis's got & wire—
loan set, so wo got the news of the grest world, for
what it's worth.

(GOING TO DOOR) We won't be long.
(WAVING TO BOYS) Oood luck.
(SLOWLY) We may get a few.

I'm glad to get awsy from the city. I'= alwgs
happier in the bush, I'm uwsed to rugged cutlines =
lslbourne is mll straight lines and right sngles -
straight streets, straight trem lines, strejght
rallway lines, straight, narrow lives - desm it all,
I've always said the there were living like
wombate in electric-lit

We're free here = about a hundved milea from everywhare.

I told you it would be primitive. Is you tent all
right?

It'splendid... better than & house.

Fe're locking right over on the Peelfic.

It's beautifull? I can't believe it, the bush and the
Faaifie.

(IN A LOW VOICE) Austrelisl How I have loved this
hustralial A chair, Helem? (BEFORE SITTING DONN)
Losk owar there = it was along that shore; some miles
dowm the coast, that Captain Cook Tiret sdghted
Australin. He saw the smoke riss from some hlsck-
follows® campa. There used to be &

fallowa thon. 1 wonder what they thought sbout it.

GAVAN pits betwesn STUART amd HELEN, on am
old; leng cane chair., STUART has & deck chaiw.

And I wonder what Cook thought of his discovery.

In my opiniong; Australis hasn't boen discoversd yet.
That's & job in store for pur writers and artisis.
Captain Cook discovered only the outline.

By God, you're right; Stusrt. People have never
imbgined what a great country they hawve.
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Ferhaps wo've had a bad tredition. Our parents may
be to blame for that. They were aliemns, and how
thay hated this couwntry, they really hated it. They
hated the natives, white as well as black, they
soemad to be a bad lot in those
bushrangers and working mem. And how they hated the
bushi Everything wrang. The

the blossosa no soent. Thay
Austiralin was & dessrt. What
do with parents like thatl

;
:
}

This is Saturday night. It iem't often I hawe tha
bonour of receiving such bighly civilised visitors in
my barbaric tent. [nmmum-rmﬂ,
'HHEE GLASSES, AND A JUG OF WATER) We must calalrats
this historioc event. 1'® sorry I've no wine, Helem.
Can't drink it myself, gives me a hoadache. There's
sooething Dago and decadent about wine. Whiskey's
better. This hes the right Coltic glemour. Steady,
Gtuart, don't drosm the miller.
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Here's to the next rewolutioni
(DRAINING GLASS AT ONE GULP) Setter luck this timel

The revolution! But lock over therel Imm't it
wonderful i

Tou pecple have travelled a lot. But have you ever
Bobn anything more besstiful than thatl

(LOCKING GUT) I wonder what it will be like im fifty
FOATD

Fifty yesars!l Anything might happem in fifty years.
1 sosetimes wonder if we're going to hold it. And
damn it, do we deserwe to hold itt

It depends on what sart of people we becoma.

But this country may be more important tham its
veoples

I*d give nobody an inch, mot an inch if I oculd
halp it. I'we loved this country all my 1ife. I dem't

EUT QAVAN, into temt.
Ho's o remarikable san, d@o doubt sbout it.
What stories they used to tell about him....

He's pitehed his csmp im the right place, a painter's
m"l

i'® gled Cevan ssked us to camp here., You ought to
work well and we'll hawve & wonderful year.

ENTER GAVAN, with s big serap book.
(PUITING DOV BOCK) Here's some old junk I've kept,

I bedly know why. I womder will you be interested im
it.

What is your guiliy searet?



CAVAN
ELALIN

GAVAN

CAVAR

5.-

Ny past.
How mnny pasta?

1 suppose it's natural to women to conelve a man's
history only as a serisa of love affnirs. I'm serry
to disappoint you, Helen. They*re only old papers,
articles, photoS... memorands = a little seeret
history long forgotten. Where's the bottle. P11
your glesses. (FILLS HIS GLASS AND TOSSES IT OFF
Il.l.-q-hhltl-h

You Irish are bad drinkers.

M

The pame. He wns & fiery little man, and one of our
fiercest scap=box orstora.

(laughing) So this is the great hardingl

Just for » handful of boodle he left us. Foor litile
Harding., W%e thought he had the soul of a prophet.
It turned cut to be the soul of sn estthworm.

(1COKING AT BOOK) Is that & protrait of you?

That handsome young follow,; looking like Dem O'Conmell =
youy thot was Wichasl Gavan... Michsel Gavan thirty
yours ago. Do you think I've changed a bit? (TAKES
ABCTHER GLASS OF WHISEEY) When I mee you, Stuart,

I think of my cwn youth. My future's behind me, and
your past is still in front of you. Tou're the new
generation. It's up to you. The struggle is siild
on and you esa't run awsy frem it. I'm fifty-five,
and I've got to sort things out. Before I wns tweniy
I thought I eould do anything- just like you, Stuart.
When we uvaed io meet, & nusber of wild youns mem

back rooms and st street corners, we had our great
plens for the future. There were all sorts among us,
poets and orators, Irish; Cermans, Dagces,; luspers
from the wharf, sollage men, shexrers,

We had all night sittings. We dreamed
we were not pacifiste, like you people. We wanted
sotion. We delivered fiery apseches, we organised
groupn,; we controlled two nowspapers = I sdited

one myself. Soon we became a power in the land. Sydmey

old= fashioned nonsenss to you? Here wex were with a
new country, a rich and beswtiful country with boundless
possibilitien, a fresh shoot, an untouched ocanvas, &
block of marble waiting for the hand of the sculpter.
dustralis Falix! A whols eontinent, fresh and unspoiled,
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without history, its scll wstalned wi
to God we could do something with 1t. How we worked,
day and might, ot orgmnised, fought for our
idsale, (SLICHT PAUSE) But now, lock what
bappened to our lesderal EIXNE A few hawve

the oih=ra, respectsble old gerilesm with scIf sasts
in Ferlioment, at Board mestings, in newspapers offices.
Home have gone o London for a kEnishthood or High
Commissionership. Not once or twioe in our Colomial
shory,; the path o Brixtom weas the path to Olory.

ind there's little Hardimg, siill going strong—

{LoOKING INTO SCRAP BOGK AND MAUGHING) Fanoy Hxrding im
that gulley. He certainly has evolved.

E
|

fullel Here are the boys.

ENTER DICK and WILLIE, with ducks.
How did you get on?
(THRCWING DONN DUCKS) We got a fow.

It's & pity there should be all this kKilling. Whet
lovely colours their feathera hawvel

They would meke & good still life.
(GENEROUSLY) Willie got half of them.

The put awgy their guns.
Have a drink, Dick?

(FILLING GILASS) Here's to everybedy... The ducke
mre otill coming in.

fhat about the wireless, ¥illie?

I'11 fiz it in & mimute. (ARRANGES APPARATUS ON TABLE)
I don't think I'11 wait tomight. I'd better get hone.
Orsat Cessar! Don't you want to hear the results?

1 don*t go such on polities.

(¥orking at wireless) It"s tuned upe Sosething's
poming throughs

Listenti

The Covernment his & substantlal lead im
ell stetea.

Te Codbl Whati's that?
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Fo faal assured of a working sajority in both houses.
I s imsensely pleassd with the result of the poll...
That's W. m!f!*mth-l
The great liberal Farty has susoseded in restoring
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§ won't beliswe it. That is not the
volos of Australis.

Bo ite nct. Nere's to the future.
THEY all lsugh, holdingup their glasses.
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