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CHAPTER ONE 

He watched the long nose of the vehicle gleaming richly ahead of her. It was the colour-
--the deep red, closer to maroon than crimson---that Denny loved. It fitted the person, the 
special ethos he had always had. The powerful engine under that hood fitted him too. He 
was like that, Denny. He was filled with power. You could expect almost anything from 
him; but what you expected rarely happened. 

She drew herself up with a start. Denny was slowing down the great machine, and then 
suddenly they had drawn to a halt. He was out of the car, racing to the old split-rail wooden 
fence, ducking through it, running across the pasture, losing himself in the ancient derelict 
of a hut. She sat, pondering her amazement. The quiet man, compact with power, had 
surprised her with this sudden, unheralded flurry of activity. 

Denny had disappeared into the hut. She sat back, stretching her slim smooth arms 
against the rich upholstery. She pondered Denny again. Yes, he was like the car–powerful, 
quiet, always promising something you had not tested, but never, of his own initiative, 
fulfilling that promise. She wondered what spur had urged him to what he was doing now. 

Her thoughts drifted back, slowly and dreamily, to sedate Wahroonga, nestling up there 
on the haughty North Shore of Sydney. She could see its long cool avenues, its high 
English trees, its selected Australian shrubs and eucalypts, its incredible gardens. ‘The 
garden suburb’ was what people called it. And in the heart of those gardens was the Denny 
Cardin garden. She corrected herself: the Denny and Marlene Cardin garden. A faint smile 
played over her lips. 

Denny was emerging from the hut. Even at that distance she could catch a look on his 
face he had never showed in the days she had known him. It was a look of intoxication. She 
had not seen Denny drunk. How would he look if he were to get drunk? She smiled. Like 
this, of course. She smiled again, with a growing sense of happiness, and wondered at the 
mild euphoria. It was as though she were seeing a new Denny. Yet how could there be a 
new Denny? 

She noticed his hair was rumpled, and that even now he was running his hand through 
the quiet grey of it. She smiled. The careful, trim Denny was becoming a trifle ragged. She 
liked it. She felt the note of rising excitement, the edge of an adventure in the tone of his 
voice. 

‘‘Marl,’’ he said, ‘‘come and look.’’ 
Marl! She almost winced with the exquisite pain that flowed over her. He had scarcely 

ever used that abbreviation. Marl! She felt a delicious sense of excitement herself. The door 
opened with her light, firm touch. She slipped her legs gracefully to the gravel off the side 
of the bitumen, and moved towards the split-rail fence. He helped her through it. 

‘‘Incredible,’’ he was saying, with amazement in his voice. ‘‘After thirty-two years, and 
looks as though it has never been disturbed.’’ He was shaking his head,  
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and his eyes were shining. He was loving the unusual excitement. ‘‘Even the old bench is 
there,’’ he said. She noted the wonder in his voice. 

So she went with him, liking the way he took her hand, and the slight pride that had 
crept into him, pride that was unusual for Denny. Inside the hut with its split slabs she saw 
nothing of significance True, there was a rickety bench to the rear of the building. Cobwebs 
hung from the cross-beams where a ceiling might have been. Old hessian sacks with a look 
of ancient oil and dust lay in collapsed state here and there. The floor was dirt, or rather 
fine dust. That was all. She crinkled her eyes, looking up at Denny. 

‘‘After thirty-two years,’’ he was saying. ‘‘Incredible!’’ He pointed to the bench. ‘‘We 
ate off that,’’ he said. ‘‘Ted and I cooked the evening meal---bacon, eggs, and chips---and 
we set it out on the bench.’’ Tiny tears of joy were forming in his eyes, and he was further 
rumpling his hair, and laughing. In fact he was almost crying. ‘‘Anna and Jeanine went to 
the creek for water, and we set a fire.’’ Suddenly he looked disappointed. ‘‘They’ve taken 
the old stove,’’ he said. A slight anger grew. ‘‘No need to take the stove,’’ he added, as 
though shaken. ‘‘It was a good stove, and we wondered why it was here.’’ He looked at 
Marlene, but not as though he saw her. His face was happy again. ‘‘A really good stove,’’ 
he said, and his accents were smooth, level, and, so to speak, North Shore, Sydney North 
Shore. Marlene grinned happily. 

‘‘So Anna was here,’’ she said gently, and he nodded.  
‘‘Yes,’’ he said dreamily, ‘‘Anna was here.’’ 
It sounded like the title of a book, or, at the very least like a short story from another 

period, but a period that would not change, and in fact would go on being eternal. It was 
like something out of ‘‘the dream-time’’. She smiled happily, and felt Denny’ s hand 
tighten on hers. 

‘‘Get the hamper,’’ he said. ‘‘We’ll eat here. I can dust down the old bench.’’ 
Something warned her not to do so. Her protest was gentle. ‘‘Maybe we ought not to, 

Denny,’’ she said. ‘‘You know, it sort of belongs to you and Anna.’’ 
‘‘Ted and Jeanine were here too,’’ he said, a small frown between his eyebrows. He 

shook his head. ‘‘No reason why we shouldn’t eat here. Anna would have loved it.’’ He 
dropped her hand, pounded one fist into his other open hand, and laughed like a boy. ‘‘You 
bet we’re going to eat here,’’ he said. She gave in and laughed with him as they raced 
through the long grass to the car. 

They ate there, though quietly and thoughtfully, picking out of their slacks and socks 
the embedded hard, dry seeds of the kangaroo grass. He kept slipping away from her, into 
the past, and she kept slipping back into her own dream-time, and they loved the quietness 
of the hour. 

***** 

Afterwards, with the great machine throbbing its controlled power, and Denny staring 
eagerly at everything he could see along the sides of the road, she was full of quiet joy. It 
wasn’t altogether a new Denny she was seeing, but a Denny she had once almost seen. And 
she had glimpsed him then, through his intense  

TALL GROW THE TALLOW-WOODS 3

life-style, as another person altogether. As the years had passed she had come to think the 
whole matter was an illusion, but now she could swear she had been right. Anyway, almost 
right. She drew herself up with a start. She had better not dream too much, or hope too 
much. Maybe there wasn’t another Denny. She doubted she could accept the 
disappointment if there were not, so it were better not to dream. 

She could see Denny was excited. Then suddenly he laughed, and a thrill shot through 
her. He had never laughed like that. Tears were trickling out of his eyes. ‘‘That Anna,’’ he 
was saying. ‘‘She sure was naive. You could tell her anything. You could catch her ten 
times in a day. She really believed in the woolly bull!’’ 

‘‘Woolly bull?’’ Marlene said, her eyes round. 
‘‘That’s right,’’ he agreed. ‘‘You know the silly saying, ‘woolly bull’?’’ He laughed. 

‘‘Ain’t no such creature,’’ he cried, ‘‘but Anna believed me.’’ The tears were really 
trickling now, and one rolled down his cheek. ‘‘I would say, ‘Look, Anna! There’s a 
woolly bull!’ She would look, and I would say, ‘Ah! You’ve missed it again!’ and she 
would laugh, and then Jeanine and Ted and Anna and I would laugh for the next mile, and 
then I would see another bull.’’ His throat was choked with laughter. ‘‘Then I’d show her 
another woolly bull,’’ he said, and he shook his head. Even now he was unbelieving. 

The silence settled about them again. That is the silence which was apart from the low 
throbbing purr of the costly machine. Denny seemed to have burrowed back into his own 
thoughts, and hers were contented enough. They seemed to flow together as the car ate up 
the coastal miles. Sometimes they would glimpse the Pacific Ocean from between trees, or 
across sand-dunes, and then other times they would be headed inland, and almost touch the 
Great Dividing Range. Often the heat was a shimmering haze over the rich green flats of 
pasture, and had it not been for the automobile’s air-conditioning it would have been 
intolerable. 

Sometimes it was a great river they met, and Marlene knew instinctively that in 
Denny’s day there had been a ferry, taking the vehicles across, and even shifting the cattle 
which would be driven by the accompanying stockmen. A sudden thought struck her. 

‘‘Did you ride, Denny?’’ she asked. ‘‘You know, horseback?’’ 
He nodded. ‘‘That’s right. We used to ride, horseback.’’ he smiled gently. ‘‘Even used 

to plough with horses.’’ When she shook her head unbelievingly he said, ‘‘God’s honour! 
Sometimes with two horses. That’s all I could manage. Old Provost used to use six, but that 
was with the great old stump jump multiple furrow ploughs. Man! Could he handle horses? 
Firm and gentle with them, but they did what he wanted. All of us used to have a thing 
against tractors. Kind of saw them as something the devil had invented.’’ 

Her astonishment was unlimited. Denny was using a voice she had never heard. It 
didn’t fit Wahroonga, that was for sure. Yet her smile was happy. She was back in her 
dream-time. At the same time she was curious. ‘‘Did Anna ride?’’ she asked. 

A slight cloud settled in his eyes. ‘‘No,’’ he said briefly. ‘‘She suffered from  
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asthma. Always came on when she rode, and even if she got near a sweaty horse. So we 
had a rule that she didn’t ride.’’ Now his eyes were troubled, and she knew a vague alarm. 
She nestled up against him. ‘‘Are you going to ride this time?’’ 

He looked surprised. Then she saw the laughter return. ‘‘Why not?’’ he asked, and the 
idea seemed to occupy him until the evening twilight caught up with them and they were 
speeding along the bitumen, skirting the centre white line, passing the great long road-
freighters, and slipping through the little villages. 

Denny had booked them into a Kempsey motel. Trust Denny. It was part of his 
Wahroonga pattern. You always organized everything. She sighed at that. Sometimes she 
longed for a period of glorious confusion. She could see the ordered beds of flowers, the 
selected roses, and the trimmed shrubs. Admittedly she liked the wide, sweeping lawns, 
and the sunken garden where Denny had built the splash fountain, but here, on the north 
road, it was much better. Not that things were slapdash, but then, neither were they 
controlled. She smiled with set lips. The great Australian dream---suburbia! Her upper lip 
curled, and Denny wondered what it was all about. 

But she was seeing it. The great Australian dream! Two cars in the carport, the caravan 
trailer on the side drive, and on the front lawn the power boat. Inside, all the shining 
electronic wonders, the canned music, and the Heysen prints, with maybe a rare reprint of a 
Dobell, or the profusion of Namitjira reproductions. Her face crinkled, and she looked out 
into the black of the night. 

‘‘Denny,’’ she said suddenly, ‘‘let us stay up here. Let’s get a place at Wirril Creek.’’ 
He looked astonished. ‘‘Wirril Creek!’’ he said. ‘‘You must be kidding?’’  
Now it was his turn to see the gracious old home in Braeside Street, back where 

gracious homes were, and in the best part of the Wahroonga suburb. He could see the 
profusion of the foliage in the shrubbery garden, and behind that the old oaks and elms and 
aspens. Then there was the fernery, and the great tree-ferns which towered over the 
nookery. Sometimes they had Esther’s friends in, from the college or the Uni. and there 
was laughter through the shaded wood. What of the wide undulating lawns, and the long 
line of rose gardens? He shook his head in unbelief. ‘‘Come to Wirril Creek?’’ He almost 
felt angry with Marlene, and so far as he knew he had never been angry with her. He 
looked across at her, now, curiously. He could not see her in the darkness, apart, of course, 
from the out-line of her profile. The little he saw reassured him. 

‘‘Marlene,’’ he said gently, ‘‘You haven’t even seen Wirril Creek. When you do you 
won’t want to stay. I can assure you of that.’’ 

She said nothing, and they sped further into the night. At Kempsey the lights came 
slowly. There were the homes out from the town, and these were mainly farmhouses, but of 
course modern, awkward, and opulent. The Kempsey flats are rich, and so are their owners. 
Denny remembered the envy the hill-folk had for the people on the flats. 

Suddenly they were there, at the motel. Someone saw them to their room.  
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Marlene was fetching luggage from the boot. Their room had a faint smell of smoke but 
it wasn’t too bad. Denny disliked the smell of smoke, but now he was polite about it. After 
a time they went to the restaurant, and they ate a Kempsey meal. 

Marlene could see, in it all, that Denny was uneasy. She thought, ‘‘Desperately 
uneasy.’’ 

***** 

He was uneasy. At first he had liked the privacy of the single motel unit. He had clicked 
off the T.V. at Marlene’s request, and she had slept immediately. He was hearing the faint 
throb of the air-conditioning unit, but, as yet, he was not troubled. After a time, because he 
could not sleep, he opened the door and went out. When he closed the door behind him the 
soft, fresh smell of the country town came to him, and subdued cries of dogs, and even of a 
lone bull, calling in discontent to some unhearing dam. He even imagined the acrid 
sweetness of cow dung and the stale bovine urine of the cow-yard. It all disturbed him. 

Everything disturbed him; he knew that. In one way he wondered why he had made the 
trip, and in another he knew why. He had had to make it. It was perhaps twenty-eight years 
overdue. He could not be sure. He paced restlessly up and down the concrete path, between 
the main building and their unit. He was trying to discover something, but it was way back 
in his mind It could even be that it was covered over with the debris of these many years. 
He did not know, and not knowing made him irritated. Vaguely he knew he dreaded 
tomorrow, and yet something was stirring within him. It was like a pulse which had faded 
away, almost to death, and then received a shock, a sudden electric impulse, and it was 
beginning to throb. The throb threatened intense pain and he half wanted to turn away from 
it. 

He went back into the room. Marlene seemed unusually lovely as she slept, relaxed and 
trustful, one arm flung over his pillow. Something about that hurt him too, as though seeing 
her gave further impulse to the hidden throb of life. He tossed for a time, but finally came 
to terms with his unrest, and slipped into a peaceful sleep. That was why he had no qualms 
about the coming days when the dawn shot into their room through the uncurtained 
windows. Marlene would want them to continue the course he had undertaken; he knew 
that, as he looked into the sun. He could feel a vague warmth, even through the cooling 
breeze of the air-conditioner. 
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CHAPTER TWO 

hey spun away from Kempsey, coming back on to the Pacific Highway, and heading 
cowards Wirril Creek. He deliberately kept down the speed, reining in the horses 
under the hood. Marlene was watching him, thoughtfully. He could feel that. At the 

same time he was looking for landmarks. Sometimes he found them. He was surprised how 
much it was as it used to be. And yet, he thought that there were differences. The paddocks 
looked better, the grass richer, more surfed. He saw some new grasses had taken the place 
of paspalum and even of the dry kangaroo grass pastures. This pleased him, but also made 
him feel a little strange. 

Some landmarks were gone. The old brick mill at the Hempels' place was completely 
erased. Maybe they had removed it to another site, for tourists. Then the silos on Brown's 
old place had become derelict. He didn’t like that. He saw long lines of pig pens. Old 
Brown hated pigs. Something had happened. 

These were minor reactions. Other things excited him. He saw that most farms now 
sported new homes, fine bungalow-type buildings. Prosperity had come to the district. He 
didn’t begrudge them that. He knew what prosperity was. In chinking of that, pride and 
regret mingled. It is ewe he could never have stayed at Wirril Creek, but then, had he 
stayed, the farm would have prospered. Of that he had no doubt. Other things, too, might 
have prospered. He looked at Marlene, cool and serene, and wondered what life would 
have been like with young Esther and no Marlene. For some reason he fele depressed, but 
after a mile or two the depression passed. 

He had to work hard not to press the accelerator. He wanted to savour every moment. 
At the same time he wanted to be there, quickly, and face what was coming and have it 
over. He didn’t ask, “What is coming?” for he knew something muse be coming. It simply 
had to come. He had a sense that until it happened he would have to endure, somewhere 
within, this throb of a reawakened pulse. It was pain with ecstasy. 

Marlene was chinking, “He is excited. He is fearful. He is caught between two strong 
currents. He is scared that he may not cope. In this I can do nothing. He knows that too. So 
I must let him be.” 

Suddenly he said, “We might have passed it. I can’t recognise anything now.” 
She felt for him. Then she remembered the road. “They've changed the line of the 

road,” she said. “You know that. The road's all new here. You said so yourself. 
He nodded, with a little relief. He was in anguish to see the old place, but had a dark 

dread with the anguish. The little inner pulse beat painfully. Then something like panic 
seized him. Why had he come back? Why had he returned after all these years? One should 
leave the past in the past—where it belonged. Yet as these clichés passed through his mind 
he saw the stupidity of 

T 
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them. Somewhere, deeply down, he was fighting for reality, for his true identity, and that 
was why the anguish was there. 

Also he was seeing Anna as he had not seen her in twenty-eight years. She emerged 
from the thick white mist he had drawn about her, and she was confronting him, not with 
accusation or reproach, but with the quiet personal reality she had brought into his life 
those years ago. 

It had been in the repatriation hospital that he had first seen her, at least in the way that 
really mattered. He had been half asleep when he heard the soft patter of sandals coming 
towards him. He had looked at her through half open eyes, and suddenly she had been 
there. Unbelievably she was there, In the pre-war years he had known her as a slip of a girl; 
there, in the hospital, she was girl no longer, but a grown woman. She had laughed at his 
staring, and teased him as his eyes roved over her. Already in his mind he was saying that 
this woman would be his wife, but he was bewildered. How does a slip of a girl grow into a 
mature woman so quickly? He had said so, and her laughter had rippled about him. 

 
“Denny,” she had said, “it has been six-and-a-half years.” 
Coming out of the prison camp the men had had a saying, “There are no ugly women.” 

So he had looked at her closely, anxious not to make a mistake. It mattered much that he 
did not make a mistake. Somehow it was important that his woman should be the woman 
who would understand him, and also share his mission. 

Mission! He had come to hate the memory of that ideal, and, jerked back into the 
present, he gripped the wheel with such intensity that Marlene looked at him. “Can't be far 
away now, she said. 

Denny nodded, trying to brush Marlene away. He wanted desperately to see Anna 
again, as she had been. He had known in the moment he saw her beside the bed that she 
would understand, and that he was desperate for them to keep contact. As he had looked at 
her he wondered whether she had known others. Of course this must have been. He had felt 
a pang of jealousy, and laughed at himself for being an idiot. Of course it was none of his 
business. He had never thought of her in this way before. He searched around in his mind 
for one reason why he should be jealous. 

He had sat upright, and then thrown his legs over the side of the bed; finally they had 
walked out of the ward, and on to the hospital lawn where other men lazed, talking to 
wives and parents and families. He was a little excited at that time and had talked in that 
way. Anna had happily shared her war years with him. Yes, she had known fellows. No, 
none of them too deeply. Yes, there had been an engagement. No, she had broken it off. 
Yes, at the moment she was foot-loose. 

Then she had laughed at him. “Why all the questions?” she asked. “And why so 
serious? Let's forget both and talk about old times.” 

In fact there had been few 'old times' between them. In the past times, before the war, 
he had watched her from afar, wishing she were not so young, and wondering how one 
person could contain such ceaseless energy and yet give the impression of absolute 
serenity. It was the same now, and for that 
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matter a bit irritating. 
After that they had gone out on his leave-days, and had travelled by ferry to Manly, or 

by tram to Bondi Beach, or they had walked from Chatswood Station to Lane Cove Park or 
from Hornsby to Bobbin Head Cove. For his gammy leg this had not been easy, but he had 
loved it, and, of course, Anna. 

After that had been the wedding, almost to his own surprise. He had planned to do other 
things, such as completing a Uni. course, or developing his writing skills within the context 
of a journal or even a newspaper. These options had slipped away, and daily they had 
searched the newspaper advertisements for a little farm. They would go there, and he 
would write, and one day the mission he had would find its fulfilment. 

Again his hand was gripping the wheel, and the knuckles stood out whitely. Marlene 
had a moment of anxiety. “Quiet, Denny,” she said gently. “It will come soon. 

He nodded. It was desperately necessary that he catch up with the past before they 
sighted the farm. What he was looking for was that great clump of tallow-woods. It had 
been situated south of the main gate, over from the cream-house. He had loved the 
tallow-woods. 

Yesterday, in the hut, he had seen Anna again. He remembered how the two couples 
had lain, rugged up because it was winter, and both filled with excitement. Anna's sister 
Jeanine and her new husband Ted had talked until they fell asleep with tiredness. He and 
Anna had not fallen asleep. Their excitement was deeper. They were going to see their new 
home, on the morrow, and it was the biggest adventure two people had ever undertaken. 
Not every couple had a mission; certainly, Ted and Jeanine did not see things in this light. 
Ted had won the ballot for a land-settlement block in the New England district and would 
be farming with sheep and wheat. That to him was life. He had dreamed about it when he 
was in Tobruk, and when he sweated his way across the Kokoda trail in New Guinea. Even 
then, that night, Ted could not believe his luck. He had taken Anna and Denny to. Wirril 
Creek in his new jeep, and they had loved the fun of it. It was uproarious, what with 
sleeping at nights in deserted huts and pointing out 'woolly bulls' and the like. 

Denny gripped the wheel in the same hard way. He knew they were nearing the place. 
He recognized some of the farms which had been close by their property. He saw the 
railway skirting the road, and on the other side a plunge down towards Wirril Rail. His 
excitement grew. He remembered the old white gravel road and how they had loved it. 
Suddenly a picture came before him of Anna, walking along, dejectedly, peering down at 
the side of the road. He had been passing in the Kempsey bus, and was almost home. There 
was Anna searching for something, and he had seen her face deeply troubled. He had gone 
back, and there were tears in her eyes. 

“I lost my engagement ring,” she had said. “I guess I must have been fiddling with it.” 
She looked up through the tears. “I was going to the Cheshires',” she added. 

He had nodded, and then comforted her. They had little money, but neither cared. 
“Honey,” he had said. “We'll buy another, some time.” 
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She had shaken her head, the tears falling. “It's this one I want,” she had whispered. “I 
love it.” 

Next day he had found it. There, unbelievably, it was on the side of the road, as he 
searched for it, in the early dawn. He had run back with it and she had clung to him. He 
knew how deeply she loved. 

Suddenly, up ahead of them, thirty-two years later, was the place. Yet it seemed 
different. There was a large notice: TRESPASSERS PROSECUTED! He did not resent 
that, but drove in anyway. Not much of the past was left, except, wonderfully enough, the 
old china-pear tree. The old cream-house was gone, and the dairy. The little old 
toilet-house, way out in the pasture, was not to be seen. For a moment he thought the house 
was gone also. He looked again and saw with relief that part of it was still there, and he 
was drawn with an urgency to look at what remained, as though that mattered beyond all 
things. Even before he reached it, his mind had flashed back to the past with vivid 
intensity. 

 

***** 

 
They had arrived at night-time. The jeep had turned in at the Cheshires' because they 

had the key. He remembered them with warmth. Old man Cheshire was gruff and 
self-conscious, but she was a calm woman, mature and very helpful. She had a meal ready 
for them, and so they had to eat it. He had chafed with the desire and excitement, and Anna 
had watched him as they ate. She had understood, but she was not dominated by her own 
excitement. She could manage it, control it. 

Finally they had broken away, and the Jeep chugged and rocked on the white gravel 
corrugations, before coughing to silence at the house, as they clambered out. He had a 
powerful torch, and had shone it around for her. The persimmon trees, and the pear and 
apple trees were bleak and empty from the late winter, but the citrus were red with fruit. 

Then they saw the mandarins. Somehow those mandarin trees with their intense green 
and bright mandarin fruit had excited them all. “Emperor mandarins they are,” he had said 
proudly. “Can't beat Emperors.” 

They had all agreed, stripping the odoriferous fruit from the trees, and then the peel 
from the fruit, crushing the succulent quarters in their mouths. 

“Emperors are OK,” Ted had said. 
Excitement and joy had poured into Denny. All along the road he had pointed out old 

and derelict shacks, and had told Anna that theirs was much more broken down, much less 
acceptable. Anna had almost wept, but her loyalty was great and she accepted the fact. 
Now what she saw, even in the torchlight, was by comparison a mansion. Not that it was a 
mansion, not by any means. 

He had carried her over the doorstep. Ted had lit a simple oil lamp, and its light 
flickered over the scene, Because Denny had seen the place prior to buying it, he was able 
to point out various details. He led the way through the four front rooms. There had been 
no ceilings, no wall linings, and the doors 
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hung awkwardly, but it was theirs. This was what made Anna glow. How she loved every 
bit of it! 

 
Then they had gone through a door, across a passageway, and they were in the old 

spacious kitchen-dining room. At least, that was the name they gave to it. Its walls were 
made of sawn slabs, and the slabs had been cut green and had shrunk. Some wind whistled 
through the cracks in the wall, and up between the floor-boards, but a fire was burning in 
the stove, and a large pot was sending up steam. 

 
He remembered how they had pulled off the Jeep the little furniture they had brought, 

how they sat on packing cases to drink their tea, and how it had all been uproarious. 

***** 

The long red vehicle drew to a stop, alongside the house, and he tumbled out. For the 
moment he forgot Marlene, so gripped he was in the past. He was as a young man again, 
and he slipped into the house from the front. Long ago, it seemed, the kitchen section had 
been taken away. Not a sign of it remained. Strangely enough, the passage ramp remained, 
strutted out into nothing, its support gone. This seemed to matter to him. In fact it worried 
him. 

Passion-vines had grown through the empty window apertures. They trailed on the floor 
where there was dust and old faded newspapers. Obviously folk had camped here. He 
fought the crowding flash-backs and simply remembered how he had ceiled the rooms, 
lined the walls, built cupboards, and how they had made the smallest room fit for the 
coming of baby Esther. Unbelievably the cupboards were still there. The wall linings were 
as good as the day he had put them in. The floor coverings, of course, were different, but 
they had now rotted on the hardwood planks. The place smelled of decay. 

When he looked around, Marlene was standing behind him. He expected Wahroonga 
horror and distaste from her, but it was not there. Her eyes held a look of curiosity. Then 
she said, “How exciting it must have been.” 

He wondered whether she were joking, and was alert for irony. She was not joking. She 
said softly, “How exciting for you and Anna.” 

He nodded, grateful in a limited way. “It was good,” he admitted briefly. 
They went out into what had been the garden. Everything had gone wild in the northern 

coastal sun. He remembered the azaleas which had been there when they arrived. Now the 
azaleas had grown to the height of the house. Passion-vines coiled over everything. The 
lawn patches were covered with weeds, debris, and vines. It was a wilderness. He saw 
shrubs Anna had planted, and was stunned at how they had grown and that they still 
remained. 

He shook his head with the rush of memories, and the utter desolation and wildness of 
everything. Before, it had been so contained, so disciplined, so ordered, and yet so 
satisfying. Here there was no control. 

They heard a car. It pulled up next to theirs. A large man emerged from it. He looked 
angry. When he saw Marlene and Denny his face softened a trifle, but he was still stern. 
“Didn't you see the notice?” he asked. 
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Denny had his North Shore accent to hand. “So sorry,” he said gently. He smiled. “It's a 
sentimental journey,” he explained. “I came here some thirty years ago. We lived here.” He 
motioned towards Marlene. “This is Marlene, my wife,” he said. He hesitated. “My second 
wife,” he said. “Anna was my first, and we lived here.” 

The man was soft now, and affable. He smiled back. “You must be the writer fellow,” 
he said, and they noticed his voice was American. 

Denny nodded in surprise. “That's right,” he said, “only I don't write any more. 
“Pity,” the man said briefly. “I've read some of your stories. They still handle them 

around here. Proud of you they are, in a way.” 
Denny felt the inner pulse beat painfully. He struggled to keep his voice calm. “Nice to 

hear,” he said blandly. Then he changed the subject. “I guess you must be a friend of Dirk 
Bakker?” he asked. “He was from the States too, on the asparagus matter, you know.” 

“Never knew Bakker,” the man said. “My name is Spaight, Ken Spaight. It was through 
Bakker I came, but he had gone by the time I arrived. I took over his job as engineer with 
the canning factory.” He pointed to the house. “This was the first place I bought,” he said. 
“My wife and I loved it in the little old house.” 

“What happened to the kitchen?” Denny asked. 
Ken Spaight gestured towards where it had been. “Gave it to a young couple,” he said. 

“Only months back, too. They didn't have a chimney, and that old chimney just suited 
them.” 

“What about the dam?” asked Denny. 
“Still there,” said Spaight, “only it's been enlarged. We've put in a new pump. We get 

all our water from it. There are fish in it now, can you believe?” 
Marlene wandered off, leaving them to gossip about the place and past times. She 

walked over the spongy turf of Kikuyu grass. To the right she noticed there was a new 
house being built. It looked so modern, so unlike the world Denny had known, and she felt 
it to be almost indecent. Then she laughed. Of course, there was nothing indecent. People 
had to live in functional homes, and this looked like a good one. She wondered why she 
had resented the new house, and then she knew: she felt this place still belonged to Denny 
and to Anna. 

Anna! That was her next thought. Anna! Suddenly Anna was coming alive to her and 
she knew she did not mind. She knew that she had mildly resented, over the years, Denny's 
deliberate concealment of Anna. She had to know Anna. Only when she knew Anna would 
she really know Denny, and in all these years he had not spoken of her. Now, having come 
here, he seemed able to talk, free to reveal her. 

After a time Denny caught up with her. “Ken Spaight said we could go where we like, 
and look at anything. He also wants us to go back and stay with them. He says we mustn't 
go elsewhere.” 

They walked on, their shoes sinking into the spongy turf. Then suddenly she was aware 
of Pirrawarrinni. 
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It surprised her that she had not seen it before. It dominated the whole scene before 
them. 
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CHAPTER THREE 

IRRAWARRINNI was breathtaking. That is to say the least. For Marlene it was like no 
experience she had ever had before. She had been to the Flinders Ranges, with their 

brilliant ochres, their bizarre gorges, and their spread of wildflowers in colour. She loved 
the slumbering old hills of the Blue Mountains, timeless as eternity, and sleeping in their 
ageless colour of blue. Pirrawarrinni, however, was different. He might have been a 
slumbering giant or a sleeping mound out of some other planet, but immediately you 
became aware of him, he seemed filled with changeless life, ancient power, and complete 
wisdom. 

When she thought about that she felt foolish. What fantasy! It was only a mountain. 
Denny was looking at her, regarding her closely. “You like the old fellow, eh?” he asked. 
“You like old Pirrawarrinni?” 

She was startled at his tone. She scarcely knew this Denny. He, like Pirrawarrinni, was 
like someone from another world. “Yes, I suppose I like him,” she said, “but 'like' wasn't 
the word I had in mind.” 

He nodded. “Good for you,” he said, and rubbed his hands with unusual satisfaction. He 
looked behind, and then said, in a confidential voice, “Can't see how he could give the 
kitchen away. It really made that place. Guess they must be very short of chimneys up this 
way.” 

She felt free. She smiled. “Denny, you silly old thing. That young couple wanted an 
antique. They wanted something Australian, something from the past. Young people want 
it that way. Nothing seems stable in the present. They want to join hands with a solid past.” 

He went on rubbing his hands with a silent glee. “You're right,” he said. “There was 
something in that past.” He sighed gently. “Anna and I used to sit there, on the little back 
verandah, and we would look up at old Pirrawarrinni. We would bask in the sun, and love 
it. Sometimes we would walk up to it, and even try to walk it to the foothill.” 

“Did you ever go up it?” she asked, and immediately she regretted the question. 
Denny's face clouded, and his lips set firm. He shook his head. “No,” he said shortly. 

“Leastways not in those times. There was no road to the top.” He turned, as though to go 
back. 

She caught at his hand. “No, Denny,” she whispered. “Take me to the foothill.” 
The light came back into his eyes. He nodded. “You'll have to sacrifice your nylons,” 

he said, “and the shoes.” She agreed. “They don't matter,” she said, and he took her hand. 
She was surprised at the time it took to get to the foothill. Once she murmured, “Isn't it 

a long way?” and he nodded absently, caught up as he was in his own thoughts. 
He was thinking, “We walked here with Ted and Jeanine, the very second 

P
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day. Then when they went we got up early the next morning, and walked until our legs 
were sore with the dew and the kangaroo grass, harsh upon us. When we reached the 
foothill we sat down, and tried to look up, but Pirrawarrinni reared to heaven, and we could 
not see his head. And we liked it that waysomething bigger and older, and more powerful 
than us. We were almost in ecstasy about being creatures, just being warm, living 
creatures.” 

He was remembering his first story about the mountain. He had pictured a dog, a 
valuable hound lost in the mountain because it had heard another, a female hound, 
whimpering and crying. There was no such bitch. It was a lyre bird mimicking something 
out of its past, and man and dog were deceived. The story had gone down well, locally. 
They had read it, time and again. They reverenced Pirrawarrinni, and they recognised 
Denny's devotion. Old Aaron had nodded, knowingly, and said, “Gets you it does, that old 
Pirrawarrinni.” 

Marlene saw his grin. She teased him for an explanation, and he came out with it, 
surprisingly. “The fact is,” he admitted, “Anna and I had very little cash. We bought a cow 
or two, and brought up the calves, and kept a pig and some hens, but we had little money. 
So I entered the story for a Literary competition in a Sydney newspaper. We won a third 
prize, and tied with another.” He grinned. “That bought us our Christmas dinner.” 

Marlene breathed with joy. She caught a flash of the old Denny, the one she did not 
know. “I'm envious,” she said. “I'd love to starve with you.” 

He looked at her seriously, and then shook his head. “Not really,”' he said in unbelief. 
“Not you, Marlene.” 

For some reason this hurt her deeply. She said nothing, but looked up at Pirrawarrinni. 
“Can we go up there?” she asked. 

He caught her arm and she winced at his strong grasp. “Never!” he said, and he almost 
hissed it out. “Never up Pirrawarrinni! Never!” 

Marlene did not know Anna had died on Pirrawarrinni, and he was not saying anything. 
Only later she discovered this fact. Then, when she looked back at this day, she felt with a 
sense of joy that it was not Anna he was concerned about, but her, Marlene. She did not 
mind the cruel grip, and the flaring nostrils, and the angry look. 

“Maybe,” she said, “we had better go back to the Spaights'.” 
 
“We'll come again tomorrow,” he said eagerly, and she thought he looked like a boy. 

“Not here, but at the farm. We'll explore the tallow-woods.” 
“The tallow-woods?” she asked. “What are they?” 
He stared at her, then laughed. “This is 'Tallow-wood Farm',” he said proudly. “We 

named it that way, Anna and I.” 
She decided to accept the constant reference to Anna. Because it was opening him up 

she did not mind. “What a lovely name,” she said. “But what is a tallow-wood?” 
“I'll show you,” he said. He kept looking as they walked back. Also he seemed a bit 

sad. “They took the big clump away,” he said wistfully. “I loved that clump. It was nearly 
all tallow-woods, but right in the middle there were two great cedars. They were most 
valuable. I had planned to use them for our new home.” 
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Ken Spaight had been working on the new house. He took them and shared his enthusiasm 
with them. When he found them warm and appreciative, he began to speak about his plans 
for the farm. “I'm going back to stud Herefords,” he said. “They do well here.” 

Denny nodded. “I noticed, coming up, that they are developing some crosses for fat 
stock. Mixing the Indian and African cattle.” 

“And the Spanish,” growled Ken. “Hate mongrel stock. Always insist on pure stock.” 
He shook his head. “Seems unnatural,” he grumbled. “These poor beasts just don't know 
where they belong.” He looked about, as though a trifle apprthensive he might be hear& 
“Mongrel stock will ruin this land,” he said, referring to the country as a whole. “We need 
to keep it pure.” 

They left the farm about evening, and met Sarah, Ken's wife. She was a gracious 
woman, middle-aged, with rinsed hair, and blue eyes, and a slacksuit. Marlene had seen her 
type a hundred times on TV and in American magazines, but her voice was soft and gentle, 
without nasal intonation. Denny capitulated to her charms, and what she wanted to know 
she got from him. Marlene marvelled at the way he would open up and share the past, but 
he said nothing of Pirrawarrinni. He kept well off that subject. 

They left the Spaights' early the next morning, promising to return for lunch. Marlene 
was surprised that Denny did not go immediately to the farm; he had promised to show her 
the dam. Instead they went to Wirril Rail. He showed her the town. He refused, in fact, to 
meet anyone, and she guessed none of them would have recognised him, anyway. He drove 
slowly past the old Thorgood saw-mill. It seemed nothing had changed there but the 
machinery. 

He chuckled over that. “At the beginning they bought an old donkeyengine,” he said. 
“It used to run on wood fuel.” 

She looked surprised. “You mean it burned the wood it sawed?” 
He grinned. “That's right,” he agreed. “All of it!” 
“All of it? Then what about the profit?” 
“Nil,” he said, laughing. “It was like some of us. Took in enough to keep it going to 

produce enough to keep it going.” They both laughed. Of course, it was only partly true. 
“There's the old bakery,” he said. “Man, they could cook bread there!” 
“Let's get some,” she suggested. “Well take it back to the Spaights'.” 
 
“Not yet,” he said. They drove on, past the rail yards. Like all such, they looked dusty, 

grey, and unattractive. Near the grain storage sheds were chickens and hens, scratching in 
the dust. “As it was in the beginning. . . 

murmured Denny. 
“. . . is now and ever shall be,” she murmured in return. They both stared at each other, 

and became solemn. 
Could be,” said Denny vaguely. He looked at her. 
“Could be,” she responded prophetically, and they both fell silent. 

***** 

He was thinking. “I went back to the hospital from here, travelling by steam train to 
Sydney. I had to go back for tests at the repat. hospital. She was on her 
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own with Esther. I never wanted to go. But she stood quietly on the old gravel platform. I 
remember the hibiscus. They were flowering, and they were a rare salmon colour, and I 
took one and put it into her hair. I remember how she smiled at that. Then the train went 
and there was Anna, still smiling, but with small tears. That was the first time we were 
parted.” 

Marlene was thinking, too. “He has so many memories. He keeps them to himself. He 
lets me come with him, because he needs me. Yet he does not know why he needs me, and 
even I do not know. If ever he became himself again, he might not need me.” 

A sudden pang shot into her. “If ever he became himself again...” What did she mean? 
She did not even know, herself. She was really saying he was not himself. In a moment it 
flashed on her that she had never thought he was himself. Not even on that first day when 
they had met in a Cahill's restaurant. Even that had been by chance, and so was not really 
defined. 

“On the first day they had met.” Her mind drifted back to the moment, and the way 
everything had happened. He had been seated at a table, and she at another, and she was 
half hidden from him. He had come across to her with a curious look in his eyes, and he 
asked her, point-blank, “What is your name? Do you mind my asking?” 

She said “No,” to the second question and “Marlene,” to the first. 
He had shaken his head wonderingly. “Marlene who?” he asked. 
“Marlene Spence,” she had told him. 
He seemed disappointed. “Never knew a girl named Anna Lane?” 
She had shaken her head. “Never,” she answered. She asked him, “Why? Why do you 

want to know?” 
He had crinkled his face, peering at her, and she liked him. His answer was little more 

than a mumble. “I'm sorry,” he said, “you had something about you that looked like Anna.” 
“Who is Anna?” she asked. 
He had started at that. “Anna? Oh yes, Anna. Anna was my wife.” When she said 

nothing he had gone on. “She died. She died up the North Coast.” That was all he had told 
her about Anna until this day. However, he had talked about other matters, especially 
Esther, his daughter. He also talked about his home at Wahroonga, and since she lived at 
Pymble they had something in common. He ordered his light meal and ate with her, and 
before they parted they had made an arrangement to meet again. 

That was how it had happened, and all the time she had known that he had never really 
been there, in Wahroonga, or Pymble when he met her, or anywhere for that matter. She 
knew he was still Anna's man. He had always been Anna's man. What she did not know 
was whether he would yet, always, be Anna's man. 

That was why she was thoughtful. 
They drove on, slowly, savouring Denny's sentimental journey. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

UDDENLY it all happened. One moment he had turned over from saying “Goodnight” 
to Marlene, and then he was there, with her, no longer. It all happened in a flash, and as 

though it were a vision. A vision it could not be, for it had once happened. It was a 
flash-back, but a flash-back as though there could never be a compensating flash-forward, 
and a knowledge of the future. 

He was there, in the prison camp, and worst of all in the first ward they had put him in 
when they had come to the camp. He was back in the bed, looking up at the ceiling, with 
his leg strung up in the splint and the extension weights dragging down from the pulleys. 
There were the cries and whimpers around him, almost engulfing him, and the long, 
searing pain in the thigh. It was not his own pain which worried him but the sight of men 
who had no wounds. It was their appearance of absolute despair-the hangdog looks of 
hopelessness, and their sickening emptiness-which played havoc with his mind. 

In a way he was glad of the pain. It was a kind of gift to him. Whilst its terrible searing 
throb kept him from thinking too much, it also left him free not to think as did the others, to 
become like them. Yet, at the same time he envied them. They could get up, if they would, 
and walk around. Even if it was only barbed wire they were looking at, it was a change 
from the rows of beds, and the emptiness of defeated faces. 

Yet, even in the pain he had an edge of guilt. It was a guilt difficult to define. 
Somewhere, in the depths, he had faith. This was what worried him. There was no present 
reason for faith. And what, anyway, was faith? It was confidence that all things were good, 
whatever. This was not how the men around him saw it. They saw nothing like that. In fact 
they saw nothing. Everything was a blank, an empty, grey nothingness. During those days 
of intense fighting their spirits had been boosted by promises and concocted rumours. 
These had been structured to make them believe the Allies could not lose. When they had 
lost, amidst the swirling darkness of the burning oil wells, then they had been told it was 
but for a day or two, and at the most a few weeks. Certainly within a month they would be 
free. 

They did not believe this. If some soldier or airman came with a bright rumour, a faint 
light would flicker in their eyes and then die, and the same dullness would close over again. 
Even despair was a sign of life, but this pathetic inertia of not-caring sickened Denny. With 
words and signs he tried to nudge men alive, but when they did not respond he lay back 
and rested. At the same time he watched with deep envy and gnawing hunger the plates of 
tomato soup and vegetable soup that were offered to dysentery patients. He would have 
given much, had he had it to give, for the plates of soup which some, the miserable and the 
self-pitying, set aside. In their anguish of mind they despised these good things. They had a 
kind of perverse death-wish. Denny craved for the rejected food, knowing the supply was 
short, and knowing the empty cavern of his own stomach. 

S
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At night he had waited as the orderlies made their way down the ward. He dared not 
miss the morphia shot, or it would mean a whole sleepless night, and the never-ceasing 
pain. His body had to lie in the one position, and he was allowed only one pillow, though 
his bed was tilted back. Morphia meant merciful oblivion, a flaking out from the world of 
reality where pain reigned, and the grey hopelessness of men who were sick. 

He remembered the time when the doctor had come. He had been a greyhaired man 
with gentle hands and soft voice. Denny had looked into his tired eyes and seen human 
concern, and it had given a fillip to his waning courage. When the surgeon had unwrapped 
the bandages the little maggots wriggled and rolled away from the wound. He had stared, 
fascinated, but the doctor had smiled. “Great help, those maggots,” he said. Nevertheless he 
said to the orderly, in an angry voice, “How did this happen?” 

“Only came in yesterday,” the orderly explained. “Brought him from Fullarton 
Building.” 

The surgeon nodded. “Hard-pressed there, they were,” he said. “Clean the wound, and 
give him morphia.” 

There it was again: morphia. A new craving was growing within him. Morphia meant 
easy rest, and no real struggle in the mind. One leaned back into the arms of painlessness. 
Nothing else had such great joy, and for that matter, peace. The pain was dying away under 
the needle, the sad world retreated into its own grey, and he knew the ultimate in peace. 

He had lain there for a week. Three times a day they brought rice that was cooked thick 
as glue. It was like tasteless white tack in his mouth. He looked at the plates of soup and 
craved for their taste. Sometimes he thought he could endure it no longer. Some of the sick 
men had faces that puckered like spoilt children. “How strange,” he thought. “I am both 
sick and wounded, and they do not give me soup.” 

He watched the men die, one by one. Each death stamped itself upon him. He was like 
that: he could not see death, even the scores of men dying, and not feel it. He remained, but 
little bits went with them, to be interred. And all the time hunger gnawed. 

When Tommy and Brett and Terry found him, he was just tired. The little faith below 
was fighting ceaselessly, but his spirit was withdrawing. The part of him knew that nothing 
had changed across the world of man. He was gutsy enough to know that this was how men 
were, whether Japanese or Germans or Australians. At core they would save themselves. 
He had heard the cry for weeks, “Every man for himself!” until he knew that that 
philosophy was universal. Yet somehow he had not yet aligned it with his own way of 
thinking. 

Tommy and Brett and Terry had been part of his unit, in fact, of his own section. They 
had laid cable with him, backwards to Brigade, forwards to Battalion, and sometimes out to 
companies or even platoons. They had not slept for fourteen days, and when the one night 
came that they were relieved and given an opportunity to sleep, they could do nothing but 
sweat. After a time they had risen, complaining, “and had found lines to patrol. It had been 
like that, At the last, just before his wounding, he had lost sight of them. 
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Now they were back. They had found him. Their eyes glowed with pity which they 
tried vainly to conceal. There was love there, and a little admiration. Each man had kept his 
own identity in that war, but then, because of that, each was able to give what he had 
retained. They had given him loyalty, and had obeyed his orders. Now he was shattered in 
his body, and restless in his mind, and they knew and cared for him. 

There was plenty of banter, some gossip, and then the sad stories of the men who had 
been killed, or the ones who had been lost. A couple had deserted and fled before the end. 
There was bitterness about that, and no understanding. A contract had been broken. 

The next day they had come back. He had stared at what they brought. It was on two 
plates, and large plates at that. Potato cooked and creamed. Sardines and salmon. Bully 
beef cooked with spices. Tinned peas. On the other plate peaches and cream. It was thick 
clotted cream, and the peaches stood up in it like poached yolks of eggs. They put it down 
silently, saluted quietly and went. 

Some prisoners looked with unbelief. Others with envy. Some turned away, not 
wanting to be reminded of a world they had once known. 

Denny had looked. His hands lay on the sheet which covered his thin body. His eyes 
stared in stunned fashion. His whole body began to tense, and his heart moved as though 
heaving. Suddenly the terrible cry was wrung from him. Suddenly it was too much. He had 
seen hell and hatred, bitterness and resentment, terror and grief. He had seen death roll 
away from him, time and again. He had looked at battered and wounded men, and still, 
grey corpses, and tired, defeated men. Then these had come with the food for which he had 
longed. God! How he had longed for it. 

He never knew why he cried. Maybe you could say he screamed. Cry after cry poured 
out of him, and he became submerged in a painful joy, a bitter-sweetness, a huge weariness 
mixed with intolerable anguish. The tears were dry at first, and then they came, wet and 
hot, and finally, when they had flowed and flowed, no tears and only utter exhaustion. 

Not one spoonful had he been able to raise to his lips. This shattered leg ached and 
throbbed, and the searing pain mounted as his whole body shook. Orderlies came running, 
and finally they had pierced his arm with a needle, and he subsided into his runaway world. 
He was freed from the sight of such terrible love. They knew how to live. He could not 
cope with such love. Nor could he cope with the sudden return of faith. 

**** 

Marlene said, “You haven't slept, Denny.” 
“No,” he said, “I haven't slept.” 
She turned on the light above their heads. He looked at her, and the warm, flushed 

cheeks. She startled him, because he had not seen her look like that before. 
She sat up, hunching herself over her knees. She had drawn the sheet up to 
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her chin, and the chin was resting on the knees. “Tell me about Anna,” she said. 
He stared at her. Marlene had never asked about Anna, but then he had never offered to 

speak of her, either. Suddenly he wanted to speak. 
“Anna?” he said. His voice was gentle. “Anna was a wonderful woman.” He paused 

and stared down. 
Marlene nodded into her knees. “I know that,” she said. 
“She just knew how to help,” said Denny. “When we went to 'Tallow-wood Farm' she 

set about to help me write. I had had phenomenal success earlier. But she knew me well. 
She knew she would have to get things set up, so that I could have the right mood, so I 
wouldn't brood over the past. She understood I would need to feel quiet enough to think, 
and happy enough to write.” 

He grinned and Marlene, looking at him, her gaze half-askew, thought he looked like a 
boy. “She arranged the cream-house so it would be my study,” he said. “That was when the 
days were hot. In winter she put a kerosene heater in my study. We couldn't afford much in 
those times, not even kerosene oil, but she did that. Yet it was more than that. She kept 
telling me quietly that she believed in my writing and in what she called 'our mission'. He 
paused, looked at Marlene, and frowned. “I don't know that I can really explain that,” he 
said. “But it was a mission, you know.” 

No, Marlene did not know. “A mission in Wirril Creek?” she asked. 
He nodded. “Not just Wirril Creek. In the world really, but then beginning at Wirril 

Creek.” He waved an arm. “You began where you were,” he said vaguely. 
Marlene said gently, rocking to and fro in the bed, “What was the mission?” 
She expected Denny to withdraw. “That would take a lot of explaining,” he said. “In 

fact it would take hours. Maybe we'll talk about it one day. But since you asked about 
Anna, let me describe her.” 

Denny had no displayed photograph or painting of Anna in all his house. Not when she 
first visited, nor later-when she had come to the home as his second bride-had she seen any. 
It was amazing that she had never seen Anna's photograph. She knew Denny had pictures 
of her, but then she had never looked through his papers. They had this mutual trust 
concerning their former lives. 

Denny jumped from the bed. He fussed around in a drawer until he found his wallet. 
She noticed how feverish he was. She thought: “It is good that he has come up here, even if 
I don't benefit. He is becoming a different man.” 

Denny pulled out the photograph and offered it to her, as a boy does to his mother, or 
his aunt. “There she is,” he said, breathing heavily. 

Marlene drew in her breath. She had always imagined Anna as a fairly tall person, yet 
slim and graceful. Anna was short, not plump, but wellproportioned. Her grey eyes stared 
out at you with serenity, and Marlene saw what she had always known. Anna was a special 
person, and a person of depth. She would have had to be this in order to handle Denny. 
She, Marlene, had never been able to do that. 

Denny said anxiously, “What do you think?” 
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“She's beautiful,” said Marlene, “and serene.” 
“That's right, serene,” said Denny, as though greatly pleased with the word. “She was 

always serene. Her grandparents came from the Continent, from Europe. She had a store of 
serenity. Like her parents, she was rarely ruffled. Mind you, she could feel deeply if people 
did wrong things, but for the most part she was warm and gentle, and, as you say, serene.” 

Marlene kept looking at the photograph whilst Denny talked on. “She let me work out 
so many things,” he said. “Things that had to do with our mission.” 

“What kind of things?” asked Marlene. 
Denny's brow became troubled. He sensed they were going too fast. In a moment he 

would be catapulted into the past. He changed tack. “Maybe,” he said, “we won't talk about 
that. Not yet, anyway. Later, perhaps.” He grinned. “I'll tell you a story about Anna,” he 
said. 

 

***** 

 
Marlene had put down the photograph, and was lying back on the pillow. Denny 

suddenly caught her from an unusual angle, and the thought vaguely came to him that 
Marlene was quite attractive. He frowned. “Beautiful is the word,” he thought. Then he was 
plunged again into the past. 

“Anna came when I was in hospital,” he said, “and we came to know one another. We 
went to places, walked miles, even with my gammy leg; we climbed, we lay in the sun, and 
we travelled on tours into the country. All of this was before I met Anna's mother.” He 
grinned hugely. “What a mother! She was very business-like. She wanted to know 
immediately what I was going to do about Anna. You know-what were my intentions?” He 
laughed as he remembered, and Marlene laughed too, and he looked at her with wide eyes. 
She could not remember when they had laughed together. His face had often smiled, but 
never his eyes. 

“Maybe we are keeping the Spaights awake,” he suggested. Then he forgot. He went 
on, “Anna was as bad as her mother. She agreed with her. Then grandmother came into it, 
and that finished it. I didn't even propose. They sat down and worked out dates and times, 
and even the guests, all there on that first night I met her mother.” 

He was wound up. “I remember how we travelled to the Blue Mountains for our 
honeymoon. We just had enough money to see us through the fortnight. I don't think Anna 
knew that. I kept wanting to buy her things, and she was so sensible. Once she took back 
some trinkets I had bought and the money was refunded. That was Anna. But she had her 
funny ways, too.” 

“Such as?” said Marlene drily. She thought she had all she wanted about Anna for this 
first occasion of talking. 

“Such as never fastening a case catch,” said Denny. “We were on a steam train going 
on our honeymoon, and when it stopped at the station where we had to get out, I grabbed 
her case, with mine, and when the train had gone we walked along the platform. Suddenly, 
whoosh! The case flew open, and Anna's 
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you-know-whats all spilled along the platform, and most of them on the train line. I had to 
get down, gammy leg and all, and pick them up, whilst Anna, red-faced, stood on the 
platform, wringing her hands and laughing and crying at the one time.” 

Marlene could see the scene and it was funny, but now she was tired. 
“Maybe we had better get some sleep,” she suggested. 
Denny nodded. He drew a great sigh. “Fancy me talking like this,” he said. “Haven't 

done anything like this for ages.” At that she saw a faint shadow come into his eyes. 
“ It's good,” she said, squeezing his hand, trying to push away his foolish guilt. “We 

need to do more of this.” 
“I guess so,” said Denny, and she could see a yawn coming. It was Denny who fell 

asleep first, and this time without troubled dreams. Marlene lay back and thought for some 
time; then she too slept until the sun shone in on them, and Denny pummelled her into life. 

She liked that, she liked the unaccustomed pummelling. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 

ANDLE them carefully,” the Ser-Major said. “Some of those fellows have bad 
wounds.” 

 
Denny watched them take huge Bill Bradford, on the stretcher. Bill had lost both legs 

and one arm. He was still suppurating in the wound of the left leg. Next to him on the crude 
trailer was Rossie Jones. Rossie had had a head wound, and you could see something 
pulsing away beneath a thin layer of skin. Rossie had incredible reserves of humour. So did 
Bill. They spent most of the day teasing one another. 

When they put Denny on the carrier-trailer he had to look up at the sky. He could turn 
his head sideways, but then he saw little. He did see palm trees with coconuts on them, and 
a clump of large mango trees; the mangoes were close to being ripe. 

“What about a coconut, Ser-Major?” he asked. “Or a mango for that matter?” 
The Ser-Major grinned. “Only for the officers,” he said cheekily. Then he sobered. 

“Forbidden to touch them,” he said. “They are collected for the whole camp. 
“Missed out on the collection we have,” shouted Rossie Jones. 
The Ser-Major grinned again. “They knew Wattsie was after them,” he said. Everybody 

knew Wattsie. He was Number One black marketeer. “They could never catch him in the 
act. He would watch until no one was around and then he'd shin up the tree. They did 
everything they could to get him in the act, red-handed, until one day they caught him at 
the bottom of the tree. He had nothing in his hand, and so they found it difficult to charge 
him.” 

“Not a hope,” observed Bill Bradford. 
Coutts, the Ser-Major, grinned. “Oh, yes there was,” he said. “The Old Man worked up 

a charge.” 
“Yeah?” said Rossie, amazed. 
Ser-Major grinned. “They put him on a charge-sheet, 'Looking up a coconut tree with 

intent to steal'.” 
They laughed their way to the new ward, but underneath the laughter was anxiety. They 

had heard the drugs were to be stopped. Also the new quarters were below standard. They 
were to be crammed together. More troops were to come to their previous hospital quarters. 

They were right. The quarters were cramped, and the beds crammed together. 
Dysentery spread through the surgical patients. The surgical smell increased. Tommy, Brett 
and Terry came across from the other camp. They brought food, but little of it. “It's nearly 
finished,” they said. “The cost is getting higher.” 

Denny noticed that Terry looked white-faced, before he went outside. 
“What's wrong?” he asked Tommy. 

H
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“Can't stand the smell of the ward,” Tommy said gently. “It really is strong you know.” 
“Go on,” Denny said unbelievingly. “I can't smell anything.” Tommy and Brett 

exchanged looks. 
“Quite strong,” said Brett softly, so that the others would not hear. He leaned over 

Denny. “Terry finds it hard to look at you. You're so thin.” 
Denny did not know how thin he looked. He had had weeks of dysentery, intermingled 

with dengue fever, and then, to crown it, malaria. The skin was tight over his face, and the 
eyes stared out from sunken sockets. The ribs showed through, and the hip bones stood out 
sharply. As the two men looked down at him they could see his vertebrae pressing up 
through the tight skin where once had been his stomach. The gnarled skin of the knees and 
elbows was cast in dark pellagrous shadows. Yet Denny's eyes were bright. 

“There's nothing wrong with me,” he said tersely. 
Tommy shook his head. “That's right, nothing wrong at all.” He bent over Denny. “The 

rackets are getting terrible,” he said. “Some of them are getting at the ration stocks. We're 
just not getting our daily allowance of calories and the like.” 

Later Denny thought it would have been better if Tommy had not told him. When they 
went he worried. It was not simply that he wanted his daily ration. God knew that everyone 
both needed and wanted it. It was the ethical breakdown which troubled him. He hadn't 
thought on these things before, but now he was thinking. 

His thinking was destined to go much more deeply before it all finished. 
The next night they came with the announcement of the end to the drugs. “It isn't that 

we've run out,” an orderly explained. “It is just that we can't afford to run out. There'll be 
emergencies in a prison camp like this.” 

Morphia! The word burned in Denny's brain. He would lie all day waiting for the night, 
and the cessation of pain. It had been beautiful, gloriouswhatever adjective you liked-but 
he had had to have it. Morphia was part of the true life. 

With it one didn't even have to think. His mind went back to his first experience. 
He had led the Brigade charge, up on Reformatory Road, just back of Bukit Timah. 

They had stayed beside a lake all night, and the ducks had quacked when the great shells 
came screaming and whistling across from the other side of the Lahore Straits. Somehow 
the shells never landed where they were. Then they had heard the faint cries, in the 
distance, of the Japanese troops. They had been too weary to worry. They stayed beside the 
lake, awaiting orders. Long ago the team had given up laying line. They had taken to their 
whining Nortons and their roaring BSAs, carrying messages and even at times officers, and 
now they were waiting for the encircling movement of the small Nipponese. 

When the enemy came, he had lifted out a group of men and gone to silence a spiteful 
chattering machine-gun. Even now-years later-he could still hear the strange 
'yammer-yammer' of it as they had charged. As the gun sputtered 
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into silence he had been thrown across the road with the sudden impact of a burst of fire, 
and had fallen, landing with his leg askew, and the blood flooding out of it on to the early 
dawn road. All the guns had gone silent, both behind and before him, and the troops had 
moved away, leaving him sprawled across the bitumen, hands out and eyes looking up 
through the ferny branches of the plantation rubber trees. The trees skirted the road, 
overhanging it. Mortars dropped and plopped and then exploded about him, but the impact 
had gone out of the charge. The enemy had retreated. 

 
He had remembered his stern-faced father, back in Australia. The father who had never 

let them express feeling for pain or pity. So nothing escaped from his lips. He watched the 
blood seep across the road, and felt that at any minute he might go to sleep-maybe for ever. 
Yet he wasn't tired. For all the loss of blood he was vital with life. 

He had always wanted to accomplish something. He was sure that was what living was 
all about. He had done everything with earnestness and intensity, and if he was going to die 
then it was going to be that way. Right up to the last minute he was going to play it out. 
When they found him they would know he had escaped the notice of the snipers in the 
trees, and the lingering Nipponese soldier behind the thick rubber trunk. He had seen them 
as he fell, and he lay still. He would cheat them. If the failing of his blood brought death, 
then it would beat the snipers. 

Tommy and Brett and Terry had slipped quietly out of the trees, in fact from the very 
tree where he had seen the silent soldier. The sniper in the tree above had been watching 
him intently it seemed, but as the three men came running, crouched, he had dropped out of 
the tree. They had rushed at him, but saw he was dead before even they touched him. That 
was when they turned to Denny. It was then they whispered embarrassed encouragement, 
and had picked him up, holding the leg awkwardly but with love, where it hung with little 
flesh, and partially severed tendons. He had gritted his teeth until his face was cold with 
frozen sweat, and his body went limp. 

They put him in a grey utility truck. Later he remembered each bump as the leg had 
rolled helplessly on the backboard. It jumped up and down with the holes in the road, and 
cold sweat broke out in his body in deadly waves, time and again, before they reached the 
hospital. He could hear the Indians crying and moaning, and one was sobbing, praying in a 
liquid language which he could not understand. 

Long grey years rolled on and on until they reached the hospital. The orderlies and the 
English nurses carried him tenderly and efficiently. They were not brusque, and they still 
had pity to give to him. He watched them tie a heavy ligature, and stem the last of the 
blood. After this they poured more in through his arm, until he thought his inflated chest 
would burst with the pressure, and his whole body with the pain. He knew it was wrong to 
cry out. He had not despised the Indians, for he knew it was their way. They found relief in 
expression. This was their way of life. His was different. In any case he insisted on living. 
To him pain was no part of true life. He was, however, grateful for the mask of the 
anaesthetic machine, and the gracious man who 
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applied it. He wondered a little at the hilarious laughter of the Irish surgeon, and thought he 
must have been a bit self-conscious. Then he knew nothing. 

 
She had given him his first shot of morphia, the little sister. For two days he watched 

her walking about the ward. He had thought, “What will the Japs do with her if they find 
her here? What, too, of the other nurses?” Hour after hour he felt the buildings shake with 
the falling bombs, and the shells which landed around them. Nothing hit them directly, but 
his leg knew searing pain with every rolling movement of his platform splint. His leg was 
laid upon it as though something foreign to him. It was alien, lying in its own place. 
However, the pain kept it being a part of him, and the long searing stabs that shot up 
through his thigh almost caused him to cry out. But for the stern-faced father he would 
have done. Also his brothers were stoics. He remembered the stoic home of his early years, 
with his strong, stern-faced father, and kept his peace. 

Others moaned. The English lad in the next bed moaned. But then he was a lad of 
seventeen who had joined the Cheshires; and landed in Malaya almost without training. His 
wound must have been bad, so deeply he moaned. 

One night the little sister came to Denny. “When did you have your last needle?” she 
asked. The question was in a whisper: she did not want them all calling for needles. 

He felt troubled as he answered. “What needle?” he asked, “I've never had a needle.” 
He felt her amazement in the silence that followed. 

“Not since your operation?” she asked. 
He said, “No, not any needle, and nothing since the operation.” 
With the hooded torch she found his arm, and then lifted the needle from her apron 

pocket. The long, searing pains were shooting through his leg like floods of flame. He 
scarcely felt the prick of the needle. What happened following that he could not fully 
believe. He felt the pain recede. He could almost trace its tracks up the troubled nerves, 
away from the worried flesh, and back into some recess of time where it was  forgotten. To 
have no pain was, in itself, inexpressible peace, but the actual cessation of nerve vibrations 
brought him into a sea of serenity. Although at first he did not sleep, that did not matter. 
Someone or something, somewhere, had made provision for creatures in pain, and he 
murmured out a happy eucharist and dropped into a well of sleep. 

That was how it had begun. Whilst it never killed the stoicism it opened a world of rest 
to him when the pain was too much. Perhaps he could have learned to do without it, and 
when the drugs were stopped then it might have been that he could have disciplined his 
body to be patient. That, however, he would never know. It was the lethal doses they 
ultimately gave him that caught him in the grip of the drug, and made him a slave to the 
happy needle. 

Then they said, “Drugs are finished.” 
 
Old Toby Horrocks almost screamed when he heard. “I must have my sedative,” he 

said, “I have terrible pain.” In fact he had small pain against people like Bill Bradford and 
others. So they gave him his sedative every night-distilled water in the needle-and Toby 
slept like a babe. They didn't 
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try to trick others, although some were caught in the drug desire. They also had some guts 
and they fought it. Yet Denny's case was different, and he knew it. He had had those 
special doses of morphia, and it was that which made the difference. 

It had happened this way. When the Japanese had reached the hospital the war was still 
on. The polite but stern little men had come through the wards. Denny noticed that most of 
them were officers. Denny's body was crying out for fluid. He had lost a great deal of 
blood, and they had only been able to restore a certain amount to him. Each day every 
patient was given a mugful of fluid-no more, no less. So he had craved for fluid with a 
terrifying thirst. All the time the eyes of his stern-faced father were upon him. Denny hadn't 
wanted to disappoint this stoic parent, so he had said nothing. Sometimes a patient could 
stand it no longer and would go into a state of hysteria. Then a nurse, or an orderly would 
give a few sips, and perhaps a needle, and the patient would experience temporary 
satisfaction. 

Denny asked a Nipponese officer for his water bottle. The officer gave it to him, with a 
look of pity. He said briefly, “We don't really have a war with Australians. Years ago you 
helped us in our great earthquake.” For Denny that was history. He had been a small boy at 
that time. He shared the water-bottle with the young Cheshire lad. Others looked with 
envy, until orderlies came with buckets of water from the swimming pool. The soldiers left, 
and the sounds of war retreated from the area into which they had come. The staff and 
patients could hear its heavy ominous sounds miles away, but the rumbles had ceased, and 
the hospital was bathed in an unusual silence. 

Finally the war had stopped. Only here and there would come sounds of stuttering guns, 
and then they too would cough and fall into silence. It was at that time that they took the 
patients from the hospital to a building in Singapore city. Denny always remembered the 
name of the building-Fullarton. It was located near the General Post Office, and the coming 
British had raided the stock of stored Christmas food parcels and were feeding the patients 
whilst the war was heavy about them. By the time Denny and the others arrived the battle 
had ceased-for ever. Singapore was busy burying the dead, bowing ritualistically to the 
Nipponese soldiers, and trying to restore normality. 

Inside the Fullarton building Denny lay flat on a stretcher for a day. The staff was busy, 
and somehow they missed him until an irate surgeon found him. He looked at Denny's 
wounds with amazement. That was the first time the fly-blown wounds had been alive with 
and moving with maggots. The surgeon was disgusted. Suddenly the staff saw him, every 
member in that ward, and they bore him to a special bed with a splint, pullies, and weights, 
Also there were cool, white sheets. They washed him, and put a needle into his arm, letting 
him slip away into a restful sleep. 

After that they fed him. He could not believe the things he was seeing. Back in the 
other hospital they had been apportioned one dog-biscuit a day with their mugful of fluid. 
The fluid was cocoa without sugar or milk, but then no one cared what it was, provided it 
was fluid. Here they gave him tea, and cordial, and he could eat cake if he wished. The 
sisters were busy but not too 
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busy to fuss. Denny eyed one of them and decided he must eventually marry her. 
What he did not know was the order which would change things. The Japanese wanted 

the building. The sick and wounded were to be taken to the Changi area, and in particular 
to Roberts' Barracks. The healthy prisoners were to go to Selarang, into the British 
barracks. A year later he learned what had happened, but it was good he did not know at 
that point. 

He did not know that the Japanese had ordered all sick to go, to be taken from the 
building to the prison camp, and none to be left. He did not know that a British surgeon had 
pleaded for the complicated surgical cases. The Japanese were adamant. All must go. The 
surgeon had humbled himself, even in his distaste for the little men, and they had still 
refused. 

“We have nine who will die,” said the surgeon. “They must not be moved.” 
The Japanese officer bowed- “It is regrettable,” he agreed, “but this is a war and we 

need the building.” The British surgeon lost his temper and hit the Japanese officer. A tense 
silence followed. Everyone knew this was the death of the surgeon. The Japanese officer 
looked at the surgeon and said quietly, “That was not really necessary. It would be 
advisable not to do that again.” 

Most unbelievably the incident was finished. Miraculously the British surgeon 
remained alive. Preparations were made quickly to fill the ambulances and take the 
wounded and sick to Changi. Denny was one of the nine who would have died. The 
surgeon ordered lethal doses of morphia. ''Give the poor beggars some last relief,” he said. 
“They'll never make the trip.” 

Denny could recognise pity and love when he saw it. He saw it in the eyes of the 
nursing sisters, and felt it in the touch of their hands. He wondered, vaguely, why there 
were such piles of delicious food and drink, and why the sisters seemed to be continuously 
coming to him and rubbing his arm and giving him needles. He did not have the physical 
strength to eat the food. He would nibble and slip away into some dreamy state until finally 
they came with a stretcher, dismantling his surgical apparatus, and taking him with the 
others. 

Later he heard they all died but one other and himself. He found that puzzling and sad, 
but then in war he knew that to be the way things happened. At the time, of course, he had 
not known of the lethal dose of morphia. It was just that the love and pity in the eyes of the 
nurses had strangely disturbed him. No one told him he was hooked on drugs. Anyway, 
that was not the way they talked in those days. What Denny regretted most was that they 
took the sister he was going to marry. He never did discover what had happened to her. But 
he always remembered her pity. He wondered again about that pity and its strange power to 
disturb him. 
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CHAPTER SIX 

ARLENE'S voice broke in upon him, startling him into the present. “Denny, we'd 
better get up. The Spaights will wonder what has happened to us.” 

For the first time in years Denny found himself confused. He had worked everything 
over these past twenty-eight years to a well-ordered and tight schedule. Even his rest times 
were calculated. His marriage with Marlene had been calculated. He had wanted a mother 
for Esther, a housekeeper for the house, and a companion for himself. Marlene knew that. 
They had been honest about the whole affair. It was not as though they did not love each 
other, for they did. It was not the love he had known for Anna, for how could that be? Also 
it was not the love Marlene had hoped to find with a man. Then, with Denny, how could 
that be? They had long ago come to terms with that sort of thing. 

Now, looking at Marlene, Denny was confused. He was confused because he could not 
stop the flow of memory. This Wirril Creek had somehow opened doors to the citadel of 
his being. Long ago they had been locked, and had he thought about it in this way he would 
have said the hinges had been seized up with rust and disuse. Yet now they were yielding 
easily, and he was not sure this was the way he wanted it. Also Marlene was becoming 
disturbing. She was sharing his pilgrimage with him, and he was confused as to what was 
happening. His confusion had a minor note of terror in it. The sealing of the doors, in the 
past, had been meant to be once for all. Something had told him all those years that he 
could never cope with their opening. Now something else was telling him he could never 
cope until those doors were fully opened, and his past-at least these twenty-eight years-was 
exposed and dealt with. 

All of this seemed unreal to him, as he dressed for the day. It was as though he had 
begun talking with himself-at last! Nevertheless an involuntary shiver went through him, as 
they made their way to the Spaights'. 

When they reached the village of Wirril Creek, Denny found the place puzzling. The 
main road had sliced off the top portion of the village, and the old fodder store was gone. 
Nothing else was changed. It was just that his memory had served him false. He had 
imagined it lined along the main Pacific Highway, but the new highway was a broad 
shining strip, and the portion of the old one, now cut off, had become a meagre village 
main street. 

Marlene could not believe the tiny post office was real. “It's like a toy,” she said, 
amazed. Denny was disturbed too. Somehow it had meant so much to him. There he had 
posted his story manuscripts, and there he had received his cheques. Sometimes they were 
cheques for writing, sometimes for his cream, and other times for his vegetables. As he 
thought about it, the past began pouring in again. He stemmed the tide and went into the 
post office. Whilst he could scarcely have expected his old friend Jed Cowdrey to be there, 
he was surprised at the lack-lustre greeting he received. Jed and he had been very close 

M
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friends. Now a tired, middle-aged man met his gaze. Denny began to introduce himself, but 
the introduction died away in the disinterest of the postmaster. Marlene could feel Denny's 
withdrawal. 

“You wouldn't have known Jed Cowdrey?” Denny asked. 
“Nope,” said the man. “Never knew him.” 
“You would have heard of him,” said Denny. 
“Yep. I've heard of him,” was the answer. 
“Who has the store now?” Denny asked, a trifle desperate. 
“The Bakers have the store,” said the man. Denny searched in his pocket for some 

silver. “I'll take two stamps,” he said, “for posting letters.” 
The man nodded indifferently, and drew the stamps from a drawer. He had nothing else 

to say. 
Before going, Denny asked, “Does Tom Hayworth still live in the district?” 
He saw a faint gleam in the man's eyes. “That he does,” he replied. “What would you 

know of Tom Hayworth?” 
“Just used to  know him,” Denny said. “I used to live here, years ago.” 
“Did you now?” said the postmaster, and Denny detected a note of interest. “And what 

would your name be?” 
“Denny Cardin. I lived down where the Spaights have their place.” 
“Then your wife was Anna?” 
Denny inclined his head. The other man nodded gravely. “Many's the time I've stood at 

her grave and wondered,” he said. “What a day that must have been, that day on 
Pirrawarrinni.” He peered up at Denny. “You ain't visited that grave in many years, no 
doubt?” It was a question, but also a statement of fact. It may even have been a considered 
utterance of condemnation. 

Denny had disciplined his mind. He had refused to go back to the time when they 
lowered Anna into that grave, at the foothill of Pirrawarrinni. Yet suddenly at this question 
the thoughts came rumbling up from below, as though in all those years they had wanted to 
get out into the sunshine and live. But he was not prepared for that-not now, anyway. 

Marlene saw his face whiten and the skin tighten, and she said gently, “Let's go, 
Denny.” 

The postmaster was quick. He said, “I guess you must be the new Mrs Cardin?” 
If it had not been that the moment was tense, Marlene would have smiled. There was 

nothing 'new' about their marriage. Nor for that matter was there anything 'old'. It had 
always been, well, just regular. 

Denny was frowning when they left the post office. She quickly guided him to the local 
store, and they entered, glad of the cool after the heat of the morning. Old Harry Baker 
recognised Denny, but only after introduction. “What do you know?” he said, staring 
earnestly at him. “After all these years!” 

He seemed at a loss for a few moments. Then he began to talk of the various folk who 
had left the district, and what had happened to this one and that, and how those who had 
stayed had fared. He explained how Coolbucca  had grown beyond measure and little old 
Wirril Creek had stayed much as it had always been. 
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“Of course,” he apologised, “it was that highway that did it. Once they cut us off we 
never went ahead.” 

Denny grinned. “It never went ahead before, did it?” he said. 
Harry nodded. “You could be right,” he admitted. He showed a gleam of interest. 

“What brings you back to Wirril Creek?” he asked. “You look prosperous. Guess the years 
have dealt kindly with you.” He had seen the sleek, high-powered vehicle drive into the 
village. Everyone had seen it. 

Denny nodded. “Meet my wife Marlene,” he said. 
They ordered milk-shakes, and stood at the counter, pulling the cool nectar through 

straws. Harry began to talk about the old days again, and reminiscing on the events Denny 
had known. 

“You know,” he said regretfully, “you were the one man who was putting this place on 
the map. I can remember how we got the Progress Hall, and how we put up the fence, and 
planted those trees. Then you went and left us.” He leaned over the counter. “Coolbucca 
has everything going for it. All our produce goes there. They take the milk and the vegies, 
and the stock, and we just live here like we were an outlying suburb, so to speak.” 

He grinned at Denny. “No chance of you coming back?” he asked. 
Denny felt a pang, and then a vague feeling of alarm. “Come back?” he said quickly. 

“Well now, I guess not.” Marlene saw near-panic in his eyes. 
Harry Baker sighed heavily, “Guess it's crazy to put it that way,” he said. “No one ever 

goes back to where he used to live. Especially not this place. But then, that's life, isn't it?” 
He stood there, pondering his own pale truism, and something moved him to edge over to a 
potato sack, and start dishing out the contents. He put them into smaller plastic bags and 
sealed them with tape. 

They finished the long, tall glasses of milk, pushed them back on the counter, and made 
to leave. Harry saluted as they left, and as Denny reached the door he said, “If you feel like 
a bite some evening, come and eat with us. The missus would be real glad.” As Denny 
nodded he added, in a dry voice, “I guess too, there are one or two things you might like to 
hear from the past.” Denny stared at him uncomprehendingly. Harry Baker stood silent, 
looking down. When he looked up he gazed directly at Denny, into his eyes. “Things about 
Pirrawarrinni,” he said, “and the day of the fire.” 

Denny had saluted and was out in the hot sun before he realised what Baker had said: 
“Things about Pirrawarrinni, and the day of the fire.” 

Even Marlene knew that what Baker had said was of enormous importance to Denny. 
They walked in silence to the car, and as they drove back to the farm Denny kept the 
silence intact. He scarcely talked through the meal. She saw the Spaights exchange glances, 
and then they looked towards her with a sense of pity. She answered their questions 
silently. She was saying, “I don't know. I really don't know.” 

Nor did she know, the next day, why Denny went off on his own. It was not like him to 
do that. It was just understood between them that they went everywhere together. Even in 
his business in Sydney he would take her, that is, when Esther was at school or university. 
She hosted his meals with clients. There never had been another woman, except, of course, 
Anna. 
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As he drove along he remembered the time they had stopped the drugs. For some 
reason it was very important to him, now. Of course it had mattered much then, but right at 
this moment it mattered very much. Their own surgeon, the man with the grey hair and the 
tired eyes, but the manner of a father, had told them himself. He had come from the 
medicos' mess, which was most unusual. In the evenings the doctors rested, socialised or 
read books. They would have long, tiring days, and had to work on a minimum allowance 
of food. That was why his coming to them, in the late evening in the crowded, smelly ward, 
was a special event. 

Most of the men had learned how to live without audibly groaning. Also they were used 
to news that had little joy in it. There was the decreasing rate of food ration, the 
diminishing of medical supplies, and the physical deterioration in some patients. There was 
unrest with the growing rate of food rackets, and the pilfering from the main ration stores. 
Some of the cooks were open to bribes. There was always the spectre of the law of the 
jungle, the threat of a breakdown in mutual trust and human security. This quiet, 
middle-aged surgeon was a rock of security. They could trust him, even if others could not 
be trusted. He stood as a rare beacon of light in the gathering darkness. 

“I'm sorry to tell you men,” he said gently, “that we have to preserve our drugs. We've 
had a conference, and from now on there will be no issue of sedatives and pain-killers.” 

The ward became tense, and Denny felt the intake of his own breath. He knew his pain 
never diminished. For some reason it was endless. It had something to do with a 
partially-severed, partially-strangled nerve. The pain was always there. 

“To-night,” they heard the surgeon say, “will be the last issue of these.” 
He had taken a special round then, talking briefly to each patient, getting their 

understanding and assent. Then he was gone. 
The air was thick with oaths. Men exchanged desperate and incredulous looks. They 

were saying, “It can't be true.” Others said, “Maybe the Red Cross will get the news,” but 
no one believed it. Most laughed mirthlessly. 

Denny lay back, stunned. Long ago the stern-faced father had disappeared from sight. It 
was part of the kind of self-defensive measure which each one created for himself, or 
which nature provided; they sought not to remember anything, not even anything from 
yesterday, but to live only in the moment. 

The next day came, and the evening of that day, and then the night. He felt not only the 
pains of the leg wounds, but the new and terrifying pain of withdrawal. No one had told 
him what these were. His whole system ached for the morphia, and he whimpered. He 
called orderlies who were his friends, but they looked at him helplessly. Some pitied him. 
One even said he would pray with him. Normally this might have made sense, but Denny 
waved it off. The orderly went away into the duty room where the staff were barricading 
themselves against the cries of the men. 

The next day was worse. Denny's thin body began to sweat. Great heaving 
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cries came from within, and he tried to suppress them. Terror was gripping him. He looked 
pleadingly at the surgeon, but the surgeon examined his wounds, had them dressed freshly, 
and moved on. Orderlies avoided his bed. He was beginning to realise that something was 
dreadfully wrong. 

Twice he had been decorated for bravery. That, however, was another story. This 
experience had little to do with bravery. He had lain for two days after the operation 
without complaining, and the pain had been intolerable. No cry had left his lips. The 
stern-faced father, and his brothers, had kept him quiet. Here, however, it seemed he had 
lost his moral integrity. He was a shattered person, bewildered and disintegrating. 

The hours passed. The terrible pains were not in his leg now, but in his stomach, in his 
limbs, and most of all in his mind. They had burrowed there like dark demons. Sometimes 
he was pitiful, crying out to the orderlies to help him. Other times he felt maniacal, and at 
yet other times he would become obsessively cunning. He had persuasive arguments that 
he, of all the patients, needed morphia. They even brought needles, but he knew with 
incredible discernment that they were filled with distilled water. 

“It's not that way,” he would cry out. “If I need a needle give me one, but if I don't, then 
don't give me water. I'm not a fool.” 

While it was happening one part of him was stunned. He was going down into the great 
darkness. He had seen others go into it already, and these men became morose, quiet, and 
bitter. Some of them lived in silent cynicism. The world was wrong, and only they were 
right, and after a time they capitulated to the thought that they, too, were wrong. Cynicism 
would die to apathy and blank torpor. This was the great darkness. 

Behind the suffering lay something even more terrible. It was loss of faith in himself. It 
was as though he was seeing a different Denny from one he had known. This was a person 
who was foreign to him. Much of his life had been conditioned by religious faith, and much 
of it by cultural faith, the belief that Australians were generally of good stock, and could 
hold their heads high. Vaguely he knew this belief had something to do with school 
training, singing patriotic songs and having an annual Empire Day celebration. He had not 
questioned the civic dignitaries nor the nationalistic speeches of those days. It had all 
seemed so sane and true. History spoke mainly of a special race, a true breed-British 
bulldogs. Australians-being the transplanted species-had flourished even more. They were 
a cut above even the race back there at 'home'. They were special. The great Anzac event 
had given them a unique place under the sun and, of course, under the Southern Cross. 

Now it all seemed empty, futile, even inane. Before this time, the tense reports of 
rackets, the repressed anger of patients who could not fend for themselves, and the 
arrogance of some of the black marketeers  had already begun to eat into him like an acid. 
Others might lack integrity, but that wasn't him! And now he, too, had to be ashamed of 
himself with the knowledge that to get morphia he could be as cunning as the rest. This was 
the main element which lay behind his suffering, and it was proving more terrible than the 
suffering itself. It was what some would call 'loss of self-esteem'. 
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He had noticed, too, how many of the prisoners averted their eyes when greeting one 
another. Their gaze would drop listlessly to the ground. He recognised the growing torpor 
and apathy. He knew that this, too, was something he, himself, had to fight. Some had 
begun to put up shutters, and to withdraw within themselves. A few sought the refuge of 
the psychiatric ward. They were very few, but they clung to their human hide-out. 

He battled on in the world of his pains, his terrors and his sweats. If possible his body 
became even thinner. The three men came as usual, but Terry stayed only a minute. Brett 
and Tommy said it was 'the surgical smell' which did it, and this puzzled Denny. He could 
smell nothing! He used to wonder at the pain and pity in their eyes. He had wondered, then, 
about many things. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

ARLENE was speaking to him. “What kind of stories did you write?” 
He looked at her, amazed. “You mean you've never read them?” he asked. 

She shook her head. “I always knew where they were, in that folder in the study, but I 
never touched them. I always understood we had a pact, and that was never to probe into 
your past.” 

He nodded, and looked contrite. “I guess you're right,” he said, and he sighed. “Not that 
I ever said it to you that way, but that is how it must have come through.” 

“That is how it came through,” she agreed gently. 
He stopped the car, slipped out, searched about in the boot, and returned with the bound 

volume of his stories. He pushed it towards her. “They aren't all in this,” he said. 
“Nevertheless the best are there.” He looked at her with a mute appeal in his eyes. “Please 
read them,” he said. 

Her eyes widened. “I've been waiting for you to say that for years. Denny, I'll love 
reading them. But tell me, what kind of stories did you write?” 

He stared ahead, over the wheel. “Light and joy,” he said. “They were for a bruised and 
hurt world. The world needed light and sweetness. I learned that kind of story from my 
English friends. Pommies know how to write gently. It belongs to their countryside, and to 
quiet fields and soft skies. It doesn't much belong here, but we needed that, just after the 
war. I needed it, and Anna helped me see it. So I wrote light, and sweet and gentle.” 

He looked at her. “Then there were the hard stories, the gutsy ones. They had strength 
in them I suppose. They were masculine, hard, and realistic. I guess I had been reading 
Hemingway and Steinbeck overmuch in the camp, and I thought they were realists. So we 
needed some realism. So I wrote those stories.” 

He paused and looked towards Pirrawarrinni. “Then there were the stories connected 
with our mission. Anna helped me with those, too.” 

She spoke softly, so as not to scare him. “What were the mission ones about?” 
He kept staring, almost as though he had not heard her. Then he said quietly, “They 

were about having faith. Most people had lost faith. They needed faith badly.” 
She was nonplussed. “You mean religion?” she said, incredulous. 
He shook his head. “Not just religion. People can be religious without faith. Also it is 

true that some have faith without religion.” 
“Faith in what?” she asked. 
“Faith in everything,” he said. 
“You mean having faith in yourself and others?” she demanded. 
He shook his head again. “That cannot be,” he said slowly. “That imposes too much on 

others, and on oneself. No, I do not mean that.” 

M
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She sought desperately to find him where he was. He seemed to have withdrawn, and to 
be as far away as Pirrawarrinni, and as ponderous. She had never heard him talk like this, 
and yet she had never known him so remote. She thought of the many times they had been 
to church, and how, in the worship, he seemed to withdraw, as though he were lost in his 
own thoughts. Whilst he liked an intelligent preacher, and would often show interest in 
what was said, yet no one seemed to say the thing he was waiting to hear. No, she would 
never have called Denny a religious man. She knew he went to church because that was 
part of the Wahroonga culture. Also Esther went to a church school, and it was 
half-expected that parents would support the principle of churches. 

“Why can't you have faith in people?” she asked. “And how could you have faith in 
everything if you could not trust people?” 

“I doubt whether I could explain,” he said, and she noticed pain coming into his eyes. 
“It is a very complicated subject.” Then he smiled at her. “You'll just have to accept what I 
say, and read the stories. Then you'll understand—I hope.” 

For a time a silence dropped about them, and they both drowsed in the North Coast sun. 
She was thinking, “How clever he has been over the years. How astutely he has concealed 
his true person. I have known only the person he has conditioned himself to be. What will I 
find if he becomes himself again, on this trip?” 

He was thinking, “If only Anna had not died. If only that tragedy had not happened. 
Anna knew what there was to know, but then I never really got to Anna. I never really got 
the matter from her.” Whilst he was saying this to himself he knew that was not true. It was 
Anna who had been unable to get to him, in the ultimate. He had constantly hidden 
something from her, and he was beginning to realise that his pain over her death was 
because of what he had withheld. Even this puzzled him. He knew he had never 
deliberately concealed anything from her. If, from the deepest depth, he had been able to 
share the last drop of himself, then he could have helped. 

He saw Marlene staring ahead and her eyes were a deep purple, reflecting the ancient 
haze of Pirrawarrinni. The volume of stories lay on her lap. He decided that she looked 
lovely, and realised in the same moment that he had not thought of her as lovely in those 
early days. It was her crispness, her confidence, her utter lack of superficiality or suburban 
sophistication which had attracted him. He had known instinctively that she would make a 
superb mother for Esther, and a calm wife for himself. She was tidy. She would fit his 
home perfectly. Nothing would be disturbed. All things would be confirmed in their place. 

Now he was not sure of her. He realised his pilgrimage to this North Coast had been a 
private one. It was personal to him, and not for her. Yet he had lacked the courage to do it 
alone. He knew, even back at Sydney, that she was necessary. He might not have been able 
to come on his own. A thin line of irritation grew within him. He had needed Anna, and 
then for years he had done without anyone; but now he had come to need Marlene. He 
knew that this fact 
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said something about himself, but what it was he could not determine. His brow furrowed. 
His irritation increased to alarm. He asked questions of himself. Suppose Marlene could 
understand the past when she knew it? Suppose she could understand what Anna had 
understood, and wanted to communicate. He looked furtively at her, but she was unaware 
of what he was thinking. 

 
He was thinking, “If the past comes clear, then I will be another man. I will be the 

person I always wanted to be.” Then he thought, “How can that ever be. Not even with 
Anna could it have happened. If Anna had not been able to do it, then how could Marlene 
even understand, much less accomplish the change?” 

 
Denny turned the car off the main road, into a side track. High-grown maize was green 

against the red basalt soil. Clumps of tallow-woods were grouped in the lush grass of the 
pastures. Here and there huge basalt boulders were rooted in the hillside. The ancient range 
out of which Pirrawarrinni had been born was covered with semi-tropical growth. Cabbage 
palms were silhouetted along the skyline, and beneath them, far back, was a farmhouse. 
Denny took the dusty drive that led to it, turning into it from the road, and crossing an iron 
ramp. The car shuddered across its rounded grating. Then they spun towards the house. 

Marlene asked, “Whose house is this?” 
Denny frowned a little. “I'm not sure. This place used not to be here.” 
Marlene felt his tension. By this time they were at the house. The usual set of bails, neat 

in structure, were set apart, with their cow yards, some distance from the house. 
As Denny drove towards the house, a man came at some haste from the cow yards. He 

was well-built, heavy, and red-faced. He was dressed in overalls. Marlene felt his hostility. 
As he came he shouted, “What do you want? What brings you here?” 

She saw Denny was even more tense. Inwardly, he was trembling. He braked the car, 
and got out. He was about to speak when he saw who it was. Marlene saw his face whiten, 
and his hands tighten until the knuckles showed white. 

“You'd be Tom Hayworth,” said Denny in a low, even voice. 
“What of that?” asked the dairyman. “And how would you know?” 
“I'm Denny,” said the low, even voice. “Denny Cardin.” 
Marlene could see the man was stunned! Then his voice whispered, “Denny Cardin? It 

can't be you.” 
 “It's me all right,” said Denny. “I didn't know you lived here. I thought you had your 

place back on the Coolbucca road.” 
Tom Hayworth didn't seem to hear those words. Marlene could see he was disturbed. 

His face, if anything, flushed into a deeper red. His hands worked, clenching and 
unclenching. Then he blurted, “What brings you here?” 

Denny seemed calm now, and, Marlene thought, more master of himself. He said 
slowly, “I don't rightly know. I think I want to tidy up some things with myself. Maybe 
some things from the past.” 

The other man said thickly, “Let the past be the past. The past is a long time 
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gone.” Then he seemed to mutter to himself, “Nothing good comes of going back to the 
past.” He looked at Denny, “How come you knew I was here?” 

Denny shook his head. “I didn't,” he said. “I remembered that Father Thwaites had his 
holiday shack out this way, and I wanted to see if he was still here.” 

Hayworth shook his head angrily. “Thwaites! That old dodderer! ! He's been gone 
many a day. Has his shack now over at Beachy Head.” He looked even angrier. “Good 
riddance to the old fool,” he said. “I can't imagine why you should come looking for him.” 

Denny said coolly, “It is very interesting, anyway, to know where you are.” He seemed 
to have lost interest in Hayworth and the place. His eyes were taking on that abstract look 
which Marlene knew so well. Denny was going back into himself. He looked at her and 
muttered, “I guess we'll be getting back.” He turned to Hayworth. “Beachy Head, you said, 
eh? I guess it won't be difficult to find him.” He moved towards the car. 

Hayworth stood in front of him, between Denny and the car. “Tell me, Cardin,” he said, 
“why you really came out here. Looking for me, weren't you?” 

Denny looked puzzled. “Looking for you? Why should I look for you? I've no great 
cause to look for you, but maybe you could have helped me to tidy up some things from the 
past. I guess I was mistaken. Old friendships seem to have a way of dying with the years.” 

Marlene saw a look of relief in the eyes of the farmer. Then she saw a certain arrogance 
grow in him. He said aggressively, “Best you don't come out here again. We like privacy 
here, we do. That's why we got on Back Road. You can leave us be, if you don't mind.” 

 “I don't mind,” answered Denny slowly, and he was looking at the farmer with a 
puzzled look. Then he added quietly, “Something tens me I should mind, but I don't quite 
understand why.” He stared at Hayworth. “Maybe, one day, I will understand. 

Marlene could have sworn it was fear she saw, momentarily, in the eyes of the 
dairyman. Then he became aggressive again. “If I were you,” he said, “I'd let the past be 
the past, and disturb nothing. And 'Good day' to you, Mr Denny Cardin.” He turned 
abruptly and almost ran towards his cow yards. Denny watched him, strangely puzzled. 
Inwardly he was deeply disturbed. Something within him was reaching out to this angry, 
arrogant man, something which had been rejected. 

 “There's something wrong there,” he mused, “something very wrong.” He looked at 
Marlene and she could see he was disturbed, even faintly excited. “He could never keep his 
eyes off Anna,” he said. “Worshipped the ground she walked on. I always had the feeling 
he was jealous of me. I had the impression he didn't think I was worthy of her.” 

 “Did he think he was?” Marlene asked, with sudden insight. 
Denny nodded. “You could be right,” he said, and he watched Tom Hayworth until the 

man disappeared inside his bails. Then he looked around the hills and sighed. Almost as 
though it were an afterthought he said, “I wonder where Tom Hayworth was that day?” 
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“What day?” asked Marlene, but Denny did not hear her. They walked to the car. 
Marlene had the feeling that the answer to her question was important; in fact, that it was 
very important indeed. 

As they drove back to the Spaights', Marlene asked, “Who is Father Thwaites?” Her 
question brought a gleam of interest to Denny's eyes. 

“A most remarkable bloke,” he said. “A priest, an Anglican priest. Most unusual. He 
was parish priest in this district for years. Operated from Coolbucca but was always out at 
the Creek. Shared in everything you could think of. Knew everyone, and went into every 
home. Had the idea that only that which was Anglican was true, and yet when you got to 
know him he wasn't bigoted at all. Had a fantastic knowledge of human beings and what 
makes them tick. He and Anna were great friends.” He paused. “He buried Anna,” he said. 

Marlene noticed that he was becoming a trifle more animated. The memory of the priest 
seemed to do something for him. “Incredible sense of humour,” he commented, “and 
unusually wise. I liked the man. He'd talk for hours.” He grinned ruefully. “Argue, more 
like it,” he commented- “He was a great one for arguing. Somewhere, way back, there was 
Irish in his family.” 

 “And we'll see him?” asked Marlene. 
Denny nodded. “You bet,” he said, with unusual warmth. “I'll go out to Beachy Head 

tomorrow. Old Hicken used to be on the Beachy Head Road. We'll have a look at his old 
place.” 

Marlene had a feeling that the self-contained accountant of Cardin and Carruthers was 
beginning to be a little less self-contained, a trifle more the Denny who must have been a 
more out-going person in former days. She had a feeling that Father Thwaites might 
provide some clues to the past Denny, and even be a key to open up that person to her. 

She had a strong conviction that the Denny of earlier years might prove to be a person 
quite other than the present Denny to whom she was married. Behind the strong feeling she 
also had a fear, and the fear had to do with Anna, and Tom Hayworth, and other things 
hidden in the deep and chilling mists of the past. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 

HE Spaight home was well appointed. The rooms were air-conditioned, and the 
air-conditioning was a single unit housed outside so that there was no noise. At the 

most Denny could feel a faint tremor of the air. Because the house was sealed he could not 
hear the noises of the night. He wondered, as he lay there, whether he would always have 
to see, in bits and pieces, the scene which would constitute the film of his life story. Each 
time they were quiet whether in the car, or at night in the room, or even when he sat out on 
the front verandah looking across the grassy undulations-the past would come up. Nothing 
like this had happened before they had left Wahroonga for the North Coast. Now it kept 
recurring time after time. 

Perhaps this was what his pilgrimage was all about. He had never felt the need for a 
psychiatrist, but perhaps the ancient wisdom of these old hills would heal him. “Heal him!” 
He started at the thought. “Heal? What was there to heal? He had managed well in the past 
twenty-eight years. He had needed no healing.” He thought of his home, and the business, 
and then of Marlene and Esther. “Things had really been managed quite nicely.” His mind 
could move back naturally into those years-without fear. It was only when he thought of 
the years of war and the prison camp, and the immediate post-war years, that he felt 
disturbed. 

 

***** 

 
He remembered the time when Tommy had come across from the barracks to the 

hospital. Tommy had told him that the little bits of food were finished. He and Brett and 
Terry were going to have to leave, on a work-party. They were going north. The Nip 
officers had said it would be different. Plenty of food up there, and the work would be 
pleasant. Not that anyone believed them, but they hoped for better things than the Changi 
camp. 

“We just can't get anyone who will look after you,” said Tommy, troubled. 
“And we've never touched the black market. We never had stomach for that.” 
Denny had been sitting up in bed. The surgeon said it was about time. All this had 

happened after the incident of the foot. His right foot had been encased in a boot with the 
extension on it, and no one worried too much about the foot. It was when he saw the ants 
going in and out that he had worried a little. He could have sworn they were taking fine 
slivers of skin in their mandibles. 

And so they were. When they took the shoe off, the ants had made galleries in his flesh. 
The flesh was anaesthetic because of the injured nerve. At one point the bones of the toes 
showed. Even the hardened orderlies had thought that a bit much. So he had to exercise his 
leg on the bed. One day, soon, he would walk. 

T 
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Brett didn't go, but Tommy and Terry did. Terry never returned, and Tommy came back 
a year later, but he was so stupefied that Denny could not believe it was the Tommy he had 
known. 

In that year a lot happened to Denny, and it was that year Denny was remembering. He 
had left Marlene sleeping and had gone out on to the verandah. The warm air drifted in, 
and with it the noises of the cattle. A lone bull was crying to a dam, and curlews were 
sending their weeping wail up into the hills. 

Denny remembered the day when everything had borne down on him. Maybe someone 
would explain it as a depression, but then what was a depression? What happened had been 
building up for a long time. He had been sick, during the last days of the battle-action, sick 
of the perpetual cry of “Every man for himself!” He knew that this represented a 
breakdown in human relationships. He had heard the stories of men fighting their way 
aboard ship so that they could escape from the defeat and carnage of a lost war, of men 
even forcing women back on to the wharf so that they could take their places on the 
departing vessels. Around them had been the billowing oil fires, and men looked like 
stricken animals with the whites of the eyes showing through their grimy faces. Suddenly it 
had become a horrible jungle of fighting and self–preservation, where the overriding aim of 
everyone was to secure his own life, even by horrific methods. 

Then had come the stories of the ethical breakdown. As the men had moved into the 
prison camp they had been asked to pool the food that they had brought with them. It was 
precious little to any one person, but when pooled it looked significant. But soon the 
rumours began to spread: certain privileged persons had used much of it for themselves; 
cooks were being bribed for extra food; quartermasters and others taking their rake-off. 
Denny knew the situation was desperate; he had been trained in a Christian ethic but 
looked in vain to see it operating. 

There was the one chaplain he had really admired, and now it was said that he was one 
of the greatest of the racketeers. Denny was stunned. He nursed his anger and resentment 
until it froze hard within him, and terrible depression came upon him. He heard stories too 
of the theft of drugs, and the sale of them on the black market. 

He had come through his own drug problem. He remembered the day he was out in the 
sunlight after the long days and nights of sweat and pain and struggle. He had thought it 
could not end, Yet it did. He was free. His body still had pain, and strong pain at that, but 
within he was free. 

Sitting there, in the North Coast night, Denny knew his drug withdrawal might have 
added to his depression. It was also true that his body had been weak and emaciated, but as 
he remembered he knew his mind was alert now in a way it had not been since those days. 
Hunger then had sharpened his intellectual sensitivity. Sometimes he had read three books 
in a day, and had photographed page after page with his mind. If he had been given the 
books even now, he could have turned to the right page and shown the paragraph he had 
imprinted on his memory. 
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It had not been just physical weakness or post-drug withdrawal which had brought 
about the crisis. It had been the total affront to all his thinking which had been so traumatic. 

He remembered the day he had gone to a worship service. They had taken him on a 
stretcher, and he had liked the sensation-the lilting jog of the orderlies as they carried him. 
Above, the sky had been a brilliant blue, and unusually clear for a tropical day. He had 
been taken into the little chapel, and the tall, angular padre had read the service. He waited 
eagerly for the message. “Now,” he thought, “this man will explain the whole horrible 
mix-up.” He lay there, expecting some remarkable rationalisation of the affairs of mankind, 
a rationale of war and greed, an explanation of selfishness and exploitation. He craved for 
an intelligent explanation. 

There was none. Even now, as Denny sat with his head between his hands, he could 
remember the whole unbelievable episode. It was not that the chaplain said anything 
foolish. It was just that he spoke as though no war had happened, no greed had seized them 
within the camp, and no prisoner lay dead because of the selfishness of other prisoners. 
There was no mention of pain, no explanation of suffering. Only a dry religious message 
out of this long sombre figure. 

He had felt like retching, but there was nothing to retch. Instead he lay there clenching 
and unclenching his fists, and feeling a dreadful anger grow within him, and as they lifted 
him to take him away his eyes blazed at the chaplain. The chaplain stared at him 
uncomprehendingly. Perhaps he felt sorry for the maladjusted patient. Denny thought, 
“Perhaps he has lived in an ecclesiastical fort of his own, or an ivory castle, a tower into 
which no one may penetrate.” 

It was after this that the storm broke. First he was agnostic. Then he was atheistic. Then 
he hated the world, and men, and even himself. He was morose and bitter. At the same time 
he was superbly selfless. If the whole camp were to be involved in racket he would not be. 
He was too proud to curse God, too depressed to accept comfort, and too bitter to believe in 
anything but what he himself would do. 

Sitting there, on the Spaight verandah, he remembered, and he knew what the poet had 
meant about iron entering into the soul. In his perversity, when he could hobble about he 
would go to chapel and listen to the padres or to the worshippers. He thought their hymns 
hollow when they were sung. The actual words of them he found to be remarkable, even 
incredibly wonderful. But he was sure no one knew their meaning. In any case the hymns 
could not be true, and their singing of them was a mockery: he had decided that. 

He remembered the bitterness he had felt against religion. He had created questions and 
posed them scornfully to the chaplains, and had laughed at their attempts to answer him. 
He watched them skirt away from him when he crossed the camp quadrangle. 

There was one chaplain who did not skirt away from him. That was Aubrey. Aubrey 
probably thought he had nothing to lose. In action he had been in a perpetual funk. Also, 
from time to time the men had found him absolutely blithered, sodden with drink. In those 
times he was unusually eloquent. He 
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preached his best sermons when drunk. Sober, he was unbelievably pompous. He had a 
rich English accent, about Oxford level, although he had been born in Australia. But he was 
only affected in his speech, not in his personality. 

Sober, he was also lugubrious. He had a long face, very much like a spaniel. Denny 
remembered the full, almost bulbous eyes, with their soft depths. They too were 
spaniel-like. In his rage to decimate the things of his former faith, Denny had taken on this 
special creature, and was even more enraged when he met rebuff. Aubrey had a way of 
sniffing, putting his head in the air, and even giving it a supercilious toss. Denny had not 
known how to cope with that. 

One day he took Denny aside and talked to him, chewing his teeth within his mouth, 
drawing in his sensuous lips, and slightly laughing with his eyes to give the lie to his 
lugubriosity. “Denny,” he said mysteriously, “I know you are clever. You are very clever. 
Prove God to you? Never! I don't have to prove Him. I know Him.” 

He pranced about like a draught-horse. “I know! I know! I know!” he cried 
triumphantly. Then he pointed a finger at Denny. He drew in his cheeks, chewed at them 
with his teeth, and said, “And so do you, my son.” 

Denny had liked that. He never let Aubrey know, but he liked it. In a way he liked 
being defeated. In his best moments he was hopeful that there would be a place for faith, 
although in his angry moments he spat rage at the whole religious deal. 

He also remembered Long John. Long John was a Presbyterian chaplain. He had gone 
through the fighting in a different manner from Aubrey. He had faced it as had any other 
man. Denny doubted whether he had tried to comfort even one soldier. He seemed to 
expect them to handle that themselves. He believed in preaching well, and teaching well, 
and helping in physical ways with available comforts and amenities, but when it came to 
boosting morale by devotional preaching he was right out of his depth. Denny was never 
sure whether he saw faith as a thing of the heart or a thing of the head. His intellect was 
most unusual for an army chaplain. Denny's impression of most army clergy was that they 
were extraverts. They loved the rough and ready life of the troops. At the worst they were 
irreligious, and at the best, boosters of fallen morale. 

Long John was different. He appreciated Denny's diatribes. He even nodded assent. At 
the same time he gave the impression that what Denny was declaiming was in fact 
intellectual chicken-feed, very immature reasoning. He lent Denny some of the Russian 
writers—Dostoevsky, Tolstoy and Turgenov. “When you have read them we will talk,” he 
said. “Meanwhile, go through your pilgrimage.” 

 “Pilgrimage?” Denny had said, staring at him. “What pilgrimage?” 
Long John looked mildly surprised. “Your pilgrimage of faith,” he said. 
Denny had laughed at that. “Faith!” he exclaimed. “I don't have any. 11 

Long John had looked at him incredulously. “You're just finding it,” he said. “What you 
had before wasn't faith.” Then he had corrected himself. “Leastways not mature faith,” he 
had added. 

Sitting there, on the verandah, and looking across the dark paddocks with 
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even darker Pirrawarrinni looming behind them, Denny felt his head aching. Then he 
knew it wasn't only his head. It was also his heart. He wished, angrily, that he could stop 
this unwanted tide of memory rushing in upon him. He felt weary with remembering, but 
then he also knew that the pilgrimage which he had once thought over was not, as yet, 
completed. He thought of going back to Marlene and trying to sleep, but he could not. 

Suddenly, as he looked up he saw a light. It was unbelievable; a light on Pirrawarrinni, 
shining out from its peak. It was a deep red in colour. Then below it showed another light 
which was yellow, or gold. The lower light was small, mild, almost unseen. The higher 
light was heavy, formidable, and glowing with warning. He felt a thrill of alarm, and a 
sense, also, of foreboding. 

This was too startling for him at the moment. He went back to Marlene, and finally 
drifted into deep sleep. 

TALL GROW THE TALLOW-WOODS 45

CHAPTER NINE 

AT breakfast Denny asked Ken Spaight about the red light on Pirrawarrinni. “Oh, that's 
an air-beacon,” Ken said, “to warn planes away from the mountain. It is on top of the 
coaxial structure.” When Denny looked puzzled he added, “There is a great pylon up there. 
You can't see much of it from this side, and, as you know, the gums are pretty tall up there. 
They also have the firewatcher's lookout up in the pylon. As a matter of fact they have 
quite a thing going up there.” 

Denny was bewildered. “Do you mean there is a road to the top of the mountain?” he 
asked. 

 “Has been for many years,” Spaight said. “You ought to take a trip up there.” 
Denny went cold. Marlene looked at him, curiously. “What about it?” she asked him. 

“Could we go for a drive?” 
Denny was remembering that hot, dry day, when the mountain quivered in the heat, and 

the cattle clung to the shade of the trees, or went down into the water of the brown creeks. 
He could visualise the thick blue haze around Pirrawarrinni, and then the trucks which had 
drawn up near the Tallow-wood Farm cow yards, bringing the picnickers to the great hill. 

“Maybe we will one day,” he said, “but not for the moment.” 
He realised three pairs of eyes were on him, looking at him with curiosity. He realised 

his feelings must be showing, and said hastily, “I want to get out to see Father Thwaites.” 
Ken Spaight's face cleared. “Old Father Tom, eh?” he said. “Great old guy is Father 

Tom. Often comes to have a meal with us. You'll find him out on the Beachy Head Road, 
just before you get into Beachy Head itself. just past old Hicken's farm.” 

Denny said, “You mean Hicken's old farm, not old Hicken's farm?” 
Spaight shook his head. “Old Hicken still lives out there,” he said. “One of his sons 

runs the place, and he just lives there. Too old to do any work, but he still delights in the 
old place. Took on asparagus and peanuts, but I guess you know that.” 

Denny nodded his head. He wondered a lot about old Elias Hicken. He must have been 
in his late sixties when Denny had left the Creek. That would put him, now, into his 
nineties. Elias had represented the old Wirril Creek, and its pre-war days. He had always 
seemed bewildered by the new days, the post-war days. Denny remembered him with deep 
affection. 

***** 

As they turned off the Coast road Denny noticed that what had once been the old track 
to Beachy Head was now a shining bitumen highway. He shook his head with disbelief. He 
said to Marlene, “If you could see it as it was.” Then he began to laugh. 
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They had just passed a little grocery store and milk bar, and behind it was a small 
village, “We came out here with Hank the Yank,” he said. “Good old Hank!” 

 “More memories?” said Marlene with mild asperity. He nodded, and his eyes were 
crinkled again. “Hank the Yank was a great artist,” he said, “and he married as soon as we 
reached Australia. Elly, his wife, had a poor sense of humour. Anna and Hank and I were 
full of fun and jokes, and we would go off into laughter at the drop of a hat. It was riotous. 
Elly would sit there with disdain. She thought we were nuts.” Denny sobered a little. “I 
guess we were,” he said, “but it was the dog that did it.” 

Marlene didn't ask, “What dog?” She knew Denny would tell her. 
He did. “When we first came to that shop,” he said, gesturing backwards, 
there was a beautiful blue heeler. He was full of muscles and beautiful white teeth. He 

was a ripper. They didn't work him on the stock and he was madcrazy for some exercise, 
and so he had developed a game. He would wait until a car would approach, and he had it 
sized up-speed, and line, and all. When it came near he would rush out furiously, and bite 
at the tyres as though he would rip them off. Coming back from Beachy Head the Yank 
said, 'Watch this,' so we watched. He drove along at his usual speed. The dog watched and 
sized up the speed, the time we would arrive, and so on. He set his jaws, bared his teeth, 
put on his murderous and threatening look, bunched his muscles like steady balls of 
steel-and waited.” 

Marlene watched the crinkles grow around Denny's eyes. Denny threw up his hands off 
the wheel and shouted uproariously. “That Hank just quietly dropped speed, slowly applied 
the brakes, and drew up to a stop just where the dog was.” 

Denny had exploded with fun, and the tears were running down his face. “Marl,” he 
said, “it was tremendous. That dog didn't know what to do. His look froze on his face. His 
bared lips remained without a movement of muscle, and he looked stunned. In fact he was 
embarrassed. Slowly he loosened his muscles, and regained himself, but he didn't move. 
Hank, Anna and I were hysterical with laughing. Elly looked at us in disgust, and then 
asked, 'What's funny, anyway?' and that made it worse. We just couldn't contain ourselves. 
We cried and wept, and finished up all over each other, exhausted.” 

Marlene laughed. “What about the dog?” she asked. She was thinking that she had not 
previously seen this Denny. 

He looked at her. “I guess it suffered from frustration neurosis after that.” He grinned. 
“It slowly got up, went over to the nearest stump, and rid itself of embarrassment. Hank 
went into the shop and bought ice-creams for us all. I guess Elly gave it to him that night.” 

***** 

They could see the long rows of green asparagus long before they reached them. Denny 
was mildly surprised by the cream-bricks-and-red-tile farmhouse. The usual dairy sheds 
were lacking, but behind the house were large iron 

TALL GROW THE TALLOW-WOODS 47

buildings which Denny knew must represent a factory. Near the building was a car park 
with a dozen or so cars. Denny drove towards the house. 

They walked up the steps to the front verandah. An old man with thin white hair was 
dozing in a wicker-cane chair. Denny looked at him for a moment until he was sure it was 
old Elias. Then he said gently, “Mr. Hicken!” The old man slept on, and a door opened 
somewhere. Denny turned and saw a middleaged woman. She looked at him, inquiringly. 

Denny said, “I wanted to meet old Mr. Hicken. I knew him years ago.” 
“You're Mr. Cardin,” she said, “Denny Cardin.” He nodded, surprised. 
 “We heard you were here,” she said. “Ralph said you were up here. We know the 

Spaights well. Ken helps a lot with the machinery for canning and bottling the vegies. 
Ralph said he thought you might come out.” She smiled and moved towards old Elias. 
Shaking him gently she said, “Dad. It's a visitor for you.” Old Elias woke suddenly, looked 
at his son's wife, and then up at Denny. In a moment he had recognised Denny. A trace of a 
tear appeared, and he seemed mildly agitated. 

“Denny Cardin, of all people,” he said. “They told me you were here.” 
Denny stemmed the flood of memories which were pressing up against him. It's good to 

see you again,” he said. “You look remarkably well.” 
Ralph's wife jenny went in to brew tea and butter cup-cakes, and the three sat in cane 

chairs, chatting away with the old man. After a time Ralph came across from the factory in 
answer to a ring from jenny. He was obviously delighted to see Denny. 

“Can't forget it was you that put us on to irrigation, and growing crops that had never 
been known in Wirril Creek.” He laughed, reminiscing. “Now they think these crops were 
always grown. In those days it was maize for the cattle in the summer, with a bit of 
sorghum. In the winter it was oats. For the rest it was potatoes, carrots and peas.” Then he 
remembered and looked towards Pirrawarrinni. “Of course, it was bananas up the slopes of 
Pirrawarrinni and the other hills.” When he mentioned the mountain's name he looked at 
Denny. Denny turned away and was silent for a moment. 

Old Man Hicken reminisced as they drank tea and ate cup-cakes. He talked about the 
hard times during the war, and the day when young Jimmy Hickey had led him into a 
dream about irrigation. It had only been when Denny had set it up, however, that he had 
been able to grow crops. Then Ralph had come home, and things had progressed. “I guess 
we never dreamed of having a property like this,” he added. He waved across the 
asparagus, the peanuts and the other crops. “We process most other crops in the district, 
too,” he said. 

He looked at Denny. “Do you good to go up Pirrawarrinni. Everything's changed. They 
grow bananas lower down than before. New types of fruit that can resist the frost better. In 
fact everything's changed on the mountain.” When Denny turned away, Ralph persisted. “I 
reckon you mustn't miss going up the mountain. There is a whole new world there. You 
just wouldn't know it.” 

Denny had the distinct impression that Ralph was trying to get a message through to 
him. He looked towards the mountain again. Maybe his view of it had been almost 
mystical, perhaps pantheistic, and even somewhat super 
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-stitious. Why shouldn't he see Anna's grave? He suddenly remembered that the postmaster 
had often been at the grave. He wondered with a smouldering of inner anger whether 
Hayworth had gone to it. He had a sudden vision of Tom Hayworth putting flowers on the 
grave. And the anger flared within him. 

Ralph must have sensed something of his thoughts. “Old ghosts must be put to rest 
sometime, you know.” From anyone else it would have sounded like an empty cliché. From 
Ralph it was different. It was like a hand stretched out to help. 

Denny accepted it. “I guess we'll do that,” he said, but his voice was tired. 
Marlene felt the tone, rather than heard it. She said, “Denny, hadn't we better try to see 

Father Thwaites? That was the idea, you remember.” 
Denny nodded. He looked across at Ralph. “Thanks for that,” he said. “I guess you are 

right.” 
From the day Anna had been buried in the foothill grave, he had not visited it. He had 

taken little Esther and they had gone to his mother's home. He had studied to complete his 
accountancy, and then had joined a firm. Later he was able to launch out on his own. Not 
even though Esther suggested it time and again, in those early days, would he return to 
Wirril Creek. Letters had come to them from the North Coast, but they had remained 
unanswered. Gradually the years had folded over the past until it was as a dead thing. 

In the car Marlene said, “What wonderful people-the Hickens.” 
 “Anna thought so too,” he said gently. Marlene thought she could hear Anna's name 

now, without pain. 
She looked at Denny. “I gather Anna was loved by many,” she said. 
Denny nodded. He had a thin smile about his lips. “Well, you could say that,” he 

agreed. 
They were silent then, all the way until they reached the Thwaites' shack. They were 

conscious it was noon, and probably time for the midday meal. Yet both knew, somehow, 
that Denny had to meet old Father Thwaites and talk with him. 

Marlene sensed even more, as they drew up by the unpainted shack, that Denny needed, 
very much, to talk. Already she could see the inwards-turning look of his eyes, and only the 
appearance of Tom Thwaites on the tumble-down front verandah put those returning 
memories to flight. Denny jumped out, and, forgetting Marlene, raced towards the 
grey-haired priest. 

***** 

Tom Thwaites included her in the conversation, but in fact he was speaking only to 
Denny. She did not mind that. Denny seemed to throw back his controlled years-the years 
in which she had known him-and to be now where he had been in the other days of his 
Wirril Creek existence. They chatted over old friends, old incidents, old happenings. For 
some reason or other Denny skirted away from the subjects of Anna, his post-Wirril Creek 
days, and he made no mention of Tom Hayworth, although Marlene knew that Hayworth 
figured largely in his thinking. She wondered when the two would get to the point. 
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She said to Father Thwaites, “We didn't bring any lunch. Maybe I could go on to the 
village and get some while you and Denny talk.” 

Tom Thwaites would have none of that. “We have everything we need here,” he said, 
“especially if you can cook eggs and a bit of steak.” 

“I could try,” she replied. 
Whilst they were getting the elements of the meal for cooking he said, “Take as long as 

you like before you call us. I'm taking Denny outside, for a stroll. We won't go far. He just 
won't talk about the real things until you are out of the way.” 

She smiled quickly, gratefully, and said in a loud voice. “Go on, off with you. Of 
course I can find my way around in your kitchen. I can't promise you a quick meal, but I 
can promise a good one.” 

Tom took Denny's arm. “Come and I'll show you my garden.” 
Denny was surprised at the extent and quality of the garden, as well as its variety of 

flowers, fruit and vegetables. He was about to talk about them when Tom said, “Denny, 
why don't you come to the point? You didn't come up here for small talk, now did you?” 

Denny shook his head, and Tom thought he looked a little hopeless. “No, I didn't,” he 
said, “but now I scarcely know why I came.” 

“Same as ever,” said Tom Thwaites in a curt tone. “You almost come up to the real 
point and then you dribble away. You field well, but when it comes to batting you dip out.” 

Denny said slowly, “That could be. Yet it isn't easy to come and uncover the past. 
“It has to be,” said Tom, “but then you always did make it hard for yourself, Denny. 

You always took the long way round. Some would say it was because you lack the guts to 
make the direct approach. Whilst I strongly doubt that is so, yet I think you have to, 
ultimately. You must take the bull by the horns.” 

Denny said simply, trustfully, “What should I do?” 
Tom grumbled. “If I told you, you wouldn't. Not because you lack courage, but because 

you just don't know how. Too much sweat in it for you; too much direct sweat, I mean.” 
Denny felt that long irritating sense of frustration he had known in POW days, and then 

in the days immediately after Anna's death. It was as though he could not get to grips with 
his basic problems. They were personal problems. He mulled over them, but he only saw 
them hazily. In his business it was different. His mind was keen enough to grapple with his 
immediate problems. Wahroonga was a safe haven from the past. Now he had come out of 
his ivory castle, and was in the ruck of things. 

Ivory castle! Suddenly he had forgotten Tom, and his mind was way back in the past. 
Tom watched the eyes as they glazed, as Denny's consciousness faded. He knew the look. 
Before, in the old days, Denny had done that. 

Tom waited patiently. He looked across the paddocks to the dark scrub. He wondered 
how Marlene was coping with the eggs, the onions, and the steak. He knelt, took out his 
pocket knife, and deftly sliced a Great Lakes lettuce from its rootage. After that he sat back 
on his haunches, waiting. 
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CHAPTER TEN 

HEN they called him back into the Repatriation hospital they had been doing a routine 
check on selected ex-prisoners of war. Denny just happened to be one of their 

random choice. For this reason he was not greatly worried. He had purchased a thousand 
White Leghorn pullets, and they were on the edge of laying. He knew Anna could look 
after them. Those were the days when Tom Hayworth would call in to help. He and Denny, 
though they were not great friends, had certain things in common-like White Leghorns. 

Denny had had to see the psychiatrist. He was unsure, looking back, whether the 
psychiatrist had not been the clever one of the two. After the interview he said brightly to 
Denny, “Say, who was interviewing who?” They laughed together at that. Denny felt 
cheered. “Anyway, you're healthy,” said the psychiatrist, and left him. 

His surgeon was different-an old Army man who had been in Tobruk in the Western 
Desert, and later in the Islands. He perused Denny's papers. “Ah yes,” he said, “you're 
Denny Cardin the writer. I've read some of your stories. You're the man who has built 
himself an ivory castle. You're operating from there.” 

Denny did not know how to understand this. “Ivory castle?” he asked. 
The surgeon nodded. “Got your own ideas about life, haven't you? You issue your 

theories from within the castle. I imagine you hope they will change the world.” 
He thought the surgeon looked tired, but not cynical. This worried him the more. The 

man was gentle, non-condemnatory. Denny was bewildered, uneasy. 
“What do you mean-an ivory castle?” he asked. “Is that escapism?” 
“Probably more defence,” said the surgeon. “I like your stories, you know. They are so 

gentle. You like gentle things. But everything isn't gentle, you know. It is just that we want 
it gentle.” He gave Denny a clear look. “You like them to be gentle,” he said. 

After he had gone Denny puzzled over that. He puzzled because it was suspiciously like 
something Long John had said. Denny remembered the day he said it, because Denny had 
gone to him with the first spate of his great joy, after his notable crisis had happened. 

He had said, “Padre, I know now that I am free.” 
Long John had looked at him keenly. “But you are a prisoner. How can you be free? 
Denny had hoped his smile didn't seem superior. “You can be free in a prison,” he had 

said. 
What Long John then said sounded almost like a grumble. “So long as you can be free 

outside a prison, then it is right to be free inside. If not, then prison is an ivory castle.” 
That had made Denny wonder. He was wondering now as he watched Tom Thwaites 

snip another lettuce from a well-filled vegetable garden bed. 

W 
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He looked Tom straight in the eye and said, slowly, “Do you think I live in an ivory 
castle?” He waited somewhat breathlessly for Tom's answer. So much seemed to depend 
upon it. 

“No,” said Tom slowly, thoughtfully. “I've never thought that. But sometimes you seem 
to withdraw from the action of things. You burrow back into yourself and your thoughts.” 
He paused. “Take Anna for example,” he said. “You never faced up to the whole matter of 
Anna, did you?” 

Denny shook his head. “I guess not,” he admitted, “but then, why make big trouble 
when you can't alter things?” 

“Why not tie things off?” said Tom. “Why not let others do the same? Why break 
relationships, and abandon people?” He walked up to Denny and stared him in the eyes. 
“Why come back after all these years, and stir up things that have quietened down?” 

Denny drew in his breath. He felt hot waves passing through his body. “Stir up things?” 
he said. “I don't want to stir up things.” 

“Then why such an expensive sentimental journey?” Tom asked. 
Denny looked at him, curious. “Expensive?” he asked, not understanding. “That's no 

expense.” 
“Not to you,” said Tom. “But what about others? What about Tom Hayworth, and 

Ralph Hicken, and all the others who loved Anna?” 
The waves were not simply hot. They were burning. Stabs of sharp pain were coming 

with them. “Who loved Anna!” Denny echoed. “Who loved Anna?” 
Tom looked at him with pity. “You're a damned fool,” he said, “for one who is so 

clever otherwise. Surely you know that you two had this district by the horns.” 
Denny stared helplessly. Almost unconsciously he noticed how unusually large was the 

soft green lettuce. Something was beginning to break open within him, and to flower out 
softly, like a gentle flower. “Do you mean we were accepted by this community?” he 
asked, incredulous. 

The priest gave another look of pity. “You must be God's dumbest creature;' he said. 
“Of course they loved you. But they were afraid of you. They didn't know how to cope. 
You, especially, frightened them. Anna was no threat to them. They go to her grave, you 
know. They often go there, as though they do not wish to forget.” 

“And Tom Hayworth?” asked Denny suddenly, suspiciously. “What of Tom 
Hayworth?” 

“Well, what of him?” Thwaites asked in a hard voice. “What would you know of 
Tom?” 

“I know he hates you,” said Denny, fencing the question aside. He knew that didn't 
move Tom, and so he asked, “Who lit the fires that day?” 

Tom turned towards the house. “I guess Marlene must have things ready,” he said. 
“Denny, I want us to finish our conversation, but not until it is time. You really come to 
things very slowly.” Then he added harshly, “For God's sake don't take another 
twenty-eight years before you find the answer.” 

While they ate the meal Denny was troubled. He had looked for a release 



TALL GROW THE TALLOW-WOODS 52

from the past, by coming to Wirril Creek. Now it seemed he was being sucked back into it. 
After the meal he said to Tom, “Would you have any of Dostoevsky's novels I could 

read while I am here?” 
Tom grinned. “As a matter of fact, yes, I have, but you had better read the new 

Dostoevsky. You had better read Solzhenitsyn, or better still some of his genuine 
friends-the true dissidents like Korsakov, or Borisov or maybe Shaferevich. They are living 
where it all is. They aren't afraid of suffering.” 

Denny was bewildered. “Do you think I haven't suffered?” he asked. He shot a look at 
Marlene and was uneasy. He half apologised. “I guess the Russians are suffering more than 
ever we did, but then, isn't suffering relative?” 

Tom said tiredly, “I really don't know, Denny. But I know that you lay down the ground 
rules for your own suffering.” A savage look came into his eyes. “In this land we all lay 
down the ground rules, and they are simple ones. 'Don't expect me to suffer,' they say, 
'unless I get something from it!' “ He waved away Denny's protest. “Oh, I know you want 
nothing from it, but you want to be able to give something by it, and so your ground rules 
are not really much different from theirs in the long run.” 

The intensity died from his eyes. He helped himself to more salad. “How do you like 
my humble abode?” he asked. 

Denny said he liked it. In fact he had thought little about it. “You have been here all 
these years?” he asked. 

Tom shook his head. “No,” he said. They have shifted me from parish to parish. Once I 
did a term in India, teaching at a boys' school. That was good. Suffering is a part of their 
life. It is accepted.” He gestured towards the walls of the room. “Now I am retired,” he 
said. “So many people come here, and even without a parish, I am still a pastor.” 

Denny remembered the ecclesiastical arguments he used to have at the beginning with 
Tom. They were the same arguments he had had with Aubrey. In many ways Tom and 
Aubrey were alike. It was Long John who was different. It was Long John who had first 
lent him the novels of Fyodor Dostoevsky. Denny had lost himself in their mysterious 
world. In that world he had been bewildered, but it acted as an anti-irritant to the irritant of 
the world which physically surrounded him. 

When they were going, Denny said, in the hearing of Marlene, “I'll come back in a day 
or so, if that is all right with you. I will come without Marlene.” He looked at her and she 
nodded. “Then,” he said, grinning at Tom Thwaites, “it will be no holds barred.” 

Tom nodded. “I'll get you some vegies for the Spaights,” he said. “They don't know 
how to grow them. Go on to Beachy Head, and pick them up on your way back.” 

***** 

For a while they drove without a word, approaching the coast. Then Marlene said, 
“How did you come to know Father Tom?” 
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“It's a long story,” said Denny, but he seemed anxious to speak. “When we first came to 
Wirril Creek I was a bit sore. I discovered something in the prison camp, and I wanted to 
share it when I came home. It was intensely real to me. When I started to share it with 
some of the people I had known, they felt I had renounced the true faith. I guess I reacted. 
You might say I over-reacted. I had renounced nothing really. I guess they just didn't know 
what I had come to see. Only Anna seemed to understand, so we thought it might work in 
Wirril Creek, where people had not been spoiled by institutions, especially the church 
institution. That's what I was going to write about.” 

Marlene nodded. She felt a line of excitement within her. Denny went on: “I reckoned 
that those stories of sweetness and light would be simple works of art. I didn't mind 
whether they sold or not. We were farming to keep ourselves together, so somehow we 
could manage with that income. In fact the stories did sell. People read them. Some were 
on radio. I guess my name was getting to be known. I thought that we could then get on to 
the 'mission' material as I called it. To tell the truth, that was very difficult.” 

He had to ease something within himself, and so he stopped the car. Outside the vehicle 
the North Coast heat hovered about them. Insects darted. Black cockatoos cried raucously 
from the high gums, and the sounds of smaller birds arose out of the scrub growth, and 
even from the maize-fields. It was a time for being silent, and even for dozing. Marlene felt 
the sleepiness of the afternoon, following the good meal they had eaten. She sensed, 
however, that talking, at least at this point, was important. 

“I am beginning to see,” he said, “that you can never get your mission through in this 
world. Many persons have missions, and they never listen to anyone who has another 
mission. Those who don't have any mission won't listen either. They either feel threatened 
by such a thing, or they are bored. On the whole, you can never communicate.” 

Marlene said directly, “It seemed to me that Tom was saying that you and Anna did 
communicate. It is just that you never believed people were listening or hearing.” She laid 
a hand on Denny. “Denn,” she said, “what do you think Tom meant when he said people go 
to Anna's grave?” 

He tried desperately to get back to his point. He had tried to talk to Ralph, to Tom 
Thwaites, and now to Marlene, but every time he tried he seemed further away from his 
goal. Maybe when Tom talked to him with no holds barred they would get somewhere. 

“I don't know,” he said sharply. “Marlene, listen to me. I didn't want to live in an ivory 
castle. I didn't just want to write sweet and gentle stories.” Now he was thinking of the 
surgeon and his comment. He was thinking of Long John and his judgement. He was 
crying out, “I have wanted to share what I know, but everyone is distracted. Anna knew, 
and I knew, but no one listened. We were trying to live a way of life which would 
demonstrate what we were about. The art form of stories was to keep my hand in. The 
other writing was to get it through.” He paused and stared straight at her, and his voice was 
hard. “I tell you that everything is so commercialised that they won't accept the mission 
stuff. It isn't good commerce. It's like trying to combine two kingdoms. They 



TALL GROW THE TALLOW-WOODS 54

just don't mix.” 
“What kingdoms?” asked Marlene bluntly. She was going to pin Denny down. He 

spoke clearly enough in their other world, the Wahroonga world. Here he was a different 
person. Maybe he didn't seek to be evasive, but that was what he appeared to be. 

He stumbled over the words a little. “I guess you can say the Kingdom of God and the 
Kingdom of Man,” he said. He looked a trifle shame-faced. 

She knew that if she said, “Oh! Religion!” and especially if having said it there was 
scorn or scepticism in her voice, then he would not talk this way again, so she nodded her 
head. “I think I understand,” she said. 

He leaned forward, eagerly. “You really do?” he queried. “That would be fine if you 
really understood. It would be almost like talking with Anna.” 

No stab; no wound; no regrets. Anna was Anna and Marlene, Marlene. That was what 
mattered. Denny mattered. Everyone mattered. Two persons united in marriage mattered. 
So she replied, “I remember now that you said, 'Not religion, but faith.' I think I am 
understanding some other things.” 

His eyes shone. “I guess I never imagined you would,” he said, as though thinking 
aloud. He also looked a little ashamed. “I just thought I'd better not trouble you, so I closed 
the past over, and decided I'd make a different present, a different life.” 

“That would not be easy,” she observed, and he nodded. 
“Coming back here has altered everything,” he mused. “I've just got to go through until 

everything is made clear. Tom is right. To come back here for a sentimental journey, and 
think that the past is suspended-you just can't do that. Relationships are things you can't cut 
off; You daren't even leave them suspended.” He shook his head. “I've done that for so 
long. I've done that for nearly thirty years.” He looked at her. “We've been married 
eighteen years and I've never spoken of Anna in that time, nor of what I called our mission. 
I've told you nothing because I wanted it to be as though it had never happened.” He 
paused. “Not all of it,” he said, correcting himself. “I just wanted the good memories of 
Anna, and what we did. I didn't want to remember the struggle. I didn't want to face the 
failure.” 

“Was it failure?” she asked simply. 
He nodded. “Oh yes, it was failure all right. We never really got the thing through.” 
She said, with deliberate cruelty, “Utopia was never established.” 
He stared at her, his anger rising. “Utopia!” he cried. “What do you mean? We weren't 

on that sort of thing. We never tried to establish a Utopia!” 
“Oh!” She spoke as though she could have made a mistake but did not really think she 

had. 
His anger increased at that. “Let's get this clear,” he said roughly. “We didn't go to 

make social changes, or get people into some clique we were making out of special ideas. 
We weren't reformers or moralists. It wasn't religion as such. It was faith, or, if you like, 
love.” 

“Then I don't really understand,” she sighed wearily. She put her hand on Denny's 
thigh. “Denn,” she said gently, “I want to share with you, but if you 
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shout at me I won't know how.” 
He stared at her for a moment, and then his smile broke through. “Heck!” he said. 

“What am I about? I never meant it that way. I will tell it all to you, but some of it I'll have 
to think through. I cut my mind off twenty-eight years ago. Things have gotten tangled, and 
I hope they are going to get untangled.” 

She was moved by a sudden impulse. “I like this Denny better than the one I knew at 
Wahroonga. He may be mixed up, but he is real.” She looked at him and smiled gleefully. 
“I never really knew the other Denny. He was too precise, too well-organised. Too much 
the model father, too completely the model husband. I think this new Denny may be the 
real Denny.” She knew it sounded like clichés but she said it. 

He didn't share her joy. He was troubled by what she was saying. This did not worry 
her. They sat close whilst he worried. Finally he sighed, then laughed, and after that turned 
on the ignition. 

I really think Father Tom is going to help,” he said. 
She knew Father Tom would help. She also knew, with a sense of triumph, that Denny 

needed her also. She was the true key to Anna. 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 

THEY lay on the beach, looking out into the Pacific Ocean. The crisp surf rolled tightly, 
close to the brilliant sand. The slow gulls weaved their way across the bay to the head. 
Children cried out to their parents or to one another. They heard the music of an ice-cream 
wagon, playing the inevitable 'Greensleeves', and they wondered what they would talk 
about. 

After a time Denny noticed Marlene was sleeping. He wished he could sleep also, but 
Tom had so disturbed him that some vagrant thoughts had first to be settled. The last thing 
he would have imagined would come to mind was the physiotherapy room in the Kranji 
camp. 

He was remembering Teddy Taplin. Teddy was a very competent young man, Now in 
Melbourne, he was a very successful businessman. “Maybe it is because he knows human 
nature,” Denny was thinking. He had always liked Teddy. In fact he had assumed they had 
rapport. 

Teddy had watched him on his faith-pilgrimage. He hadn't altogether understood it. In 
fact he had thought Denny to be an emotional yo-yo—always up and down. For himself, 
well, he had a tight and comfortable faith. He attended the chapel in the early morning, and 
the service on Sunday mornings and Sunday evenings. He was totally unworried that some 
of the chaplains shared in the trading of the black market, even though he knew the things 
they did were unethical. He preferred not to judge them. He himself was not directly 
connected with any racket, but then he did profit, here and there, from the proceeds of the 
same. Those patients whose limbs he massaged would often give him little things: here a 
root of tapioca; there a few grams of rice; or maybe some green towgay. He asked no 
questions and was glad to receive the presents. Denny would have been mortified by such 
gifts. 

One day, out of the blue, Teddy said to him, “You must be the biggest, ruddy egotist I 
have seen.” He smiled warmly as he massaged the dead leg. Then he said innocently, “I 
guess you know that anyway.” He applied the electrodes to the inert nerves and tried to 
evoke a response, “You do know that, don't you Denny?” he asked. 

Denny felt ill. He had contracted many diseases, such as dengue fever and malaria, 
amoebic dysentery and bacillary dysentery. He had suffered from beriberi. At the moment 
he was weak, but not ill. Yet he felt ill. He could not respond to Teddy. If he had he would 
have said, “I hadn't thought of myself that way. I have always tried to be selfless, and since 
egotistical means selfish, then I don't comprehend.” He was seized with the terrifying 
thought that somehow he might have made a huge mistake. 

He went away from the massage feeling exposed and raw. He tossed at night for two 
weeks. He discussed the matter with Aubrey without saying that Teddy had called him 
egotistical. He discussed it in principle, asking Aubrey what he understood by egotistical. 
Because, at the last, he was prepared to face 

TALL GROW THE TALLOW-WOODS 57

his egotism, and because he valued Aubrey's opinion, he had asked, “Padre, do you think 
I'm egotistical?” 

Aubrey had laughed. “Why, who isn't?” he asked. “We all are to some degree or other.” 
Denny was impatient at the answer. “What I want to know,” he insisted, “is whether I 

strike you as an egotistical person.” 
“Good Lord,” laughed Aubrey in his rich Oxford voice. “Never!” He laughed again 

uproariously. “I've never seen a man think of others in the way you do. I feel quite ashamed 
of myself when you are around. You are so good. But maybe that is your form of egotism, 
if you are going to talk about egotism at all.” 

Denny had been stung by that. “Speak plainly Aubrey,” he said. “You speak in riddles.” 
At that Aubrey had not laughed. “You know,” he said quietly, “that I feel very inferior 

to others. That is why I used to drink a lot before I dried out in the prison camp. I feel 
inferior when you do good things, because I lack the moral power to accomplish them.” He 
turned his head on to one side in a gesture characteristic of him. “How do you do it?” he 
asked. “Many would think you priggish, and if they call you an egotist then I guess that is 
how they see it.” He straightened up. “You could quite easily become a Pharisee,” he said. 
He smiled one of his cheek-sucking, teeth-chewing smiles. His fat lips pouted out. “I don't 
think you are an egotist yet.” In fun he shook a warning finger. “But watch out. Little 
men-messiahs can be very dangerous. Selflessness and egotism are very dose to one 
another.” 

He remembered the term as he lay on the beach: 'men-messiahs'. Had he been that? Was 
this what Marlene had been talking about when she mentioned Utopias? He felt confused. 
He had never intended to be either a messiah or a prig. Least of all had he wanted to 
manufacture some Utopia. 

Aubrey's self-abasement had brought them close as persons. Also he had been grateful 
for Aubrey's reassurance. Yet at the same time he had kept the uneasy feeling that he, 
Denny, was in some way an egotist. He had felt no venom in Teddy's statement, and there 
was nothing judgemental about it. Looking out at the churning of the ocean, and feeling 
Marlene's hand on his, he felt a long way from the days when he had suffered deeply. 
Something, however, of Teddy's indictment was still with him. He remembered the time he 
had met Teddy after the war, in one of those rare reunions he had attended. Teddy had 
come from Melbourne and they talked about old days, especially their times in the therapy 
room. 

Denny had said to him, “Remember when you called me the greatest egotist you had 
ever met?” 

Teddy had stared at him. “You're kidding,” he said. “You? You, an egotist? Come on, 
man, no one would ever have said that of you.” 

He had felt a warm feeling, as though released from a tension he had held since those 
days. He could not believe his ears, but he wanted to. He had been set free from an old 
hurtful bondage. Teddy and he had gone on to speak of other things, but the feeling of 
warmth had remained, and he had been comforted. 
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They climbed Beachy Head and looked south down the coast towards Kempsey, and 
back up the coast north towards Coolbucca. There were other heads also, and they resolved 
to explore these. It was some distance they walked, and when they turned to go back to the 
car Marlene said, “Did you ever write novels, Denny?” 

He nodded. “Yes. I did, in the camp, but they never made publication. I gave them up 
for short stories.” 

“I'd like to talk to you about that,” she said. 
He looked at her, curious. “Go on,” he invited. 
She took his hand and they walked silently for a time. “I have a theory about short 

stories,” she said. “Especially about the art form of the short story. I think a short story is a 
beautiful miniature creation, but it does not take the courage and the integrity that a novel 
requires.” 

“Yes?” he said with interest. He was wondering how all this had been in Marlene and 
he had not known. He stared at her as though she were a new creature, one he had missed 
seeing before. 

“A short story is an incident,” she said, “even a long short story. But a novel is full life. 
You have to have understanding. You have to have lived, yourself, or you can't write. You 
can't sustain a novel if you can't sustain life.” 

He half agreed. “But what of the alcoholics that have written novels?” he asked. 
She nodded. “At least an alcoholic lives where people are,” she said. “He has no quiet 

refuge-no ivory castle.” He winced at the unintentional thrust. 
Marlene continued. “I think you should try to write a novel,” she said. 
In a flash he saw it. Short stories can form a mosaic. He had written stories about Elias 

Hicken, about Jed at the post office, and young Jimmy Hickey and a host of others, but he 
had been unconsciously afraid to put everything together. He lacked the key, or the 
co-ordinating power. For a moment his mind slipped back to Changi and the barracks at 
Selarang. He remembered some of the Literary Arts Group. He remembered how they had 
talked about writers, and how they had studied their form, and then wondered why they 
could not fashion novels out of their own experience. He had talked in those days with men 
whose names were now made as novelists. Most of all he had talked to Long John. 

Long John himself never came near their society. He thought them to be a bunch of 
eclectics, and said so. He urged Denny to take an author and stick by him. “Take 
Dostoevsky,” he said. “Stay by him. He'll teach you how to use the suffering you have.” 

Suddenly he said to Marlene, out of his reverie, “if ever this mess gets cleaned up, then 
maybe I'll be able to write again.” 

“A novel?” she asked. 
“A novel,” he said. They talked on about it until they reached the car. They were still 

talking about it when they stopped at Father Tom's shack. Tom had a carton of vegetables, 
piled high. “With my love to the Spaights,” he said. 
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He also had a brace of novels. “Crime and Punishment,” he said. “Go through that 
again.” He sifted a book from the pile. “Read that, and don't worry if it keeps you awake. 
These men know the truth of suffering.” 

Denny looked at the title, From Under the Rubble. He thought the title might be 
parabolical for him. He hoped so. He knew none of the names except that of Solzhenitsyn, 
and wondered why he had read nothing of his. Then he thought, “Perhaps that was the 
working of an instinctive defence mechanism.” He thanked Tom for the books. 

On the way to the Spaights' he asked Marlene a question. “What is your description of 
an egotist?” 

She replied immediately, “One who insists on others seeing him as he thinks he wants 
to be.” 

He pondered that until they turned into Tallow-wood Farm. The Spaights came to the 
verandah, and Sarah was in raptures over the vegetables. Ken Spaight glanced over the 
novels. “A bit out of my line,” he said. “I'm no great reader.” 

***** 

He read until late. Marlene read also, but she fell asleep earlier. He looked down at the 
smooth lines of her face. He envied her the relaxed way in which she slept. He began to 
think of his own mode of sleeping over the years: although he never used drugs, his sleep 
had generally been like that of a drugged man. He would simply slip out of consciousness, 
and then back into it in the morning, still feeling, on waking, that nothing had been 
accomplished. Someone had once told him that sleeping was for working out the problems, 
catching up with one's thoughts, and accepting circumstances. He had always had the 
feeling that he shut off these processes when he slept. For all this, or maybe because of this, 
he rarely felt refreshed in the morning. Now he had the sense that he had opted out of his 
own personal struggle. 

“If so, then I'm back in it with a vengeance,” he muttered. As if to prove this, his mind 
was racing, catching up incident after incident of the years he had spent at Wirril Creek, 
and even going back beyond that, to the war and the days of his imprisonment. 

When he was just about to go to sleep he thought of Eddy, Eddy Wainwright. He 
wondered how he could have forgotten that incident for so many years. He thought just 
how different it was from the suffering of the Russian dissidents. Their experiences seemed 
so fruitful, and his so fruitless. 

Eddy Wainwright was a North Shore product. He was set to be officer material but had 
joined the Medical Corps. There wasn't much opportunity there if you were not a medico, 
and so Eddy had made warrant-officer's rank quickly but had stopped there. For this reason 
he bore a chip on his shoulder. He also carried a good wallet in his hip pocket, and 
incredible amounts of jewellery in his pack. No one quite knew how he had carried it all 
into the camp. He was easily the richest man in the barracks, and he hoarded his money. 
What made it so unbelievable was his intelligent mind. He was quite brilliant. 
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Denny thought that perhaps he wanted to compensate for not having his commission, 
and so hung on to the security of his possessions. His clothes were always neat, even up to 
the day he died. His possessions were always tidily placed, right up to the night before his 
death. Something about him could never bear the shame of prison food. To him it was a 
disgrace. He kept saying how his mother would be horrified, and he was horrified of his 
mother being horrified; so he did not eat the food. For some this marked him out as stark, 
staring mad. Yet Denny knew he was sane-coldly, stupidly sane. 

The patients who had deteriorated on camp food, and who had had terrible diseases, 
would generally come to the point of death. The special food which had been stored for 
such occasions would be brought out, given sparingly, and hence some lives would be 
saved. Eddy demanded that food. He spoke of his 'a-vitaminosis'. He was deaf-he could not 
hear. His throat was 'gone on him'; he could not speak. His eyes were failing him; he could 
scarcely see. Some doctors thought it was all unconscious, or as they used to say, 
“psychosomatic”. Most of the men thought it was deliberate. They were angry at his being 
given good  food to save him. He could have bought enough food to last him the years of 
imprisonment. He could have bartered his Rolex watch, or his Leica camera, or his 
expensive jewellery. He also had a small typewriter. He had rolls of Straits dollars, and 
even English and  Australian currency. 

“Mother's boy,” was the general comment. How, then, had he come to be a 
warrant-officer? Some said it was social 'pull' or class influence. The critics watched him 
closely. He would grow thin with the camp food, refusing to eat it. He would be deaf, 
dumb and almost blind, but the men would catch him out. They told good news (the liars!) 
and his ears pricked up. They cooked some delicious titbit near his nostrils. They suddenly 
asked him a question and he answered. 

The night before he died he stripped himself naked. Denny remembered that because 
his bed was next to Eddy's. Day after day he would watch Eddy counting his money. He 
wondered why someone had not stolen it, but then Eddy had sharp eyes, for all his 
so-called blindness. The doctor knew Eddy's affluence, and he knew the shortage of special 
diet, so he said that Eddy had had his last bit of special diet. No more! 

Eddy took umbrage at that and would eat nothing. So he dwindled down to bones 
covered tightly with skin, and the night before he died he stripped himself of his clothes. 
He threw his jewels, his money and his possessions out the door. They collected them for 
him and put them in a place. All night long Eddy cried about the demons which had come 
to take him. He screamed as they closed around him. He called out piteously for his 
mother. 

When he died they asked Aubrey to bury him, and since Eddy had always gone to 
Aubrey's services Aubrey buried him, but he did that with both a nod and shake of the 
head. Someone totalled up the cash and the jewellery, and so far as they knew it was kept 
until the day the war was over, to be sent home, for all the good it would do. Perhaps some 
person who wasn't so legalistic might have taken it and used it to get more food for the 
special diets. Denny never did find out, 
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Lying by Marlene's side, Denny wondered why he had gone into recall of this pointless 
story. Suddenly he remembered that the story was not pointless. It had to do with egoism. 
He remembered a verse he had learned as a boy: “He that saveth his life shall lose it.” The 
whole principle flooded upon him. He could scarcely bear to believe what he suddenly saw. 

“Twenty-eight years ago,” he thought, “I was trying to save my life, and save it from 
death.” 

He had tried to keep his possessions intact. Not just little Esther, but his understanding 
of Anna, and hers of him. 

He kept thinking about Marlene and her comments on the writing of a novel. He 
wondered whether, in fact, he could write a novel. Then he kept wondering about Marlene 
and her understanding of him. 

For some reason he had a picture of Tom Hayworth, just before he went off into sleep. 
Tom's face seemed large, unusually distorted, and fearful. He wondered about that as sleep 
came and possessed him. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 

DENNY was up early. He was away to the foothills. When he awoke, Marlene was still 
asleep. He slipped on jeans, boots, and a thick shirt because the morning was still cool. He 
ploughed through the long grass at the foothill of Pirrawarrinni and then through the 
thickets of lantana. Most of it here was the tawny colour, and it was in thick blossom. 
Denny liked its pungent smell and broke off some, crushing it and savouring its braw 
fragrance. He crossed the creek, and as he did he saw a fish rising here and there. The 
flooded gums looked like columns in a church, or even a cathedral. The parrots twittered 
and twitched in the trees above, and a nut or two fell on the path as he passed. 

They had built a road up to where Anna's grave was. The road curved on up into 
Pirrawarrinni. Denny felt a kind of nausea of fear. It swept him almost into a panic but he 
pressed on, afraid of another kind of fear which would come if he did not see the grave. He 
had been afraid, all these years, to revisit the grave, and now he was near it. 

Strange, he thought, how one can become superstitious. As though Anna could be there, 
near the grave, or in these silent woods. The thought persisted. Even when he reached the 
grave the thought was with him. He scarcely dared look at the small headstone. In fact he 
looked about, almost fearfully, as though expecting to see Anna. 

He noticed, with mixed feelings, that the grave was well kept. The headstone was of 
sandstone, not granite, and so the tropical weather had aged it. Twenty-eight years of hot 
summers and sub-tropical rains had weathered it. The sandstone looked grey. The cement 
around the edges of the grave was weathered also. They represented for him almost three 
decades of arrested thinking. A sweat stood out on Denny's forthead. He knew that 
inwardly he was aghast. How does a man stem the memory of his wife for twenty-eight 
years? 

He could smell the soft, earthy smell of forest mulch, of rotting leaves, and of fragrant 
ferns. The palms had dropped many of their fronds so that the humus was heavy. The quiet 
cool of the early morning was as peaceful a benediction as a man would ever know. He 
stood in it, head bowed. Suddenly he began to weep. 

The weeping was silent, so that he scarcely knew it was happening. He had not known 
tears could flow so silently. They flowed down his face and dripped on to the grave. Then 
his chest began to heave, and a great storm arose in him and shook him like a tree caught in 
a vortex of winds. Then the sobs came, terrible heaving sobs that threatened to tear his 
chest apart, but they began below the chest and worked up. His throat was constricted by 
them, and then his arms began to flail. It was as though some power were drawing him 
down, and he fell on the grave. Even then there was a pulling at him as though from within 
the grave, and his nails scrabbled and tore at the cement. 
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He cried, “Anna!” in one terrible, frightening cry. Years of repressed feeling and 
thinking broke out of him, and he was like a demented thing. He sobbed and sobbed. He 
tried to hug the cement, and then the headstone, and finally he lay still, his power drained 
from him. 

He could not believe he had slept, yet he had. When his eyes opened, the sun was 
higher. Before its rays had slanted into the grove, but now they were above, and dappling 
the rotted humus carpet below him, with golden designs. He looked at them absently. His 
eyes read the inscription on Anna's grave: 

 
ANNA CARDIN. 

WIFE OF DENNY 
MOTHER OF ESTHER. 

DIED 10-3-1950 
LIVED IN JOY 

NOW AT PEACE. 
That was what he had ordered-this simple headstone-but had never seen. He had 

received a letter from the Burtville undertaker. That was all. No one else had written a 
word at that time, but then they knew he wanted no word. The earlier letters he had left 
unread. He had known nothing of anything. 

He decided, on impulse, not to go back through the kangaroo grass and the long 
paspalum, but to take the bitumen road to the highway. It was hot as he walked. The day 
was going to be a scorcher. He felt moist already with the high humidity, but within he felt 
an incredible peace. It was the emotional purgation which had come to him. He knew that. 
He knew that all those years he had frozen his feelings, and had arrested his old ways of 
thinking. For the moment he didn't want to think, either in old ways or a new way. He just 
wanted to enjoy the serenity which had come to him. 

He saw the dragon-flies flit and dart in their shining scores. Huge butterflies made their 
way across the fields, and into the near jungle of the foothills. Flights of parrots flashed 
past, and the black cockatoos screeched harshly from way up on Pirrawarrinni. He trudged 
on in peace. 

It was miles back to Tallow-wood Farm, and the road led through Wirril Creek village. 
As he came out below it, and saw it on the hill above, sleeping in the morning sun, he felt a 
sudden affection for it. He thought back a few days to when he and Marlene had looked at 
it. The postmaster had not responded to the fact that they were on a sentimental journey. 
Denny had been rejecteduntil of course he was seen as Anna's former husband. 

The storekeeper was warm. “Denny, my boy!” he said. “How are you finding things 
now?” He had lost his slight awe of the successful Sydney business man. 

Denny warmed to the greeting. “Things are good,” he said. “Really good now. 
“You look tired,” Harry Baker observed. “Been walking far, eh?” 
“Out to Anna's grave,” Denny said. 
Baker smiled. “That's good,” he said encouragingly. “You oughter gone there before.” 
“Maybe I have,” said Denny cautiously. “How would you know?” 
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Harry Baker shook his head. “Denny, we knew you could never come up here and not 
let us know. You shut off so sudden, see? We knew that wasn't the real Denny. We knew 
you enough to know that, hey?” 

Denny found that difficult to cope with, and shook his head. “What do you mean by 'the 
real Denny'?” 

“A man's a man,” said Harry. “He is what he is, and that don't alter. He may do fool 
things but he comes back to what he is, eventually. He'll even fight it, but he comes back. 
A lot of things go into making a man the man he is, and you just can't go back and change 
those things.” 

Denny was surprised at Harry's observation, but he nodded. “I guess you're right. 
Anyway, I have been to see the grave, and I'm better for it.” 

Baker nodded. “Tom Hayworth often goes there,” he said. “People have seen it and 
they comment on it.” 

Denny felt that sense of alarm again. It was not strong, and it was vague, but it brought 
back his uneasiness. He knew Hayworth thought highly of Anna, but then Anna had treated 
him like any other. 

“Guess I'll be getting along,” said Denny. “They'll be waiting for me at the house.” 
Walking down to the farm he was thinking about what Harry had said. He was right of 

course: a man always came back to what he essentially was. Then Denny had an exciting 
thought. “Suppose a man could beat what he was, and' come to be what he had never 
been-what then?” He felt a little confused. He wondered what he meant and decided that 
what he meant was that a man is not bound to be what he is, just by his genes, his heredity 
and environment. Even circumstances could not force him to be what he refused to be. 

He knew he was not thinking clearly, but he felt excited, as though he was pushing his 
way to a new event, and one which would be wonderfully significant. 

***** 

When he saw Marlene standing on the front verandah, looking out, and then seeing 
him, he wondered whether in fact that event had not already taken place. He had always 
admired Marlene, but his attachment to her had never been more than mere affection. 
Secretly he must have decided that no one could replace Anna. Now, suddenly, Marlene 
seemed different. He wondered at the small throb of excitement within him. She seemed 
surprised by his unusual show of feeling. She pushed him away quietly and looked at him. 

“You're a hay-seed,” she said, laughing. “You're thick with that dry grass seed and 
tacky with the other.” 

“She means the dry kangaroo grass-seed,” he thought, and that sticky paspalum seed.” 
While he was thinking, she asked, “Where have you been?” 
His voice was calm when he replied. He was surprised at its steadiness. “Just to see 

Anna's grave,” he said. 
She let loose a small noise of annoyance. “I wanted to see the grave too,” she said. 
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He liked the pout, looking at it with new interest. “No worries,” he said, “I'll take you 
there some time.” 

The 'some time' was after breakfast. They packed sandwiches and a Thermos of coffee, 
and some of the North Coast bananas. The Spaights waved them off, and they drove 
through the village. Denny called in to see if there was mail, and there was a letter from 
Esther. It was all about her impending marriage, and she was wondering how long they 
would be, and whether maybe she should fly up and be with them for a day or two. 

They chatted about that as they turned into the Pirrawarrinni road. Denny was hoping 
no one would be at the grave. It was silent when they entered the grove. 

Marlene was entranced. “What a beautiful place,” she breathed. She looked at Denny. 
“No wonder you chose this,” she said. 

Denny was silent for a moment. He was hoping the early mood would not return. 
“Anna and I often used to come here. Sometimes we would bring little Esther, but then it's 
not far, directly, from the farm. We would have a picnic lunch and Anna would relax whilst 
I wrote. It was as simple as that.” 

“Did you often climb up the mountain?” she asked. 
He shook his head. “It was too thick to do that. You could get up past the tallow-woods, 

and even through the cedars, but after that it was tropical undergrowth, spiny vines, and 
spiky palms. We never did try it.” 

“Never to the top of Pirrawarrinni?” she asked, astonished. 
“Once,” he said. “Only once, on the day Anna died.” 
They were quiet after that. They walked to the grave and Marlene stared down gently. 

He felt none of the former emotion. It had been, as he had thought then, a purgation. 
Somehow those years would not touch him in the same way. Anna was obviously not here, 
but the experience had liberated him from the need to remain suspended. He had resumed 
his life. As though this were part of it, he turned and faced Marlene. He took her hand and 
led her across to where the underfall was thick. “Let's sit here,” he said. They leaned 
against a large smooth gum, their shoulders together. They looked out through the trees, 
across to the farm. They remained silent for a long time. 

Finally Marlene said, “This must bring back many memories.” She turned to look at 
him. 

He kept looking through the trees. Then he said, “Not really. I don't think I have to have 
memories, and I don't think I have to live with them.” 

He heard the slight catch in her breath, and the sudden sharpness in her voice. “Doesn't 
the past mean anything to you?” she asked. 

He nodded. “Quite a bit, and more than I thought, but I'm not imprisoned in it. Not any 
more.” 

When she looked at him she looked into him. She scrutinised his face, but she was 
feeling his mind. Then she was sensing his heart. Had she done that even the day before he 
would have been irritated and angry. Now, he discovered, he liked it. He took her hand and 
said simply, “Something happened to me when I came to the grave early this morning. I 
guess it was what the psychologists call a catharsis. Anyway, I feel emptied out, yet not 
empty.” 



TALL GROW THE TALLOW-WOODS 66

“Nature abhors a vacuum?” she said teasingly. 
He nodded. “That vacuum, if there was one, has been filled.” 
“Yes?” she said doubtfully. He drew her head on to his lap, and began to stroke her 

hair. 
“You were close by when the vacuum happened,” he said. “That's how it is.” 
She wept softly, and he stroked her hair very gently. He wondered why a great weight 

had suddenly lifted, but he was contented to accept the fact, without explanation. 
They stayed on in the grove until midday. Then they pulled out the sandwiches and 

coffee, and the North Coast bananas. After that they slept. Denny thought later, “My! How 
we slept!” It was the second sleep in one day, and he understood the poets when they spoke 
of sleep as sweet nectar. He wasn't quite sure how the figure arose, but then it fitted and 
that was all that mattered. 

 
Mid-afternoon, they climbed into the maroon car, and set its nose back to the main 

road, and then on, out to Beachy Head Road, and in particular to Tom Thwaites's shack. 
Tom was half-expecting them. “I've run up a batch of pumpkin scones:' he said. “We'll 

have them with coffee, and some real cream.” They had them with strawberry jam and the 
cream. They were relaxed, and Marlene knew she had never seen Denny like this. She 
knew, too, she had never been like she now was, either. Tom sensed the difference, and he 
was at his most uproarious, joking and punning, and reminding Denny of past days. 

They talked about old Tracey and young Hickey. They talked about fishing, and the fox 
hunters. They talked about the Progress Association and its vain attempts to push 'the 
Creek' into modernity. They talked about the bus services they had tried to inaugurate, and 
Tom talked about “Parish councillors I have known.” When they had consumed the coffee, 
the scones, and the jam and cream they sat back in a state of euphoria. That was about the 
time dusk was closing in. When they should have been eating the evening meal, they sat, 
staring out, content to do nothing. Marlene was feeling free in her marriage for the first 
time, and Denny free in himself after twenty-eight years. 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

INALLY Tom said, “What happened, Denny? What has changed things so much?” 
Denny shook his head. “I don't know, even yet, what happened. I know I was 

helped by going to Anna's grave, as though, at last, I faced up to her death. More than that I 
don't know.” 

“Then this is the beginning,” said Tom. 
Marlene said quickly, “Not just a beginning. It is more than that.” 
Tom nodded. “I didn't say a beginning. I said the beginning. Denny is on his way now, 

if nothing happens to destroy things. That must mean you are on the way too, Marlene, if 
nothing interferes.” 

Marlene had a sense of fear, a faint tremor which passed. “It seems strange that a man 
begins at Denny's age,” she said. 

Tom nodded, “I hope I'm beginning too,” he said calmly. “I also have something going. 
I've been working at it for years.” 

Denny was eager. “Tell us, Tom,” he said. 
Tom nodded. “Maybe it's not great in your eyes,” he said, “but I'm doing a thesis on 

suffering. It's always intrigued me. I don't hope to give a complete rationale on pain and 
suffering, but I believe I can help to unravel some tangled thinking on the subject.” He 
looked keenly at Denny. “I think you have come just at the right time.” 

Denny was puzzled. “How come?” he asked, unconscious of the play on words. 
“I have a strong feeling,” said Tom, “that the way you handle the next few days will 

determine much of what I write.” 
Denny left his lack of understanding in suspension. He wanted to understand the thesis. 

Tom said reluctantly, “I haven't even worked out my proposition yet. I have to understand a 
lot of things before I can formulate it properly. However, if you want it baldly, it is 
something like this: 'Suffering is part of the essential operations of God. Article One of the 
Thirty-Nine Articles tells us that God is without body, parts, or passions. If, by that, you 
mean that He does not feel, that He is an unfeeling God, then to be in His image is to be an 
unfeeling thing, and that's a dreadful thought. If, however, you simply mean He is not the 
object of His passion or feeling, but that He is the subject of it, then a whole new world of 
understanding about suffering can open up to you.” 

“Go on,” said Denny. 
“So far as I can see,” said Tom, “God's love can only be known through suffering. We 

generally assume it is known through, say, His goodness in creating and then in sustaining 
the universe. Whilst this may well be His love, and it is, yet man does not read it that way. 
Only when he actually sees God Himself does he know Him as love.” 

Marlene shook her head as though she had lost the thread. Denny said eagerly, “You 
really believe God is love? You honestly believe that?” 

F
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Tom nodded. “Someone has said that to say 'God is love' is to say the most theological 
thing of all.” 

Denny also nodded. “You mean that love is the essential nature of all things.” 
Tom jumped up, suddenly excited, and thumped the small tea-table. “By the heck, 

Denny, where did you get that statement? That's genius, man!” 
Denny was surprised. “I used to believe that,” he said. “Someone said it to me, way 

back, before the war. I guess I never knew what he meant, and I certainly don't now, 
because I can no longer really believe that love is the essential nature of all things.' 

“Right,” agreed Tom vociferously. “It doesn't appear like that at all, does it.” He did a 
heavy caper along the verandah, and turned, facing them both. “But it's true, by heck!” he 
shouted. Marlene looked at the small table, and feared for it. Tom ignored it, passed it, and 
came to Denny. He gripped the man's right shoulder in his thick hand. “You'll see it, 
Denny,” he said. “You really will, man. And then you'll write that book.” 

They both looked at him, astonished. Marlene asked, after a time, “What book?” and 
Denny, open-mouthed but speechless, nodded. 

“The book you funked writing after Anna's death,” shouted Tom. 
Denny sprang up, and his eyes were blazing. “You're crazy, Tom,” he yelled. “I never 

did intend writing a book. You're mad to think I would.” 
Tom sank down, his hands clenching and unclenching. “The essential nature of things, 

eh?” he panted. “Anyone knowing that would have to write. That's what the Russians were 
getting at. That's what they're still getting at.” 

Marlene and Denny looked bewildered, like children watching an adult they respect, 
but failing to understand his curious behaviour. They knew Tom was in some area of 
thinking about which they were ignorant; but they still wanted to know. 

Tom suddenly changed tactics. “Denny,” he said, “do you remember how you read 
Psalm 91 every day of your army life, until you were wounded?” 

Denny nodded, surprised that Tom had remembered. 
Tom went on. “Do you remember telling me how disappointed you were? It had so 

many promises. One of them was 
 

A thousand may fall at your side,  
and ten thousand at your right hand,  
but it shall not come nigh you! 

 
“Do you remember that you had believed that would be so, but you fell with a 

machine-gun burst in your leg?” 
Denny nodded. Tom continued, “Do you remember you excused the happening because 

maybe you acted precipitately in charging the Japanese machinegun nest?” When Denny 
nodded he added, “That promise is categorical. It doesn't lay down conditions. It doesn't 
state exceptions. When you trust it, you trust God.” 

Denny said quietly, “The God of my early ideas, but not the God that really is.” 
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Tom retorted, equally quietly, “Are there two Gods?” Before Denny could answer he 
waved him away from speaking. “Look, Denny, if you had not fallen, would that have 
strengthened your faith in God? If you hadn't fallen then, then maybe, in another way, later, 
you would have fallen, and then you would not have believed God.” 

Denny was thinking, “It was when Anna died that I stopped believing. Somehow I 
knew the Psalm wasn't wrong because I fell. Yet, at the back of my mind I had to believe it 
for Anna.” He paused in his thinking, and the thought came rushing in, “But she fell. God 
did not keep His promise.” 

Tom was looking at him. “Denny, my proposition is that come wind, come weather, 
God is love, whether we fall, or whether we never fall, and the falling and everything else 
is all part of it.” 

Because it was dark, Tom went to switch on lights and prepare some food. Marlene 
went with him. Denny sat in the dark, looking out. He was thinking over what Tom had 
said. He had known Tom to be a typical Anglican priest, but he had not thought Tom to be 
religious. Even now he didn't think that. Something about Tom troubled him. Then he 
thought, “I wonder whether I really feel threatened by his proposition.” 

The Beachy Head road was on the other side of Pirrawarrinni, and looking out into the 
dark Denny could see the red warning light glowing. The yellow light below it was weak. 
He kept looking at the red of the warning beacon. Also he kept thinking about God being 
essentially love. That would change a lot of things for him, if it were really true. After a 
time he gave up that line of thinking, because his mind was tired. 

As he looked into the night he found himself focussing on Marlene. About her a new 
and delightful thought was dawning: for a man and a wife in love, love is the most private 
thing in the world. He kept thinking about the grove, and the quietness and the privacy of it 
all. He kept thinking about Marlene, and how different she seemed. 

***** 

Later, when they sat at the meal, Denny said quietly, “Tom, I've thought it over. I mean, 
your statement about me writing a novel, about me funking writing a novel.” He shook his 
head. “I never even faintly thought of writing one, old man. You were wrong there. Anna 
and I had one idea. It was not to write the mission we had, but to live it.” He paused. “As 
you know, any writing I did always linked with the way we were living; otherwise it was 
pure fiction. It would not have been real.” 

Tom sat for a time, thinking. When he raised his eyes to Denny they were full of gentle 
wisdom. “I'm sorry I put it that way,” he said. “I didn't know whether you had thought of 
writing a novel or not. I accept that you didn't. I also accept that Anna and you wanted to 
live your mission, Well, you did, and yet you didn't. The fact is that Anna's death was your 
greatest opportunity to get through the truth of what you were about, and you missed it. 
You missed out in living it; that is why you could never write it.” 
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Marlene wondered whether or not she were in a nightmare. This morning she had found 
a different Denny, if not a new one, and she knew she wanted to live with this man, this 
new man. Now, though in ever so gentle a manner, Tom was demolishing him, and she was 
afraid. Denny for his part held his knife and fork in his hands, and they pressed up against 
his shirt as he gripped them tighter and tighter, as he leaned hard against the edge of the 
table. He could not take his eyes off Tom. Tom's voice was flat and quiet, not rising, not 
falling, yet none the less powerful for all that. 

“You came to Wirril Creek with a mission. It was a crazy mission because it was born 
in a prison camp, and because it could scarcely stand the test of critical minds when you 
came home. You wanted to get it through, but you needed acceptance. You know I gave 
you that acceptance, but then you threw it all away when Anna died.” 

Marlene's voice was troubled. “Tom, don't leave me out. I have a right to know it all. 
After all, I'm Denny's wife, and what you say sounds cruel to me.” 

Denny sat back in his chair, and he breathed deeply. “Tom isn't cruel,” he said simply. 
“I'll tell you how I know this. He was right when he said our mission was conceived in a 
prison camp. He was right. It did come out of an unnatural situation.” Now he stood, and 
his eyes were blazing. He crouched back against the wall. His knife and fork were still in 
his hands, and he stabbed these into the air, at Tom, and even at Marlene as he spoke. It 
was as though he were one against the two of them. 

“But what's unnatural about a prison camp?” he asked vehemently. “What's unnatural 
about man herding man into labour camps and using him, like a working animal? It's being 
done all over the world today. It's being done in Russia and China and Indonesia and a 
hundred other places. It's being done in more subtle ways by other systems who seek to use 
men.” He brandished his knife above his head, like a tiny bayonet. “I tell you, Tom, that 
plenty of us are incarcerated right now in camps of thoughtless stupidity. Look at us here in 
our land, bound by our goods, our suburban indolence, our great Australian dream of a 
suburban home, the telly and the footy. We are trapped and enslaved by our own 
materialism. In that way, we are always in an unnatural situation. It is in the times when 
men know that they are prisoners that they are pressed to find the answers. We discovered 
a secret, and it was just love, but practical love. Now tell me this, Tom Thwaites, would we 
have discovered this under your so-called normal conditions?” 

Even as he said it he knew it must have sounded weak to Marlene and Tom. He 
persisted. “Look!” he said. “Men under those circumstances showed what men really are. 
What they were then, they are essentially now, no matter what the circumstances.” When 
Tom made to speak, Denny quietened him with a gesture. “You must understand what I 
mean,” he said. “Man is essentially selfish, and given the pressures he will show it. He will 
inevitably show it. Here in our circumstances of plenty he will not show it, but it is still 
there, just under the surface. So then, to concieve a principle, in circumstances where 
things show in the raw, does not mean that the principle itself is wrong or stupid or 
irrelevant just because men do not seem to show themselves in the 
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same way in better conditions. You said God is love. Well, we discovered genuine 
love-love in action was the true answer to man's deepest need.” 

Tom spoke up quickly. “Denny, I have no debate with you. I do not say or think that 
what you believed was invalidated by coming back and being in a land of plenty. That was 
not my point. I mean that you were right as far as you went, as far as you could go, but you 
could not go as far as you ought to have gone, and that was proved by what happened. 
When the ultimate test of loving came, things did work out according to your principle. But 
that did not invalidate the principle itself.” 

Denny was still standing, looking now at Tom, and then at Marlene, as though they 
both had him cornered in his argument. 

Marlene was not of that mind, not for a moment. In fact she was angry with the priest. 
“Tom,” she said sharply, “you ought to be ashamed of yourself. Denny went through a 
tragedy, and that is more than any man can take.” 

“Wrong?” Tom spat the word out. “Any man can take anything-if he will! He positively 
underlined the last three words. He added, “He can't if he won't. 

Denny came back to the table, sat down, and attacked the food. He nodded towards 
Tom, but looked towards Marlene. “He's right, Marlene. He's right in what he said last. 
There is no end to what a man can take-if he will.” He pushed a forkful of food into his 
mouth. “My trouble was that I leaned on Anna and I leaned on her far more than I had a 
right to do.” He shook his head as though ridding himself of something. “Tom is right. I 
missed my opportunity. I blew it, as they say these days.” 

Tom had also calmed down. “Well you haven't blown it for ever,” he said. “Remember 
what I said this afternoon. You are at the beginning.” 

Denny shook his head again. He didn't understand the priest. Tom Thwaites went on 
talking. “If you listen,” he said good-humouredly, “then I'll tell you. I always believed in 
your mission and I will always believe in it. What I do not believe, however, is that you 
possess all you need to demonstrate it fully. There is something missing, and something 
that is so essential that if you lack it, then it is better not to even try out your principle or 
theory or whatever you call it.” 

Denny's eyes gleamed. “What is that thing?” he asked. “What is so essential?” 
Marlene leaned forward. Suddenly some sense was coming into the whole confusing 

matter of Denny and his curious pilgrimage. Tom said, “I suppose you could call it guts. 
However, that is not quite what I mean. I think it is preparedness for suffering, but 
suffering to the utmost.” He looked at Denny. “Don't get me wrong. You'll suffer, Denny 
Cardin. You'll always do that. You'd die if you couldn't. In that you are a fool. I am not 
thinking of suffering for suffering's sake, but suffering because it is an essential and 
indispensable part of true love.” 

Denny sat back. For him a cloud had cleared, For Marlene the clouds had only 
thickened. They were about her, everywhere. She shook her head, bewildered. “I like this 
conversation less and less as it proceeds,” she said. 

Tom said gently, quoting Denny, “Love is the essential nature of all things.” 
She looked helpless. “It's hopeless, utterly hopeless,” she said, and picked up her drink. 

Denny sat looking at the table. 
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“I remember,” he said, “that I was hurt. Anna took me to you when I was hurt, and you 
accepted me, hurt and all. You worked on me, gently but firmly. You got me to go to 
church, to read the lessons, even to preach. So I seemed to heal, but in fact nothing had 
changed underneath, nothing!” 

Tom nodded. “That's right,” he said, “nothing changed. The change had to come, and I 
guess it had to come through Anna's death.” 

“But it didn't,” Denny said in a level voice. 
“Not when she died it didn't,” said Tom, “but it is happening now. As I said, 'This is the 

beginning.'“ 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

As they drove home Marlene asked, “What was that all about, Denny? I really didn't 
understand it at all. Tom made me really angry.” 

Denny was staring ahead, looking at the road. “Oh, Tom was good. Don't be fooled by 
his apparent hardness. He's as gentle as a lamb. He was right; no doubt about that.” 

She felt like exploding, and tugged his sleeve. “Denny, you've got to tell me. I can't 
bear it out here, knowing nothing.” 

He drove on for a time, in silence. Then he slowed the car down, and finally braked to a 
stop. He had pulled off on to a grassy area, just off the road. He switched off the engine, 
and they sat for a time, hearing the sounds of the night. There were frogs in the water-lanes 
beside the road. Other insects were piping and chattering, and some bird-calls came 
through. The tall maize was silhouetted dark against the faint light of the sky. 

“I guess, honey, I had better tell you,” he said. He slipped off his seat belt and hers and 
they drew closer on the seat. “It's a long story,” he said. 

***** 

He was remembering again the shock of the ethical breakdown. It was really a 
breakdown in morals as well as morale. Each man would attempt to sustain his own morale 
by various means, and these were often quite devious. To see even a man of faith almost 
ignore the death of another man; to see him half-hoping for another's death in anticipation 
of getting the dead man's food-that was cruel. It was not that anyone actually made another 
die. No one ever did that. It was just that death, as a tragedy, ceased greatly to matter. It 
was only your own death that mattered. It seemed that you could not afford to be concerned 
much about the death of another. 

Denny, within his limited means, had tried to go the other way. He gave out of the little 
he had. He refused the enticements of rackets. He kept his integrity. True, he risked the 
dangers of moralism, but then he had not known that. Certainly he would not have wanted 
it, either. He had known nothing of conscious legalism. He just wanted to help. He thought 
that that was what faith was all about. That is why he had nagged at the padres, why he had 
picked away at mates who would let him ask questions, and why he had laboured at 
reading until he felt he knew what various religions were saying, and how the philosophers 
were trying to opine. None of them gave him his answer; not chaplains, nor his mates, nor 
the philosophies nor the religions. These were not answering his kind of questions. 

When he did talk with some friend he often found he was considered to be an idiot. “It 
is a basic principle of human living. It is a universal principle of life on this planet to 
preserve oneself, come what may” was the gist of what they said. He was even able to talk 
to the chaplain he despised, the very one 
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connected with the biggest of the rackets. The chaplain avoided him normally, but on one 
occasion he had talked. 

“Trouble with you, Cardin,” he said, “is that you are a ruddy prig. You think being 
good is the highest thing in life. By good I mean 'morally good'. That's so much 
poppycock. Doing good is getting where men are and helping them. So I do what I do, and 
I can help men. If I sat twiddling my thumbs like you I could help no one. I'd have neither 
the money nor the goods to do anything.” 

Denny said, “Tell me, padre. In the process do you help yourself?” 
“Sure. Sure,” the chaplain said. “What has that to do with it?” 
“Just about everything, as I see it,” said Denny. “If you help others and you help 

yourself, then it may well be that you only help them so that you can help yourself.” 
“Very clever,” the chaplain said. He seemed angry. “So you don't help yourself, but 

then you don't help anyone.” 
“Yours is damned casuistry,” said Denny, equally angry. “Everyone who is in black 

market is hurting others somewhere else.” 
“And if we didn't?” sneered the chaplain. 
Denny said in a hard voice, “If everyone in this prison never touched the rations beyond 

what was his right, then things would be greatly different. If cooks didn't give food for 
bribes or for profitable friendships, and if officers didn't take advantage of their positions to 
get in first on the goodies, and if everyone shared the extra bits that were around, a lot of 
men would live who will otherwise die.” 

“You sound to me like a moralistic communist,” said the chaplain. His voice was hard 
and he wasn't smiling. 

“Listen,” Denny said. “What did your Christ mean when he said, 'Greater love hath no 
man than this, that he lay down his life for his friend'?” 

For a moment the chaplain had said nothing. Then he nodded slowly. “I guess you have 
me there,” he admitted. “Only I can't say that is how I would apply it. All I can tell you is 
that I'll get home to go on telling people things about Christ, whereas you'll be 
underground, and be able to tell nothing.” 

Denny had taken a parting shot at the chaplain. “If I get home,” he had said, “I might 
have something to tell that Christ said, and it will be true. I don't know what you have left 
to tell if you can't tell it with integrity.” 

Long John really understood his argument when Denny talked to him later. His ethical 
sense was very well developed. “Denny,” he said, “you were right about my colleague. 
What you said was true. He doesn't see that to black market is to trample over others. 
Maybe the trampling is not always great in degree, but it is in principle. No, you either love 
others as yourself and so care for them, or you love yourself more than others. That is clear. 
To give your life for others is really to love them as yourself, if -not more. If it doesn't 
work out in the events of every day, then you really can't preach it.” 

He shared one of his personal experiences, which was a rare thing for Long John. “The 
same principle works in the church, especially for preferment. Even there, men may fight 
to get good positions. If you are in one denomination it is to be a canon or a bishop. In 
another it is to be a conference president or moder 
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ator, or some such. My realm was the academic, and there the competition really gets hot at 
times.” He looked a trifle sad, and patted Denny's shoulder. “You have to keep your 
integrity, you know,” he said. Denny thought he looked a trifle ashamed at his personal 
disclosure. He sensed the depth and sensitivity of the man. Looking back he knew he had 
always greatly admired him. 

Marlene said to him, “I never dreamed things could be like that. Denny, how did you 
resolve it?” 

Denny said, “You either find your personal solution and stick to it, even, maybe, 
literally to the death, or you go under. You do what others do. When it comes to the pinch, 
life is very sweet, even if it is only life in a prison camp with very, very inadequate rations. 
It can be sweet even if it is wrong and empty. No one wants to die.” He looked at her. “You 
just want to live. Nobody seems to be rational once he is reduced to just the desire to live.” 

“But surely to want to live is rational enough?” said Marlene. It was a question and not 
a statement. 

He nodded. “That is so,” he agreed, “yet you have to make sure that that wanting to live 
is not at another's expense.” 

“Can you explain?” she asked. 
“Yes,” he said shortly, “but it won't be easy. I need to give you background.” 

***** 

He had talked with Teddy Taplin. He had said nothing about the matter of being called 
an egotist. He wanted to see how Teddy understood humanity. So he asked questions. 
Teddy would talk endlessly on matters of faith, and he was glad to answer. 

“Teddy,” he asked, “would you say, from your religion or faith, that man is morally 
corrupt?” 

“M'm,” agreed Ted. 
Denny looked him in the eye. “Tell me what that means, in your words.” 
“It means he is basically irreligious, has no time for God, and he sins.” 
“0K. But be a reasonable person. I mean, does he do some good?” 
“I guess he does, but then God sees him as wicked.” 
“What is his wickedness?” 
“It is not obeying laws.” 
Denny tried to break the deadlock. “Do laws really matter?” he asked. Ted said they 

did. Denny asked why they mattered. Teddy said because God had made them. Denny 
asked why God had made those particular laws. Teddy wasn't sure, but if God made them 
they would be good. Denny suggested that that was an argument in a circle. We should 
obey laws because God has made them. If God has made them they must be good. 

“Surely,” Denny said, “God would indicate why those laws are good.” 
“He doesn't have to,” said Teddy. 
Denny thought that was smug and told Teddy so. He played his trump card: “Suppose 

God didn't make the laws at all. Suppose they are of man's making what then?” 
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Teddy exclaimed his horror. “But they are in the Bible,” he said defensively. 
“Suppose,” Denny said mercilessly, “that the Bible is wrong. Maybe the laws of 
Hammurabi are equally inspired.” 

Teddy didn't know the laws of Hammurabi. “You have me there,” he admitted. “But 
then I believe the laws because I believe the Bible.” 

Denny persisted. “Listen mate, don't you think those laws are a pretty good pattern for 
keeping an ordered society? Don't you think that in a way they are selfish?” 

Teddy was dumbfounded. “Never saw it like that,” he said, “and I still can't see it.” He 
looked troubled. “Explain what you mean.” 

Denny explained. “It's like this. If we all agree that theft, adultery, murder and lying are 
wrong, and we seek to prevent it, then will not the community benefit?” 

“Undoubtedly,” agreed Teddy. 
Denny went on, “If we insist on parents being honoured then will not families be, 

reasonably speaking, better off? If we speak against covetousness and its effects, then will 
not the community be more secure?” 

Teddy nodded. Then his eyes gleamed. “But what about worshipping God and no other 
idols? Who would think up that one? How would that benefit the community? Who would 
think that one up?” 

Denny said, “That would be the most integrating fact of all. When persons worship 
many gods their loyalties are divided. When they worship one only, then that worship helps 
to integrate the community.” 

Ted looked at him and chuckled. “Lot!” he said. “You are a one. Denny, you really 
believe that?” 

Denny shook his head. At that time he had not been amused. He wasn't arguing against 
law. It seemed to him that law was part of man's structures, but he had wanted to know 
whether it was from God or man. He said, “I don't believe it, and I don't disbelieve it. I'm 
genuinely trying to find out.” 

When Teddy had gone he had given a backward look. Denny wondered whether 
Teddy's faith was foolproof. Years later, when he met him again, Teddy was an elder in his 
church. Denny wondered whether Teddy still remembered the debate, but he had not 
reminded him. 

“I had a problem,” Denny said to Marlene. “My problem was whether the law was of 
God or of man.” 

“What difference would that have made?” she asked gently. 
“All the difference,” he said. “If laws are only from men, then conscience doesn't really 

matter.” A sudden thought came to him. “Suppose someone deliberately lit those fires on 
Pirrawarrinni that day, the day Anna died, then it doesn't really matter.” 

“But it does matter,” she said horrified. “He'd be a murderer.” 
“Of course,” he agreed, “but so what? If man makes the law, 'Thou shalt not kill,' then it 

does not matter. It is simply a selfish law, that is, a self-protecting law.” 
“Selfish?” She was horrified. 
He laughed. “Can't you see that if life ends here, then the morals and ethics 
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we produce are simply to help us to live as comfortably as we can manage? If we have laws 
for mutual benefit then they are selfish laws. You really don't have to worry about the word 
'selfish': it doesn't have any moral meaning if laws are man-made. It simply means that, in 
the world of man-made ethics, it doesn't pay to go against them. Hence we keep them in 
order to preserve ourselves against the society that insists we are punished if we break 
them.” 

“But of course, you are right,” she exclaimed, after a long, thoughtful pause. She felt 
stunned. She had never dreamed that Denny would have thought in these ways. 

“Don't be worried,” he said. “I don't really think that laws are man-made, not the basic 
moral ones anyway. I've discovered a lot since then. You just can't talk your conscience out 
of everything. A writer once said, 'Conscience is that which makes man man, makes him 
one, and makes him eternal.' 

“Explain,” she said. 
Denny waved that request aside. “Another time,” he promised. 
He looked at her, and returned to the main thread of his thinking. “If the law comes 

from God, then that makes all the difference.” 
“And does it?” she asked. 
“I'll show you what I mean,” he said. “I'll tell you how I came to it.” 

***** 

Denny had a desire to go to chapel services, but when he was there he hated them. In 
fact he was ambivalent. One part of him wanted them, the other rejected them. He would 
listen to the words of the hymns and marvel that human beings had the temerity to sing 
them. If they were sincere then they must believe that God was with them, in the chapel. If 
they believed that, then they could scarcely do some of the things they did outside the 
chapel. They must know that God didn't dissolve into thin air once they were outside the 
chapel. He would get angry when they sang the hymns. 

One day they sang, 
 

In simple trust like theirs who heard,  
beside the Syrian sea,  
the gracious calling of the Lord,  
let us, like them, without a word  
rise up and follow Thee. 

 
He was troubled by the words. He could see the man Jesus, as a factual figure in 

history. The Lake of Galilee was an actual lake, one located in geography. The men, the 
fishermen, sounded authentic too. What if the man Jesus had existed, as they reported, and 
had done the things they said he did, and spoken the things they said he spoke? What if, in 
doing all this, he was yet a man? 

Denny looked at Marlene. “That was my problem. I had always had a healthy respect 
for him. Somehow, if he lived, then the law was related to him as he related to God. I 
would have to give it some origin apart from man's clever invention of it, as a form of 
enlightened mutual security.” 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

ARLENE said, “I think I'm a little tired, Denny. It just seems to be too much too quickly 
for me. It all presses in on me. I am just not used to you as this person of faith, as you 

now call yourself. You are intense about it at this moment, and I guess that is right enough. 
Coming here has been a reliving of things for you. My trouble is that I have nothing to 
relive, and I feel somewhat apart from it all.” 

He nodded. “Then we had better turn it off a bit, or, as they say now, play it cool.” 
She said, “No. You have to work it out. All I ask is that you bear with me if I don't 

always understand. I really want to help, but I somehow don't know how to. 
Denny said, “You can help just by bearing with me. I have a feeling it will all be over 

soon, and I'll be on my feet.” He switched on the ignition, and the car putted into life. They 
made their way along the short distance to the farm. When they arrived, the Spaights were 
out. The front door was open, and they went in. Denny turned on the television, and they 
made themselves some coffee, awaiting the return of their hosts. An hour passed and there 
was no sign of them. They watched a play in a desultory manner. Somehow they both felt 
that they had to mark time for a while. They had little interest for the mid-evening news. 
The announcer imparted his information in the usual unnatural voice of the news-reader. 

Suddenly Denny tensed. “Did you hear that?” he asked Marlene. “There has been an 
accident at Burtville. Two girls killed. One of them was a Hayworth!” The news flash had 
come and gone. They sat back, wondering what this would mean to Tom Hayworth. Denny 
even had an impulse to ring and see whether they could help. However, he sat back, 
knowing that would be foolish. 

When the Spaights came in, the Cardins sensed a tension. Ken looked exhausted. “We 
have just come from Burtville,” he said. “Did you hear the news?” 

Denny nodded. “One of Tom's girls, eh?” he said. “Which one?” 
“Young Rita,” Ken said. “Sarah tried to help Agnes, Tom's wife, but she is bitter. She's 

bitter about Tom, and now she's bitter about Rita's death. The police had to cut her out of 
the vehicle-Rita, I mean. But she was gone before it ended.” 

“What about Tom?” Denny asked. 
“Stunned,” said Ken. “Just stunned.” 
Sarah and Marlene had gone off into the kitchen, probably to replenish the coffee. Ken 

stretched out his legs and sighed. “Tom always seems to strike trouble,” he said, like no 
one I've ever seen. He's an unusual man.” 

“Agnes wasn't always like that,” Denny said. “She and Anna were great friends.” 
Ken looked at Denny keenly. “You reckon, eh?” he said. “Well, Tom has been shooting 

his mouth off about you. Word gets around here quickly, and he 

M
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says the quicker you go the better.” 
Denny was astonished. “What have I done?” he asked. He felt a coldness come over 

him. 
Ken sat staring for a few moments. Then he collected himself. “Done?” he asked 

vaguely. “Eh? Oh, you haven't done anything. It is just that he hates your guts.” 
As before, Denny felt uneasy. He was vaguely troubled but could not assess why he 

should be. He could still see the anger in Tom's eyes. “Surely,” he said slowly, “a man may 
come back to visit his old haunts?” 

Ken nodded heavily. “Why sure,” he said, “but that Hayworth has something rumbling 
about in his guts. Conscience, I'd call it, and God knows what will happen now that his 
daughter has been killed.” 

The trouble did not clear. Ken Spaight's reassurance failed to relieve Denny. If anything 
the vague uneasiness increased. Sarah and Marlene returned. Denny looked at Sarah and 
liked her quiet, gracious way of handling things. She smiled at Denny. “You shouldn't have 
been such an idealist, Denny,” she said sweetly. “Tom Hayworth, for all his faults, is an 
idealist, and I suspect that is why he hates you.” 

“Confusion compounded,” thought Denny. He took the coffee and the cream. He had 
no taste for food and refused the cookies. 

Ken helped himself. “We were there at the time of the accident. Dam'fool youngsters 
gadding about like crazy cats. There's no doubt about it; Rita and her girl-friend have been 
mixed up with the drugs here. The young feller that was driving the car must have been on 
them, too. It is ripping the heart out of Hayworth, and your being here isn't helping.” 

Denny felt a shaft of pain inside. Marlene, watching him, knew he was suffering. She 
also knew that her man had a choice of returning to his Wahroonga security or battling 
things out here, and battling them to the end. She had a feeling he would not return to 
Wahroonga, anyway not yet awhile. 

“Maybe I can talk to Tom,” Denny said. 
“If you want trouble, then that is just the thing to do,” Ken agreed. “If I were you I 

wouldn't. He won't be accountable for himself. That man is covering up something, and he 
will surely think you are trying to uncover it. When a man is guilty never do him a good 
turn. It only increases his guilt.” 

Denny said, “I was thinking of taking Marlene up the coast for a break. I think she 
needs it. Things are coming a bit too fast for her.” 

“Good idea,” Ken agreed. “Take the trip Monday. Stay Sunday, though. I would like 
you to come to our little church.” 

Denny looked surprised. “Church?” he said. “Do they still have services? Are you a 
churchman?” 

Ken ignored his questions. “They have Father Tom preaching, and you should never 
miss him. He retired, but folk just like him back, time and again. They feel he belongs 
here.” 

“Well then, Monday it is,” Denny agreed. “We may make it up to the Gold Coast.” 
Ken sniffed. “Gold Coast, my eye! Motel-land, I call it. Keep away from the 
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coast, man. Go inland. If you cross the border, then go up Tambourine way. It's quiet and 
beautiful there. Give Marlene a gentle time, son. She needs it.” He looked keenly at Denny. 
“I think you would be hard on wives. Wear 'em out, you would.” He grinned, but Denny 
felt the point of the hidden barb. He flushed. He suppressed his inclination to retort. He 
knew there was an element of truth in it. The faint depression made him feel tired. 

He knew that as sure as he went to bed, tired, that they would both fall asleep, but that 
he would wake up, after midnight, and think throughout the rest of the night. He knew he 
would mull over Father Tom, Anna's grave, Tom Hayworth, and the death of Rita. He was 
remembering that Tom's oldest girl had been born about the same time as Esther. 

“I'll read,” he thought, “and then I'll sleep heavily.” He sifted out The Brothers 
Karamazov from the bundle of books. Marlene went off to bed, and then Sarah, and finally 
Ken shuffled off and left him. He sat, staring at the pages but reading nothing. 

Then he remembered he had not finished his conversation with Marlene, about the 
moral breakdown within the camp, and the discovery of the great theme of love. 

He pondered this theme for some time. Then, when he thought he had settled down to 
Karamazov, weariness overtook him. He stumbled into the room, undressed, and Jay down 
beside Marlene. He slept until the sun broke through their window. 

He thought, as he awoke, “I haven't slept like that for a long time.” The crazy thought 
came into his mind that he should do some physical work. When Ken saw him, before 
breakfast at the wood-heap, splitting the tallow-wood and gum logs, he cheered him on. 
Marlene came out to watch the sight. She decided she liked this Denny who had not lost his 
skill in splitting and chopping. 

He needed something like the physical work to play out his sense of frustration. The 
thinking and the events of the past few days were tightening him UP, as if he were a screw 
being turned into softwood. Inwardly he cursed having come back on his sentimental 
journey, yet at the same time he still had a sense of anticipation. It was as though 
something momentous was about to break in on him. 

***** 

Sitting in the small church didn't seem at all momentous. Made of old sandstone brick, 
it was pretty enough from the outside. Inside it was simple and unadorned. Its timbers in 
the chancel were of North Coast softwoods, relics of a day when the great bullock teams 
had drawn out the great cedar logs from the hill forests. Denny had seen those teams after 
the Second World War, when they had first come to Wirril Creek. He had known the 
bullockies of those days. Since his time, doubtless, they had gone into tractors and heavy 
timber-moving equipment. 

He felt a little sad, sitting there whilst the two blowflies which always took up duty on 
Sunday mornings buzzed and sang in the rear stained-glass windows. 
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He heard the descendants of the swallows of past years chittering and whistling under 
the eaves in their mud nest. He felt the hot drowsy air break through the windows and drift 
towards them. The image of an angry and dark Tom Hayworth came to him, and the 
thought of Agnes his wife, bitter about Tom and now about Rita's death, came to him, and 
for a moment the memory of the bullockies faded. Then that memory returned and 
superseded Tom and his tragedy. The morning and the drowsy North Coast heat were 
powerfully evocative. 

He saw the great animals under their heavy yokes-their incredibly heavy 
yokes-straining away, puffing and grunting, pulling on the thick iron traces and jerking at 
them as they got the great logs to move upon their jinkers. There was the squeal and grind 
of the brakes, the metallic music of the swingletrees, the clinking of the traces. He could 
hear the curse and cry of the bullockies; as they shouted their loud “Hup! Hup! Hup, Betsy! 
Hup, Roger! Hup, you beauties!” He could see the wild staring eyes, and the large rearing 
horns about them, the tossing angry heads, and the heaving flanks. White bullocks, roan 
bullocks, red bullocks, golden bullocks, and their choked cries, and their enraged bellows, 
and the great pushing, pulling, and heaving of them until the jinker was clear, and the team 
was moving smoothly on the white sand of the forest tracks. 

He felt a bit sad that those days were gone. Each log had been precious. Each timber 
snigged out from a difficult place was an accomplished triumph. Bullockies talked about 
this log and that, fought over their leases for timber cutting, and vied with one another with 
Afforestation Officers to get the right to cut back the ancient cedars, the giant flooded 
gums, or the tall tallow-woods. 

Now, it seemed, most of the cedars were gone. The forests had guarded their ancient 
timbers jealously. They put up a battle, testing the ingenuity of the bullockies, but the 
heavy machinery had been more than a match for them. It had always seemed strange to 
Denny that Tom Hayworth had never gone in for heavy machinery. Suddenly Denny sat 
up, alert. The organ was playing a traditional voluntary, and any moment now Father Tom 
would walk in, resplendent in his colourful vestments. Denny was not a vestment man, but 
these days they didn't trouble him. It was not this thought which made him alert, for it was 
secondary. It was suddenly remembering something of great importance. 

The primary thought was, “Tom Hayworth was a bullocky.” Anna loved his great team, 
and admired him as a powerful but simple person. She would spend hours leaning on their 
split-rail fence, talking to Tom. In those days he and Tom had been great friends. 
Something had happened, at some time, and from that point onwards Tom had not stopped 
his great team as he passed their place. In fact he had generally taken the back track, over 
beyond the Creek, He had made his way around Pirrawarrinni by this other route. 

The small choir entered, decked out in blue robes. He remembered Tom Thwaites 
introduced that custom, disliking the stark black and white robes worn in former years. 
Quite a flutter there had been in the dovecotes of the locality, and quite a bit of churchly 
gossip. Denny suspected some of these 
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doves still fluttered a little. After the choir came Tom in his brilliant vestments. Denny 
appreciated the spirit of worship Tom brought with him, and began to kneel with the 
congregation. Then he saw a heavy form come through the door. He felt a thrill go through 
him. He could scarcely believe what he saw. 

It was Tom Hayworth, and with him were Agnes and their oldest daughter Deidre. He 
bowed his head, knowing Hayworth would be embarrassed. The choir sang a short introit 
and by that time the Hayworths were settled in. Denny was furiously searching his 
memories. Had Tom and the family been church-goers? He was remembering they had 
been until about the time Tom had turned his team from coming past Tallow-wood Farm. 
Agnes still attended, but from about that time had avoided Anna. Denny felt the stabs of 
irrational fear working away at him, deep down. They became a dull ache after a time, a 
continuous, steady ache in the gut. 

He was remembering, now, the time when things had changed; it was when he had 
gone to Sydney for the post-war medical investigation of prisoners of war. That was the 
time the doctor had talked of his ivory castle, and he had come back, more determined than 
ever to make his mission overt. He had even looked forward to talking with Tom 
Hayworth, but Anna had looked vaguely troubled. It was unlike Anna to put him off with 
words, but that time, he remembered now, had been the only time they did not seem to be 
close. Now the ache within was increasing. He was scarcely aware of Marlene beside him. 
He was staring at Father Tom, but not seeing him. 

The service went on. Tom Thwaites moved about the holy table, and the two servers in 
their crimson robes and short white cottas moved backwards and forwards. He bowed, 
kneeled, genuflected, and gave out the prayers in deep and sonorous tones. 

The swallows stopped their twittering and chittering, and at the same moment the 
blowflies ceased their buzzing and singing. With the drowsy heat, the silence, the full 
congregation and a slight lack of oxygen, Denny almost fell asleep. 

They rose to sing a rousing hymn, and then settled down to hear Tom preach. Denny 
had always appreciated Tom's preaching. It was always simple, practical, and right down to 
Wirril Creek earth. Tom himself was a bit like old Pirrawarrinni. A heavily built man, with 
eyebrows that jutted out like cliffs, he carried his arguments impressively, and brought 
reality to his country congregations. 

Denny felt a slight shiver go through him when the priest gave out his commencing 
text. His listeners knew he despised texts as such. At best they were a launching pad for his 
great rockets. Once he was launched they never saw the text again. This morning he was 
serious, and Denny felt a prickling at the back of his neck as the verse was read. Tom did 
not bother to give the reference. 

“It is good,” he boomed out, “for a man to bear the yoke in his youth.” They knew that 
was the text. They also knew it was true. Denny suddenly felt the tension go, and he sat 
back to listen. Marlene sat upright against the back of 
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her pew. This was her Sunday stance. He imagined, curiously, that she had been trained 
like that. Remembering her mother he smiled. 

He thought, as he settled back, “Unbelievably I'm going to enjoy this message.” He also 
thought, “I hope it helps Tom and Agnes.” He added, as an afterthought, “And Deidre, 
too.” Even as he said it he felt the grub of another thought within, burrowing away. He had 
the peculiar wish that it would not surface too soon. Not this morning, anyway. 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

DENNY smiled gently to himself as he remembered the former times when he had surveyed 
the congregation. He had liked coming on Sundays because he gathered material for his 
stories. Some folk had recognised themselves in the stories he had written, and others had 
laughed at certain characters in those stories, not dreaming that they, personally, were 
being portrayed. There had been a certain amount of pride that someone local was having 
his stories in the city journals, over the national radio, and the like. 

 
Denny gave the congregation a quick secret survey. He knew he was not collecting 

material, but he found a certain nostalgic satisfaction in recognising folk he had known. 
The passage of twenty-eight years had aged them. He could even recognise some who had 
been in their teens when he had left. Others he did not recognise and assumed they were 
newcomers. He grinned at that. For all he knew, they may well have been 'oldcomers'. 

Tom was into his stride. To preach he usually took off his sacramental vestments, 
preaching in his white surplice and scarf. He was building his thesis. 

“'It is good for a man to bear the yoke in his youth,”' he was repeating. “The yoke 
means discipline, learning to live in the authorities we have in the world. They may not 
look much like it, but they are God-given. Every culture has had its elders. In our councils 
and shires we call them our aldermen, which is really elder-men'. 

“There are other authorities-family authorities, or State or Federal authorities. We, in 
this country, hang very loosely to authorities. But the real authority I am speaking about is 
the authority of true and basic law.” 

Denny's interest quickened. He was remembering his own research, in his prison-camp 
days, into law. He also remembered that he had not finished his talk with Marlene. He felt 
for her hand and touched it, but she was unaware of his touch. She did not seem to know he 
was there. 

“These laws,” continued Tom, “are functional laws, if you know what I mean. The laws 
concerning lying, cheating, coveting, adultery and so on, are not just prohibitions God has 
rustled up out of the air. They are the true operational ways of life.” 

Denny let his glance rove around. He thought this must be heavy stuff for this audience. 
Not so. Tom had their interest. “It is a kind of gut communication,” Denny thought. 

Tom lifted a hand, dramatically, “I remember the old bullockies,” he said. Heads craned 
forward. They were proud of their bullocky history. Denny wondered how Tom Hayworth 
was feeling. It was a marvel he was in the church, but then he must have felt the need of it, 
Rita having been killed. Perhaps as a family they needed the comfort of the faith. He felt 
genuinely sorry for Tom. Again the nagging movement within him. He was wondering too 
about Agnes. Anna and Agnes used to be such great friends, but something had happened. 
Again he felt the unease within. 
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Tom was saying, “Do you remember that when a team-master wanted to train a calf 
into a member of his bullock-team he would take the calf and make a small yoke for it, just 
the size to fit its neck? Then as the calf grew he would make a larger yoke, and by the time 
it was full-grown it could take the full yoke. Day by day it would walk alongside the team. 
It simply bore the yoke in its youth. When it was mature the yoke was not heavy for it. It 
could join the team with ease.” 

There was a slight escape of air, a faint expression of appreciation, a gentle sibilation. 
Some of the old-timers nodded. The congregation had grasped the point. 

“There is another yoke,” Tom was saying, “and it is the yoke of rebellion. When you 
think you are free, and can do what you like, guilt comes on you, heavy as hell.” 

Denny remembered a statement which Hank the Yank had often used, jokingly: “Hey, 
preacher, you've quit preachin' and now you're meddlin'.” He grinned. Tom was meddlin'. 
The congregation shuffled a little. 

“Just think of it,” Tom sighed. “We have something like Paradise around us. One of our 
country's most beautiful spots. Glory to burn, and we love it. But when we are under the 
yoke of rebellion and failure, the joy goes out of it.” He puckered up his face. “Some suffer 
under a yoke of religion,” he said distastefully. “They think God is like no bullocky ever 
was. To them He is a swearing, cursing Bullocky, crueller than they come on earth. He is 
always cracking the whip, urging His creatures on. So they moan and sweat under it all.” 
He blew out his cheeks. “Pah!” he said. “Jesus sweated it out long ago. We don't have to 
sweat it out-at least, not that way.” 

Suddenly Denny realised Tom was talking to him. His nonchalance evaporated. He sat 
up and stared at the old man. “The cheek of the priest!” he thought indignantly. He didn't 
know that was what Tom Hayworth was thinking too, and some others also. He felt 
betrayed by his friend. Loaded messages were not permissible. He felt indignant. “The old 
scoundrel,” he thought, staring at the priest. Then he grinned. “If the cap fits. . . “ he 
murmured to himself. 

Tom was saying, “Jesus said his yoke was kindly, and his burden was light. What did 
he mean? He meant that when you live with things the way they really are, then you know 
serenity.” 

A whole rush of ideas came to Denny. He even felt excited, as though Tom's insight 
had released these ideas within him. He wondered whether Hayworth would accept Rita's 
death inside this grid of Tom's thinking. As the thoughts came racing, much as a pack of 
bloodhounds, baying away across his mind, Tom was at the communion table, busy setting 
out the bread and wine. The congregation was singing a hymn, and Denny suddenly 
realised it was the hymn which had affected him in his prison days. 

 
Dear Lord and Father of mankind,  
forgive our foolish ways... 

 
Foolish ways! A new meditation came wafting in. He shook his head. He looked at 

Marlene. She seemed serene, as though the service had given her a 
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tranquillity she was needing. He looked around. Others were intent upon their singing. He 
stole a look at Tom Hayworth. The man was staring stolidly ahead, betraying no emotion. 
Agnes was white and tense, her dark eyes smouldering within her pale features. Deidre, he 
noticed, was as serene as Marlene. He shook his head to himself, a gesture which said, 
“Heck, I don't understand it.” 

 
The buzzing flies seemed to have expired. The swallows were away into the fields, 

swooping after the summer insects. Inside the building the day was quiet. The people were 
slipping out of their seats, moving towards the chancel, kneeling in the sanctuary, receiving 
the elements from Tom's hand, as though from God and His goodness. Denny felt soft and 
gentle, relaxed in a way he had not been for years. If he dreaded having to face up to things 
outside the church, he felt none of dread's premonitions. Kneeling with Marlene was like 
an exercise in restful relaxation. 

On the way back to Tallow-wood Farm, Ken Spaight said, “Wise choice of yours, 
Denny, not to say anything to Hayworth. Best that we slipped away the way we did. The 
funeral is tomorrow.” 

“Where?” asked Denny. “Here first, and then in the Burtville cemetery?” 
Ken looked ahead, staring into space as he drove. “Tom Hayworth wants Rita buried 

over alongside Anna,” he said. 
Denny felt a pounding in his head. “You can't mean that!” he exclaimed. “Why would 

he want that? That's not a cemetery. That was a special arrangement because of the fire, 
because it was part of Tallow-wood Farm.” 

Ken nodded. “Don't be getting yourself upset,” he said drily. “It just isn't permitted. 
Agnes would never have it, anyway.” 

Denny said slowly, “The man must be mad. He must be crazy.” 
Ken nodded again. His voice was lower this time. “You could be right,” he said, with 

his rich, tangy accent. “You could be absolutely right.” 
They drove on, and Denny felt the pounding intensify. He wondered why Marlene took 

his hand and held it. He looked at her. He noticed how troubled she was. He wondered 
about the serenity they had known in the church, the tranquillity which had come to him. 
Then he was wondering about the yoke Father Tom had spoken of, and most of all he was 
thinking about Tom Hayworth. Something was coming to the surface, and it had to do with 
a heavy yoke. The yoke was Hayworth's. He was searching for the word. That was it-it was 
a yoke of guilt. 

Guilt? What guilt? Thoughts were flooding, and he was bewildered. When he looked at 
Marlene she looked at him, her eyes steady, but full of knowledge. She knew about Tom 
Hayworth. She knew he was a guilty man. 

The maggot within, the niggling grub, the itching, moving thing which had once 
burrowed down was now making its way to the surface. Denny felt the alarm grow. He 
wondered whether they ought to stay after all. Perhaps they should return. 

Marlene was saying, “Why don't we ring Esther, and ask her to come up? She could fly 
up late today or early tomorrow.” 

“Why the hurry?” he asked. “What good would that do?” 
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“She could go to the funeral,” Marlene said. “You can't go. She could share it with 
Deidre.” 

The alarm should have decreased, but it did not. The pounding inside his head was 
increasing. “Deidre? Esther?” He felt he was near something, but somehow was afraid to 
know. “Esther just couldn't remember Deidre. They were just infants when they parted.” 

“That's not it,” Marlene said. “Esther is coming in any case. Why not now? Why not 
before we have our break up the Coast?” 

He felt the struggle. Still bewildered, he gave in. He had a faint suspicion that Marlene 
was up to something. He also had the feeling, gloomily, that it had to be this way. “Very 
well, then,” he agreed. “You could be right. If Esther goes, then the Hayworths may accept 
her.” 

“Come to think of it, I might even go,” mused Marlene. 
Denny was too confused to debate this. He wondered what it would be like, his not 

going. Then he remembered Tom Hayworth's wish to bury Rita in the grove, near Anna. 
He was confused. The only way he could get out of it with honour to himself was to say, 
“I'm women-ridden!” Yet when he heard Esther's voice and explained it to her, she 
understood it all and agreed. She sounded excited. 

“Daddy, I've missed you, although I have been busy. I've so wanted to see Wirril Creek 
again.- I've dreamed about it over the years. I'm looking forward to seeing Marlene again. 
I've missed her also.” 

He said he would be at the Kempsey airport to meet her, on the 8:30 a.m. plane. 
They spent the Sunday afternoon lazing. Denny took Marlene to the sand at Beachy 

Head, and they lay in the sun, shifting in and out of the shade of the beach umbrella. Denny 
had decided to lower the intensity for Marlene, and read away at Crime and Punishment. 
The plot came back to him easily enough, and he recognised the characters in spite of the 
variety of names with which each was addressed. But his heart was not in the book. He 
marvelled that for almost twenty-eight years he had managed to control his life reasonably. 
Some would have thought completely, if not perfectly. Now, here at Wirril Creek, he was 
changing, becoming indecisive. Over these twenty-eight years he had been unswervingly 
decisive. “Even before that,” he thought. 

***** 

He remembered the day he and Rick his driver had had to return to Mersing, on the east 
coast of Malaya. That had really been a day. The Nipponese planes had been in continuous 
surveillance, sweeping the sky with their upward-soaring movements, and then turning and 
zooming across the great green stretch of rubber plantations and thick jungles. Denny and 
his team had not destroyed the secret units to which the cables were joined. It did not really 
matter much, but if the enemy were to find them they would have a whole network of 
communication ready made. Orders had been to destroy it. The infantry companies had 
taken over brigade lines and had not destroyed them whilst retreating. 
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Denny and the team had been the last of the Brigade Unit to retreat. They had been 
sharing in the destruction of everything. 'Scorched earth policy', they had called it. Denny 
thought it sad to see the shops, the bazaar and the homes burned down. In some cases it 
took a lot of petroleum to start the fires, but then, when the flames took, the devastation 
was fearful. All along the shore the fires blazed. The Japanese Zeros would dive on it all, 
their machine-guns chattering, seeking to chase away the intruders. Denny thought it was 
all sad. 

Rick could not believe Denny was returning. He dangled the keys of the utility truck in 
front of Denny. “You go on your own. I'm not going back there.” 

Denny stared at him. “You're my driver. Driving that vehicle is not my work. Hop in.” 
Rick was a short but heavily built man. He had a beautiful wife-Zara. He also had a 

little daughter. That much Denny knew, since they were good friends. Denny watched Rick 
shake his head and say, “You'll never get me back to Mersing. The place will be overrun 
with Nips. It's suicide.” 

Denny said, “Get in.” He said it tersely, between his teeth. 
Rick looked at him lazily. “Nope,” he said shortly. 
Denny was impatient. “Get in and get going,” he said, opening the door on his side of 

the utility truck. Rick dropped the keys on to the driver's seat. 
“Not going,” he said briefly. 
“Why?” asked Denny, still talking between his teeth. 
“Because I'm not a fool”, Rick said, coming out with his anger. His face was white 

now, and eyes blazing savagely. 
“Oh, you're going all right,” said Denny, flicking up his pistol, aiming it at Rick. 
Rick stared in astonishment. “You're kidding,” he said. 
“Try me,” said Denny coolly. “Just try me.” He knew Rick was not believing it. “Now 

get in,” he said. 
Rick got in and sat there. “I've a wife and a kid,” he said. 
Denny stared ahead. “Some have more than one kid. Everybody's got somebody. 

What's that to do with it?” 
Rick swore at him, first softly, and then in growing anger, and finally in a hot rage. 

Denny kept the pistol pointing at Rick. The heavy Ford vehicle lumbered out of the 
plantation on to the macadamised road, and set its blunt nose to Mersing. Rick kept 
swearing, but the heart had gone out of it. After a time he said, “Say, Denny, would you 
have really used that pistol?” He was not afraid, just curious and interested. 

Denny said quietly, “You bet. just let one person get away with it, and the whole thing 
busts up. In action it's dangerous to remember you are anything but a soldier.” 

He had been decisive all right. In all those days of action he had never dithered. It was 
the same in the prison camp. He made decisions when they had to be made. Even after 
Anna's death he had made decisions. He had decided to leave Wirril Creek, and its 
complicated relationships. It had become so messy. So he had decided to leave it. 
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His mind was still on Mersing. They had gone in and found it deserted. They found the 
communication panel and destroyed it. They cut lines, and salvaged useful units. All the 
time Rick was uneasy. He kept urging Denny to return. Denny kept driving backwards and 
forwards, looking for gear that needed to be destroyed. 

Rick kept saying, “They could be in the jungle there.” What made it worse was that the 
fighter-planes of the enemy were not over Mersing. They were well up the road, at 
Jemaluang where the troops were. Denny and Rick had yet to return there through the 
gauntlet of the fierce little Zeros. 

They picked up the little girl on the way back. She was no more than a tot. Rick was all 
for passing her. Denny stopped and talked to her in broken Malay. She knew something of 
it, although she was Chinese. When the Zeros would come screaming down on them they 
drove straight through the tall lalang grass, into the rubber plantation, and stopped under 
the trees. Sometimes the bombs dropped around them, but amazingly they were not hurt. 

The little girl was serene. When they picked her up and ran for the jungle she rested in 
Denny's arms. Denny had a queer feeling, He kept liking the trust she put in him. Then he 
kept thinking about Rick and his little girl. In his mind, however, he did not go back on that 
decision. It had been right to destroy the equipment. 

At the same time he thought he could never forget Mersing as a ghost town. The gaping 
apertures of the burned-out houses, the stumps of the gutted huts, and the curious haunting 
smell of burned stores and provisions. Coming back to Jemaluang was like coming from a 
ghost world. Rick swore there were hordes of Japs at Mersing, and that they had done 
nothing, thinking that he and Denny were a reconnaissance squad. Denny wanted to know 
why they had not been fired at, if that was the case. Rick said he didn't know, but the 
Brigade Major was worried. He wanted to send back a reconnaissance unit. At that moment 
orders came through to withdraw along the road to Singapore. 

That night Rick had asked him again, “Would you really have used that pistol?” 
Denny had looked him and grinned. “Does it matter?” he asked. “Right now you look 

after our little girl, see?” he grinned again. “What's the good of having a little girl back 
home if you can't handle the one here?” 

He watched Rick go off, grumbling, to get some food from the cook. 
He certainly had been able to make decisions in those days. 
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

STHER was full of her coming marriage. Tony, her fiance, would have come if he had 
not been working. He, too, had a lot of things to get ready for the wedding. Denny 

wondered what men had to get ready, but passed off the thought. He was looking at Esther 
for some reason of his own, to find something of Anna in her. He thought wryly that there 
was more of Marlene in her than of Anna. Then he knew, with all honesty, that she had 
Anna's temperament, even if not Anna's looks. At the same time she looked very little like 
him, Denny. For a moment he felt the little fear returning, but he deliberately shut it off. 

Marlene and Esther were engaged in rapid conversation as they returned to the 
Spaights'. The funeral was set for late morning. Afterwards there would be a meal at the 
Hayworths'. By the time they had returned from Kempsey there were only a few minutes 
for a cup of tea, and Ken and Sarah took the two women off with them to the church. 

Denny felt restless. He decided reading was not going to help. He changed into jeans 
and a cool bush-shirt and took the axe. He went down to split the wood. When he had 
sweated out some of his inner misery he sat on the great round tallow-wood stump which 
served for the chopping block. He was remembering how sometimes he had gotten into one 
of his post-prison camp moods, especially with placid Anna, and how he would work out 
his feelings with the axe. 

In those days they had had the old 'dunny', the outback lavatory, set out in the kikuyu 
grass area, like a lonely sentinel on a hill. One of Denny's tasks was to dig a pit and empty 
the effluent. He hated this above all tasks, and would do it reluctantly. However, when he 
and Anna had a difference, or one of their rare but annoying arguments, he would rush out, 
dig the pit, and empty the big metal pan into it. By the time he had finished they would be 
together again, and roar with laughter at what had happened. 

It was on one of those occasions that he had first met old Ginger Jack. 
Ginger Jack was a legend. You heard much of him, and about him, but rarely saw him. 

When he first met him, Denny had just finished digging the pit and was emptying the 
contents of the black pan. He had looked up and seen Ginger Jack. He knew who it was 
because he had been described to them by others so many times. He and Anna had looked 
forward to meeting this almost mythological figure, and here he was! He had a wide ginger 
beard flanking his face, standing out in irregular tufts of tawny colour. His eyes above were 
blue-pale but piercing. His eyebrows were bushy, jutting out, and above it all was the hat, 
the unbelievable hat. It was an old Stetson, hung with corks that had become black from 
camp-fires and the general grime of living. Hot or cold, Ginger Jack wore a long black 
coat. Once it may have been a whole garment. Now it was ragged and tattered at the base, 
the hemline long since gone. Gnarled old boots 

E 
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with thick soles and heavy heels were visible, and, below that, between them and the coat, 
ancient moleskins, tied just above the ankles with old cord. Ginger Jack always carried a 
long stick, and this had been with him so many years that it was shiny from top to toe. 
Where he grasped it, it shone even more. Bole of it in hand, he stood before Denny, legs 
astride, the pale blue of his eyes regarding Denny fiercely. 

Denny had only believed about Ginger Jack what he saw for himself. The stories about 
the man were endless in number, and outlandish in their telling. There was the old one 
about him failing iii and being told to take a mixture three times a day in water; so he had 
stood in the creek three times a day to take his medicine. As Denny came to know him, he 
discovered there was nothing quite so daft about Ginger Jack. Ginger Jack's cousin, Jeremy 
Croft, had been the former storekeeper at the Creek general store, and Denny had known 
Jeremy very intimately. The story was that Ginger Jack had once been brilliant, had gone to 
university, and had studied too hard. Denny knew there was one such person, about whom 
such stories grew, in almost every country town, but investigation rarely bore out the 
legend. Ginger Jack had never been brilliant but he had always been clever. His was not 
mere crude cunning, but studied native cleverness. 

Take, for example, the treacle tarts. Denny remembered Ginger Jack when he first met 
Anna. He had her sized up in a moment. Two minutes later, he was talking about his 
arthritis. His description of this was vivid, especially about the deterioration of his hip. The 
only thing that helped relieve it was treacle tart. Anna had never heard of treacle tart. 

Ginger Jack knew all there was to know about treacle tarts. His mother had been the 
cook above all cooks for making them. Ginger Jack enlarged on that. Finally, when he 
talked about the kind of pastry it had to be, and the kind of shortening that was necessary, 
he had Anna deeply interested. Ginger Jack betrayed nothing, but Denny was choking with 
silent mirth. He had turned away, to hide his laughter from Anna. He would have resumed 
his task of filling in the pit, but he did not wish to miss a word of the recital. Already he 
was shaping up the old man into a story. He was gathering the legends about him to make a 
literary mosaic. 

Anna went into the house, returning with pencil and paper. She wrote it all down. 
Finally she promised to make Ginger Jack a treacle tart. 

He appeared greatly astonished. “Ah, missus,” he said unbelievingly, “you wouldn't do 
that for old Ginger Jack now, would you?” 

Anna said she would. She did. From that time onwards no week passed without Ginger 
Jack appearing. Usually it was Wednesdays, after he had collected the pension from Jed at 
the post office. 

Denny realised that in his reverie, he had stopped work. Now he resumed his chopping. 
Ginger Jack was surely dead. He had been quite old when the Cardins had first met him. 
Denny resolved to ask Ken Spaight what had happened to him. He sat on the tallow-wood 
stump, savouring the rare smell of split and chopped wood. He fingered a chip, putting it 
close to his nostrils, enjoying the fragrance. Smells evoked so many memories. The smell, 
too, of 
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his own sweat came up at him. Then he thought, “This is crazy, but sitting here, on this old 
stump, I'm actually happy.” It had been years since a true experience of happiness had been 
his. 

A fanciful thought came to him. “Suppose I returned to Wirril Creek,” he thought. 
“Suppose I bought land again, and we lived here.” Then he laughed at the foolish notion. 
He couldn't see Marlene in this kind of life. There would be Esther too, down in Sydney. 
Of course it was crazy, but the thought persisted, and it even pleased him. 

Another idea came. He stood up on the tallow-wood stump and looked towards the 
foothill. He was trying to find the weathered shack in which Ginger Jack had lived. The old 
man had owned twenty-five acres of pasture, much of which had given way to bracken-fern 
and lantana. Somehow he had always managed to eke out his living on it, supplementing 
his small pension. Often when Denny was going to knock a calf on the head because the 
price of newborn calves was so cheap, the old man had begged to have it. He reared them 
as poddies. At the moment Denny was remembering the old man's morning and evening 
cry which would drift across to them: “Sukey! Come on, Sukey! Sukey, Sukey, Sukey!” 
The calves would come flying, tails up and legs scampering, and they would be at it, 
pushing and pumping and butting the old fellow, whilst he struggled to apportion out the 
meal and the milk in fair quantities. Often he would rear a calf which grew into a prize 
heifer, and he would bargain for every penny of its worth. 

Old Ginger Jack had known all the news of the district. Anna loved to sit with him and 
hear it. Not that any of it was cruel gossip. That was not Jack's pattern. If he was clever he 
was not malicious, and he could scarcely be described as cunning. Suddenly Denny had an 
overwhelming desire to visit the old haunt of Ginger Jack, and so he jumped down off the 
stump. He had not been able to get a sight of the shack, because the property was grown 
over with shrubs and young saplings. 

As he was battling his way through the old bracken, lantana and scrub, he realised he 
had lost his bearings. Old Pirrawarrinni loomed up high above him, overwhelming in its 
towering bulk, and he could not work a correct bearing from it. Then suddenly, he was on 
the old shack. There was still a little clearing around it, but the place was evidently 
deserted. 

He had a curious feeling as he approached the building. It looked as though it might be 
visited from time to time. When the door creaked open at his pressure, the past swept up at 
him. This was how he had seen it those years ago. It was incredible. The old table in the 
centre of the main room, with its legs rooted in the dirt floor, and its boards sloping slightly 
to one end, was still covered, as it used to be, with sheets of old newspaper which had been 
added to as the years had passed. Denny remembered the crumb-strewn table, and then the 
fresh sheets of newspaper laid over it all. The table grew taller each year with the 
successive layers of paper covering. 

He also remembered the time Ginger Jack had invited them to Sunday lunch. They had 
arrived whilst Jack was still cooking the meal. The old man's prize rooster was strutting 
about the large room as though he owned it, which 
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was probably true. His hens also were picking up titbits from the floor. The table belonged 
to the great Rhode Island Red male. He flew up to it, looked about as though to challenge 
anyone to say it was not his own personal domain, and then with a great clucking noise 
began to devour the crumbs, and even the dobs of dried jam which had become one with 
the paper. He was calling to his choice ladies to join him on the table. 

Ginger Jack had paused in his cooking, gazing at the great bird. “Look at him!” he 
cried. Anna and Denny thought he was speaking in mock anger, pretending for their sakes 
that it was disgusting of a rooster to be strutting on his master's table. 

So they looked. “Look at him!” the cry had come again. Then he said, with enormous 
pride, “Ain't he a great bird!” After that he had gone back to his cooking whilst Anna and 
Denny had dissolved into silent mirth. 

The chickens, the hens and the rooster were all gone. The place was silent and ghostly, 
and yet Denny had the uncanny feeling that the place was visited. In this he proved right. 
He found copies of the Sydney Morning Herald, and the Northern Courier, as well as 
recent copies of the Bulletin in the next room. There was an old blanket spread over the 
ancient bed Ginger Jack had used. Without doubt, someone was in the habit of visiting the 
place. 

It was none of Denny's affair, so he shrugged his shoulders and went out on to the 
verandah. Here was the old assortment which he remembered from past years: screws, 
nails, pieces of wire, old bits of ploughs and harrows, scarifiers and cultivators. There were 
old tools with broken handles, a mixture of rusting iron pieces. The collection was stacked 
high on benches and shelves, or hung on nails and hooks, whilst some of it was stacked in 
piles on the floor, filling the corners and spilling out towards the centre. 

In the old days they had laughed many times, he and Anna. Now he did not laugh. 
Silence covered the scattered materials like a blanket over the noisy, happy past. Denny felt 
a sense of tragic loneliness. He was wishing old Jack would suddenly walk through the 
door, and he would see him standing there, saying, “Thou shalt not covet!” as he used to 
say. Denny would often come across from the farm when he broke a spike on a harrow or a 
tyne on a cultivator, or when he badly wanted an extra S-hook for an odd swingle-bar. 

No Ginger Jack came through the door. Denny ferreted around amongst all the junk. 
Then he discovered, carefully covered over by a bundle of neatly laid spikes and timber 
wedges, a heap of old newspapers. They seemed to have been covered up deliberately, as 
though being especially hoarded. They were yellow with age, but Denny was struck with 
the dates on them. They were copies of the Northern Courier, dated March 1950. Denny 
knew by some instinct that it was not time to read them-not, anyway, at this point. He was 
tempted to take them with him, and resisted it. Some element of his native integrity told 
him they were not his. Old Jack had hidden them here for some purpose. 

There was an outshed. He looked into it, and found to his amazement that it was 
chock-a-block with old farm machinery. The junk in the house was fairly useless, but this 
was in good condition. He was surprised to see that most of it 
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was greased, as though the owner was preserving it with a view to some future use. He felt 
a small thrill of excitement as he examined it. Some of it had come from Tallow-wood 
Farm. He recognised the old diamond harrows and a disc cultivator. There, too, were the 
old swingle-bars, and even the swingletrees. 

Along the beams under the roof were hanging a mass of trace-chains, back bonds and 
winkers. Denny felt the tiny tears coming, pricking his eyes. He was remembering the 
times he had harnessed up old Dolly, and Trix and Major and Honeybelle. He could see the 
green turf curling back crisply under the single-furrow mould-board. He had loved carving 
out that first guide-furrow, and then following on. Anna would stand at the verandah, and 
as he neared the headland she would wave to him, and thrust up two of her diminutive 
fingers in a 'V for Victory' sign. At night they would talk excitedly about the peas they 
would grow, the potatoes, and the carrots. He remembered how they had saved hard to get 
the irrigation system, and how then he had worked on the small pool under the corner 
grove to make a dam large enough to water the two-acre paddock. Often they would barely 
make it before the water ran out. They would shut off the sprays until the next day. 

Sprays! He could remember the shaking excitement the two of them experienced when 
the pump started up, and they had run out to see the butterfly sprays twirl and spurt into 
action. He recalled their depressing disappointment when the water had not come, and how 
he had begun running back to the corner-grove, and, as he had reached it, her high-pitched 
scream of excitement: “Denny! Denny! Look! They're working!” 

As so they were. Bright water in gold sunshine, water spurting and coughing upwards, 
and then failing so that the ploughed earth began to go a deep red on its light basalt 
patches, and dark black on the grey soil. They had danced around like two children. 

The piping and the sprays had not been preserved. Denny pulled back stacked harrows 
to find a three-disc plough, a disc cultivator, and an old stump-jump multiple mould-board 
plough. He was like a vintage car expert coming across a cache of old cars, greased down, 
and awaiting a future resurrection. His mind capered around the machinery with primitive 
glee. An idea was beginning to form and in that state of mind it seemed perfectly sensible, 
and logical and right. 

Only when he left the shed, and the old shack, and was ploughing back to the farm 
through the rank bracken and the pungent lantana, did the scheme suddenly seem idiotic to 
him. It became, so to speak, stillborn in his mind. By the time he reached the farm it had 
died and was buried. Well, perhaps it was not as yet buried, but awaiting burial. 
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

HE Spaights, Esther and Marlene were back at the farmhouse. They had not been long 
at the Hayworths' following the funeral. Deidre and Esther had flowed together from 

the first. By some strange quirk, Marlene and Agnes had accepted each other. It was 
puzzling to Denny, since he knew there was animosity against him from both Tom and 
Agnes. What was even more puzzling was the feeling that Agnes had not, in fact, been 
hostile to him, but rather to Anna. It was puzzling, and he had long ago given up trying to 
understand it. 

They sat on the front verandah, having their coffee, and Denny asked the question 
which was uppermost in his mind. 

“What happened to old Ginger Jack?” 
Ken Spaight stared at him. Then he said slowly, “Of course, you would have known 

Ginger Jack.” 
“Ginger Jack and his treacle tarts,” Denny said with humour. 
Ken Spaight was not in the mood for humour. “They put old Jack away,” he said. “He 

is in the Burtville Mental Hospital.” 
Denny looked puzzled. “Not because he was crazy,” he said. “Surely not because of 

that. We all knew him and his ideas, but no one thought he was really crazy.” 
“Not because of craziness,” said Ken grimly. “They found him trying to murder Tom 

Hayworth.” 
The back of Denny's neck prickled. “Murder?” he said incredulously. “Jack wouldn't 

harm anyone.” 
“Well, they caught him trying to get at Hayworth,” said Spaight. “He really grew into a 

crazy fellow.” He saw Ken exchange glances with Sarah, who shook her head slowly. 
Ken said, “When are you going to take Marlene off for that promised trip? The 

weather's perfect, right now.” 
Denny sensed they were deliberately keeping away from the subject of Ginger Jack, 

and decided he would not press it. He wondered whether the Spaights wanted a rest from 
him and Marlene. Then an idea struck him. “Why don't we take Esther too?” he asked 
Marlene. Marlene thought that would be a wonderful idea. “We'll go off this afternoon,” 
Denny said. “Let's book into a motel at Nambucca.” 

Booking was no difficulty. The three went off to pack. It was very little time before 
they were loaded into the maroon vehicle and purring out of Tallowwood Farm on to the 
Pacific Highway. 

Esther said, “Daddy, this is fantastic. I've always wanted to see the district where I was 
born. I used to wish you would bring me up and show me.” Then she fell silent. Her voice 
was softer when she spoke, and almost sad. “Could we see Mamma's grave?” 

T
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Denny was shocked that he had not thought about that. “Sure,” he said. “You asked just 
in time.” They were a hundred yards from the turn-off, and Denny swung the car along the 
side road. They travelled the distance in silence until they reached the grove. 

Marlene gave Esther a slight push. “You go with Daddy,” she said. “I'll wait here.” 
Esther took Denny's arm. “Help me, Daddy,” she implored. He took her hand and 

gripped it firmly. They went into the grove in the quietness of the warm afternoon and were 
grateful for its coolness. Esther started as she saw the grave, aged and on its own. She read 
the simple plaque, and sighed. After a time she said softly, “Dear, dear Mamma.” 

She knelt and looked down at it. Then she leaned across to the plaque and kissed the 
word “Anna.” 

They stood together for a few moments. As they walked back to the car Esther said, “I 
used to ask 'Why?' thousands of times, and then I discovered that asking 'Why?' is futile.” 

Denny nodded. “Futile is the word,” he said gravely. “I found that out in the days of 
prison.” 

“Then you have never asked 'Why?' since,” she said. 
He shook his head. “I have, of course, but then I had to learn again how futile it is.” 
She squeezed his hand. “Poor dear Daddy,” she said in a whisper. 
He was glad they had reached the car or he would have wept. He put Esther into the 

back seat with Marlene and slipped into his own, the driver's seat. The great car was back 
on to the road, then on to the highway, the nose of it towards the north and Nambucca. He 
had narrowly escaped the tears. 

***** 

The motel was comfortable enough. They spent part of the time on the beach at 
Nambucca. Esther and Marlene had not seen sands so white. They seemed more pure than 
the yellow sands around Sydney, or even those as far north as Palm Beach. The three of 
them lazed in the tolerable heat and began to take on a deeper shade of brown. Denny 
found himself wondering why Marlene, on this North Coast, had suddenly become more 
attractive. At times he found himself seeing her as beautiful. He had not regarded her this 
way, even eighteen years ago. He remembered again that they had made something of an 
agreed contract. It was never written, of course. Neither asked the other for the intense kind 
of emotional love that most Western partners demand. Looking back on it he thought it had 
been a rather good arrangement. He was, however, beginning to worry a little. He noticed 
lately that somehow Marlene was making personal demands of him, demands which had 
elements of emotion, and as yet he was not sure that he cared for these. On the other hand, 
he found moments when loneliness threatened to flood him. He would retreat from the 
loneliness deliberately. His philosophy had been for many years a semi-stoical one. One 
could control emotions if one wished, and controlled emotions made things better for all 
around. Now he was not so sure. 
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After three days Esther suggested she needed to return to Sydney. They put her on a 
plane outside Burtville and returned to the motel. He had watched Esther board the small 
Fokker with a sense of regret. That night he talked to Marlene. 

“Suppose we really fell in love,” he said, with comical gravity. She did not let him 
finish the sentence but burst out laughing. 

“Oh, come on, Denny,” she said with glee. “You could never do that. You would be 
letting the side down.” 

He was more than a trifle aggrieved. “If you think it's funny...” he began. 
She shook her head. He thought her eyes were close to violet in their intensity. She 

said, “Denny, you mustn't talk that way. You just can't calculate these things. On the 
whole, things have worked out quite well. If they are going to change, then let them 
develop, themselves. Don't spoil it all. It's just really good at the moment.” 

He agreed and let the matter drop. “There's another matter,” he said. 
She cupped her head in her hands and looked at him expectantly. 
“I feel the Spaights have done enough for us,” he said, “and I'm sure we're grateful. 

Suppose we get a place around Wirril Creek for a while?” 
She cocked her head on one side, like an inquisitive canary. “Just as you wish,” she 

agreed. “But tell me, Denny, why are we staying so long in Wirril Creek? I thought it was 
just a sentimental journey. I thought maybe we would only be there for a few days.” 

He nodded. “Fair enough,” he agreed, “but I didn't know I had a problem until I reached 
the place. I see now I've had it all these years.” 

“I've always seen that,” she said gently. 
He looked at her, a trifle absently and a little askance. “You have, eh?” he asked. He 

resumed the thread of his thoughts. I think I have to work this thing out or there will be no 
point in returning.” 

She nodded. “And where would you stay?” 
“I have a thought,” he said. He spread his hands out before him. “It is like this. . .” he 

began. She listened as he continued, and finally had to admit to him that the idea was good. 
She felt a sense of growing excitement, but Denny must not see this. He must not be 
allowed to build too many hopes at this point. 

That night Denny slept another of those peaceful nights, and woke with the sun. They 
could scarcely wait to reach Wirril Creek again. When they did, Denny had the distinct 
sense that it was opening out to them. When they had first come they had sensed it against 
them. Denny knew the community demanded a kind of reverence, a true recognition of 
community. One had to accord it some kind of honour. Small community though it was, it 
had character and it had dignity. Denny thought about that word 'dignity'. Then he thought 
a better term was 'integrity'. Wirril Creek was an entity in itself. He felt a quiet sense of 
pride in what it was. He also was stirred by his past links with it. 

The Spaights were genuinely sorry to see the couple leave their home. They 
immediately agreed that Denny's plan to stay, especially to find a farmhouse that was 
empty and live there, was fine. They knew quite a few farms which had been taken over by 
business-like neighbours on the Government dairy-aid 
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scheme. These farmers were glad to acquire other properties to add to their own. The 
Spaights put Denny in touch with the owners. 

For the next three days Marlene and Denny spent their time visiting these farms. They 
wanted to find one at the foot of Pirrawarrinni, no matter on what side of the mountain it 
was situated. The farmhouse they found was situated well back from Pirrawarrinni, but 
with a superb view of that slumbering giant. At night, too, the two lights could be seen. Jim 
McDonald, who was an old farmer but a newcomer to the Creek, was delighted to rent the 
house for the period they wished to use it. He considered the rent a windfall which was 
most unexpected. He had heard of schoolteachers renting farmhouses, but then I schoolies' 
were a bit queer. He did not know Denny, and the story of Anna was not one about which 
people gossipped. He was happy, then, for the two to move in immediately. 

Before they left the Spaights, Denny wanted to talk more about old Ginger Jack, but 
Ken was tight-lipped. 

Denny said, “0K then, we'll drop the subject. I won't ask again. just tell me one thing. 
Does old Jack ever come back to his shack?” 

Ken Spaight lifted his arms in protest. “Come on now, how could he? The place is in 
the hands of the Master-of-Lunacy. It would be impossible.” 

“Well, then,” Denny persisted, “does anyone ever visit it?” 
It was the only time Denny had seen the straightforward American equivocate. 
“Well, that could be,” he said lamely. He was non-committal. 
This time he had dropped his eyes. Then he had looked out across the paddocks. “If you 

want me to be honest,” he said, 11 well, yes, sometimes it is visited.” 
Denny asked, “Who visits it?” 
Spaight looked him clear in the eyes. “I guess that's none of my business,” he said. 

Then his voice softened. “And I guess it's none of yours.” He hesitated and corrected 
himself. “Leastways, if it was any of your business I would advise you to see you forget it. 
just forget it.” 

Denny took off the pressure. He smiled. “I'm grateful for an your help,” he said. “You 
folk certainly welcomed us. I have a feeling that others weren't all that glad to see me. 
Maybe things will iron out. Maybe all that will change.” 

Spaight stared at him reflectively. “You may be right,” he said. Denny caught the 
faintest hint of a sigh. Then Ken said heavily, “I hope to God you are right.” 

***** 

Denny, in a burst of euphoria, carried Marlene across the threshold of the farmhouse. 
She asked, “What does this mean?” 

He said, “Everything,” and left it at that. 
For the first few days they wandered across the farm, and the nearby farms also. They 

lazed, talked, ate and slept. Denny's inner premonitions ceased to trouble him. He felt no 
tremors. Marlene seemed to grow even more tranquil with the hours of relaxation. She 
spent some time making the most and the 

TALL GROW THE TALLOW-WOODS 99

best of the meagre furniture and house decorations, She cleaned and scrubbed, and tidied 
and re-positioned things, until Denny felt the place had changed from being a deserted 
farmhouse into a warm home. At nights they were grateful for the mosquito-proof 
protective gauze which allowed the doors and windows to be open so that the coastal 
breeze could sweep away the heat and humidity they had known during the day. 

They would sit on the gauze-proofed verandah and look up at Pirrawarrinni. They had 
an unspoken pact in regard to conversation. They talked about everything other than prison 
days, the past days of Wirril Creek, and the present events of Tom Hayworth and his 
family. 

One night Denny said suddenly, “I think I would like to write again.” 
Marlene nodded over her knitting. “What kind of writing?” she asked. 
“I don't really know,” he replied, “but the urge has been with me from the moment we 

saw the rumble-down house at Tallow-wood Farm. The creamhouse was gone where I used 
to write during the day. It was the only fly-proof and mosquito-proof building. Sometimes 
at night, especially in winter, I would write in the house. I used the spare room as a study. 
When I saw the place tumbled down, I realised that writing has very little to do with 
sentiment, or a particular place or circumstances.” 

He had been looking up at the unblinking red light on the mountain. Suddenly he turned 
and looked at Marlene. At least, sitting there in the dark she sensed he was looking at her. 
“What seems amazing to me,” he said, “is that I let writing go for so many years.” 

She could have told him in a few sentences why that had been, and he really knew. 
“What I mean is,” he continued, “that I could at least have written stories other than ones 
connected with this district. I could have taken any situation or event, even in Sydney, in 
my work-anywhere-and have moulded it into a story.” 

She said nothing. He swivelled again, looking back at the mountain, “I guess I really 
know why I didn't write. I guess the stuffing was knocked out of me.” 

She ventured, “Knocked out, or fell out?” 
To her surprise he didn't become angry. “Fell out,” he conceded. “Just fell out, I guess.” 
They remained in silence for a long time. Occasionally the cry of a roving bull, or a 

watchful house-dog, or of a hungry calf would come to their ears. For the rest, it was 
wholly peaceful. 

Denny finally said, “Let's get coffee together.” They went in to put on the jug. As 
Denny was filling it under the hot-water tap, he looked at her. “I have a feeling that I will 
be able to write now. I think the stuffing has come back. Maybe it never even fell out. 
Maybe I was just plain obstinate and stubborn.” 

“About what?” she asked. Then she asked a second question. “About circumstances?” 
He nodded. “Yes, maybe it was circumstances, but I think it was even more.” 
The jug had filled and was running over. The hot water over his hand made him put the 

jug down quickly. He turned off the water. “I think,” he said, and considered what he was 
saying. “I think,” he said again, “that it was about God.” 
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CHAPTER NINETEEN 

N the fifth night of their stay at the farmhouse Marlene said, looking up from her 
knitting, “Do you think it may be time for us to do something about everything?” 

He knew exactly what she meant. He knew that his indecisiveness of the past weeks 
had personally troubled him. He also knew that he had, somehow, to get to the problem he 
had left in past years, with the death of Anna, and her burial in the grove. He knew it was 
in some way linked with Tom Hayworth, but he also knew that no matter what Tom 
Hayworth had done, his own problem had confronted him in those days, and he had not 
faced it. That much he knew. 

He said, “I want to write before we do something about everything.” 
She said firmly, “That is a clever form of procrastination. How can you write until you 

are free in your spirit?” 
He acknowledged the wisdom of that. After a time he said, “I'll go and talk it over with 

Tom Thwaites.” 
She agreed with that. “This time you go on your own.” 
So he went on his own, on the sixth morning. He found Tom in his den, out at the back 

of the house. Tom was painting. He had a room filled with paintings of eucalypts. Denny 
recognised ghost gums, flooded gums, and his own beloved tallow-woods. Most 
impressive of all were the ghosts of gums. These white sentinels, trees which had first been 
killed by ring-barking, and then weathered to ghostly paleness by wind, beating rains, high 
sun and sharp frosts, had a stark beauty about them. Denny could remember the moonlight 
nights when he and Anna had wandered across the hills. Anna would put her arms around 
the boles of the trees, or sometimes just let her palms move up and down their smooth, 
weathered trunks. Tom had caught the message of the high columns of their timbers, and of 
the grotesque eucalypt arms upthrust in a pagan nature worship to some deity of fate. 

Tom watched him as he stared at the painting, and then said, “What is it now, Denny, 
my boy?” 

Denny felt the old heavy feeling in the stomach, the gut-ache of his own uncertainty. “I 
just feel, Tom,” he said, “that I have to do something about everything.” 

Tom nodded. “Quite,” he agreed, “but you cannot simply press actions to fit your 
need.” 

Denny agreed. He ran his hands through his rumpled grey hair, and then clasped his 
hands in front of him, pushing them out. “Somehow I've got to come to terms with the past. 
Somewhere I failed, and I want to get to grips with that.” He walked around the room, 
examining each painting, but not really seeing any. 

“Tom,” he said finally, “where did I go wrong?” Before Tom could answer he swung 
around to him. “Look,” he said, “I have never really admitted I went 

O
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wrong. I just left, and all these years I have run my life according to schedule. It is just that 
coming back here I am appalled that I did what I did.” 

Tom nodded quietly. For some moments he did not speak, as though considering what 
he should say. Then he said, “Denny, it may be better if you tell me what did happen in 
those years. They will help us to know what to do now.” 

Denny nodded. He sat down, pulling a fruit case to rest his leg. He began to describe 
the events. 

He had not understood the fire that picnic day on Pirrawarrinni. He could not 
understand how suddenly his beloved mountain had become a ponderous enemy, looming 
over him, and lumbering across his life with death. The events of those last minutes he did 
not care, even now, to tell Tom. Tom, nevertheless, knew them, and Denny was aware that 
he knew them. 

Following that day Denny had decided he could not stay and write. The heart had gone 
out of his writing. The so-called 'mission' now had no meaning. The bottom had dropped 
out of all things. Life had no marked stopping places. It was an open-ended road, leading 
everywhere in general, but in fact leading to no specified place. Esther was the only thing 
with meaning which remained, and she reminded him of Anna. 

Anna was gone! If he had not seen her dead under the great rotten branch that had 
fallen, then he would have seen her only as the laughing Anna of their Tallow-wood days. 
If he had not seen her coffin lowered quietly into that open trench, that gaping aperture of 
earth, then he would have thought of her as though still alive. 

So he had left. He had made, drearily enough, arrangements with the auctioneer at 
Burtville to sell the furniture, and to auction the farm and its equipment. He remembered 
the sad procession to the train. They had taken him and Esther to the station. Vaguely he 
had seen the Cheshires, the Hickens, and Jed from the post office. There had been others as 
he had sat back in the steam-train box carriage, holding a mystified Esther. Then they had 
moved out of the station. He could not even remember waving. 

Tom interrupted the story. “I agree that was the way you were, Denny, but I cannot 
understand why you did not open up to us, your friends. You and I had discussed so 
much.” 

Denny nodded. “Something in me reverted to the bitterness I had known in the prison 
camp. When I was confronted by the general ethical breakdown I became bitter. I trusted 
nobody. When you trust nobody I guess you don't even trust yourself. That is how it was. 
Suddenly I felt I had been let down by God, by life, by everybody. I guess I just reverted.” 

“Then you hadn't brought it on yourself?” observed Tom. The quiet inference was that 
Denny had. 

Denny stared at him. “How can you bring a falling branch on the one you love?” he 
asked. He looked angry. “That I never did.” 

Tom nodded. He had lit his ancient meerschaum, and was drawing strongly on it. “No, 
you can't make that happen,” he agreed. 

Denny looked at him suspiciously. “Surely you don't think one is responsible for 
circumstances?” he asked. “Surely we can't make circumstances.” 
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“I'm not so sure we can't,” Tom said, “but don't let us talk about that now. You keep 
telling me the story.” 

***** 

Denny had gone to his parents. His stern-faced father of former years had become a 
mellow and kindly man in his old age. He understood Denny's situation, and he spoke in a 
kindly way. He gave Denny good advice. That did not ease the soreness Denny knew, nor 
the ache he felt, but helped to suspend the intense pain. Mother Cardin knew, even in her 
old age, how to handle little Esther. She knew that Denny's sister Merrill could tide the 
bereaved ones over the painful period, and so Denny went about trying to work out his 
different life, whilst his mother and sister handled Esther. He would see her at nights, just 
before she was put to sleep. Then he and Dad Cardin would sit and talk. They would talk 
about every subject other than Anna, Wirril Creek, the writing and the farm. 

They talked about his finishing an old accountancy course, and about his working with 
a half-forgotten uncle, James Cardin. When Denny had accepted help from the 
Rehabilitation people and finished his course, he had been able to buy his own home. 
Tallow-wood Farm had been sold with its stock, its farm machinery and furniture. The past 
was sealed off, even to the silent grave in the quiet grove on the edge of the farm, and at the 
foot of Pirrawarrinni. 

“Did you really live?” Tom asked suddenly. “I mean in all those years?” 
“I suppose I thought I did,” said Denny, slowly. He was remembering that none of it 

had seemed like life. He had loved Esther deeply, but then perhaps much of it was because 
she was helping him by just being there. Now, as he sat sharing these reflections with Tom, 
he wondered how much of it was really love. 

“A love that saved you and kept you sane, I imagine,” said Tom. He laid his old pipe 
aside and drew closer to Denny. He stared at him keenly, and then asked, “Did you feel 
numb all those years?” 

“Yes,” Denny said with slight surprise. “I did feel numbed. But I was grateful. The pain 
wasn't so keen.” 

He thought he saw faint disapproval on Tom's face, and anger stirred within him. “Is 
there anything wrong in being sensitive?” he asked. 

Tom nodded. “A lot,” he said drily, “especially if it isn't warranted.” 
Denny's anger increased. It was like short waves, flowing and then receding but not 

dissipating. “When isn't it warranted?” he asked. 
“In people like you,” Tom said with directness. “You had been through suffering, and 

you should have been ready for this occasion.” 
“Every occasion is a new occasion,” said Denny doggedly, defensively. 
“Well, don't let us talk about it now,” Tom said. His voice sounded cold. Denny 

listened for a note of contempt, but it was not there. He had never known Tom to be 
judgemental. He watched the older man pick up his pipe and knock it gently into an ash 
tray. Tiny ashes fell into the receptacle. He began stuffing tobacco shreds into the bowl. 

Denny had to let the resentment subside before he continued. He told about 
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sharing Esther with the family, and about her schooling at the local church school. He 
shared his tepid life with the local church and the eager clergy who had visited him from 
time to time. He knew they considered him a subject worthy of counsel. 

“How could they help?” he asked. “They had never been through it.” 
Tom was milder than the tobacco smoke he blew into the air, not far from Denny. “You 

don't have to go through death to help a bereaved person,” he said. 'Jesus never sinned but 
he knew more about sin than any man has ever known. But carry on. I guess you just 
weren't ready for them.” 

“It was ten years like that,” said Denny, “before I met Marlene. I met her one day in a 
restaurant. Something about her suggested that she had known Anna. In fact, in some ways 
she was like Anna, though not in looks.” His face showed puzzlement. “Even now I don't 
know what it was.” 

“Serenity,” said Tom. Denny heard him, nodded, and went on. 
“Maybe it was serenity. I remember that was what I liked about Anna when I met her 

again, after the war. Yes, probably it was serenity.” 
He had approached Marlene in the restaurant, and she had seemed faintly amused, as 

though she thought Denny considered himself attractive. She had soon changed her mind 
and become sorry for him. When she heard about Esther, and that Denny's first wife was 
dead, she had accepted him kindly. At first she had felt little affection for him. Gradually 
they had come to know one another. After some months they had been married. 

“I had a lovely home by this time,” Denny said. “I used to spend hours landscaping the 
place, shaping lawns, making arbours, and even sunken gardens. There were nooks and 
crannies where you could come and be quiet. But I was never quiet enough to sit in them 
and enjoy them.” 

He saw the warm smile on Tom's face. “You old son-of-a-gun,” he said, what's that grin 
for?” 

Tom puffed for a time. Then he said, 'The Denny I knew never was quiet enough to 
enjoy anything but what he did with either his head or his hands.” 

Because this did not really register, Denny went on with his story. “Esther grew up, and 
did arts at Sydney University. She went on her own trip to Europe, and finally became 
engaged to a lad living in our own street. They had known each other for years. They 
decided to marry, and marriage confronted me with something out of the past, and 
something about Anna.” 

“An unfinished something,” Tom said. 
“An unfinished something,” Denny agreed. “So we decided to come up here.” 
“And now you want to know how to finish it?” Tom asked. 
“That's right,” Denny said. “But I don't know how to do that,” 
“You have to go back to where it never ended,” Tom said. “You have to go back to 

Anna's burial, and then to her death. Then you have to go back beyond that death to her 
life. Also to your life. Then you have to go back beyond your marriage and to your prison 
days, and where you failed to come to full grips with the things that confronted you. Then 
you have to go back to when you were a young man in your family, and when you were a 
boy, and then your father and mother, and how you saw the world.” 
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Denny stared at his priestly friend. “You're crazy,” he said. “You surely don't believe 
all that stuff they talk about-all that psycho-analysis, that Freudian hog-wash? You don't, 
do you?” 

Tom did not smile. “I am grateful to all psychological research, and all findings by 
great and dedicated men, be they Freud or anyone else, but what I mean about you is that, 
somewhere in life, your relationships have had a massive shock. Somewhere you have 
reacted like hell, and until you come to terms with what has happened you will never come 
to terms with who and what you are.” 

Denny could see that the old man was deeply moved. He, however, felt keenly 
disappointed. He had expected something more mature from Tom. He had read plenty 
along the lines Tom was indicating. He knew, too, that he had an intelligent understanding 
and appreciation of what he had read. He had, however, expected a higher wisdom of Tom. 

But Tom had not finished, and he was still not smiling. “Denny,” he said earnestly, 
“listen to me. You have a weakness, and a grave one. Few men in this world would have 
reacted as you did. Few would have suspended their emotional life in the way you did. That 
speaks of a deep-seated problem, and we must get to it. What is more, you must trust me.” 

Denny sat in silence. He was stunned by what Tom had just said. He also knew it was 
true. Yet he could not understand why he, Denny, should be as he had just been described. 
He had been a man with a mission, and Anna had been one with him in it. 

The priest looked at him with kindliness. “Denny, my boy,” he said, with a touch of 
weariness in his voice, “I can divine what you are thinking. You could always help others, 
and you wanted to, but it never struck you, not in your wildest dreams, that you needed 
help yourself.” 

Denny was back in the physiotherapy room, and Teddy was staring down at him. Teddy 
was massaging the wasted muscles of his thigh and calf and saying, “I have never met an 
egotist like you in my life. You are the greatest I have ever seen. 

Again the deep pang, and the sickening uncertainty, and the self-concern. He looked up 
at the priest. 

“Tom,” he said, “you tell me all about it. You tell me what I need, and I'll try to do 
something about it.” 

Tom paused for some time before he answered. He was weighing his words. “I think,” 
he said carefully, “that, in this case, your friends won't be able to tell you. I think your 
enemies will need to help you to understand.” 

He laid down his pipe on the ashtray. “I have a feeling that Tom Hayworth is the man 
who can help you most.” 

Denny stared at him in amazement. Then he stood up. “You're crazy. How could he 
help?” He backed away from Tom, making his way to the verandah steps. “Tom 
Hayworth?” He spoke the name into the air as a question. “How could that man help me?” 

“That I don't rightly know,” said Tom, “but when he tells you what he wants to tell you, 
then you had better listen.” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY 

ARLENE didn't see anything esoteric or mysterious in the advice. “It's as clear as 
crystal,” she said. “Tom Hayworth hates you for some real or imagined thing you 

have said or done. Since Tom Thwaites does know what it was, and you don't, then the 
only one who can tell you is Hayworth. It must be important or he wouldn't hate you. I 
think I can imagine what it was, and I think I could even tell you, but I won't.” 

Denny was angry. “What's so mysterious about everything,” he asked, “that others can 
know but no one tell me?” 

“It's just that it isn't simple,” she answered, “and because you are unusually sensitive.” 
She laughed gently at that. “When I first met you I thought you were not sensitive. Of 
course I knew you were troubled by Anna's death, even ten years afterwards, but when it 
came to being sensitive on Esther's behalf, or for me, you simply were insensitive. I 
reasoned it out that you were so preoccupied in yourself, and so much guarding yourself 
against hurt, that you scarcely had any time for others.” 

There was no animus in her voice. Long ago she had come to terms with the fact and its 
problem. 

He was silent for a long time. Then he asked, “How do I go about talking to Tom 
Hayworth?” 

He saw alarm in her eyes. “Don't go about it at all. You just wait and it will happen, 
sooner or later. I bet Tom Thwaites; knows that, and I'm sure that is what he would say, 
too.” 

Denny thought, “That is strange. I have always known, even back in the old days before 
Anna's death, that Hayworth and I would have to have a time of reckoning. I suppose I 
have never really wanted it.” He wondered why he had not wanted it. Then the thought 
came: “I suppose I have feared he would say something which isn't true, even though it 
might seem so to him. I suppose I have never really been secure enough to be confronted 
with what I have believed I am not, but what, it seems, after all, I really am.” 

Even for him this thinking was confused. He looked at Marlene. 
“Well, we will wait, as you and Thwaites suggest. Meantime I am going to try to write. 

I've just got to do something.” At the same time he had the curious thought that it would be 
difficult for him to write without a typewriter. He and Marlene had better go to Burtville, 
and even, perhaps to Coolbucca. He was sure he could purchase a typewriter in one of 
those places. 

***** 

“Why do I want to write?” he was asking himself, as the miles sped by. “Why do I want 
to write?” he was asking, and smiling because no particular answer was coming. He might 
as well have asked, “Why do I want to breathe?” 

M
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He remembered his first writing, all those years ago when 'Old Smithy', as they had 
called him, had told him to write a short story. He had not told him to write a composition, 
or an essay, but a short story. He had also told him to write a play. Later he had told him to 
write a poem. He had done all of those things. Then Old Smithy told him to learn a whole 
act of a play. Or was it a scene? He could not remember, but it went on, page after page. He 
had had to do it in three days, and he had done it. The class had been surprised. He had 
been surprised. Only Old Smithy had not been surprised. 

 
“Pooh!” he had said. “You can do almost anything, Cardin, if you will.” He had given 

him a look. “You don't think you can do these things. That's your trouble.” 
He had hounded Denny, in his hard, benevolent way. “You can write,” he had said 

stonily. “You can write if you will.” 
So Denny had worked hard at home. He had done extra jobs. He had worked early in 

the morning for his mother. He had run errands for his strong, stern-faced father. He had 
bought a small but efficient typewriter. He had begun to write. 

Marlene watched the thin grin on his lips as he drove. She knew he liked the power 
under the bonnet of the vehicle, but she also knew he kept it in control. Now he was eating 
the miles faster than usual. The thin grin remained, and even grew. 

He was remembering the days when he had pushed back the soiled linen, and the 
waiting washing in the laundry. There had been no room for a typewriter in the house. He 
had found an old stool which would go under the table when he finished, and he had been 
up early in the morning, slowly learning to tap out the words which came rushing into his 
brain. He had hauled every one of his stories to Old Smithy, and that shiny-faced man had 
nodded. He didn't so much encourage as push. He rarely praised. He kept giving Denny the 
impression that he was not working. In fact he gave him the distinct impression that he was 
loafing. 

“Make the words work!” he would cry. “Make the words work!” 
He was fierce in his denunciation of the wrong uses of words. He seemed to think every 

word was made in heaven, and that it had a particular use, and that in any context its use 
had better be perfect. When Denny left high school, Old Smithy was at him, fiercely. “I 
want to hear, one of these days-and pretty soon too-that you are writing as your destiny has 
been written for you.” Writing was like a religion with Smithy. He really thought 
everyone's gift was worked out for him, and what everyone had to do was know it, and then 
get to it-and work! 

He remembered the Literary Group in the prison camp. Sometimes they would meet 
and talk. Someone would write a story or a poem, or an article, or just, maybe, an 
impression, and then he would read it. Sometimes there was high laughter and noisy praise; 
sometimes low laughter and angry criticism. Sometimes they would work together in twos 
or threes so that the Japanese did not think they were doing group plotting. They would 
walk like the old peripatetic philosophers, and they would talk about their writing. 
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He remembered the fanatical Paul Ovendon, an Englishman, who wrote quiet and 
gentle essays, or short stories which were fragments of impressions. Everything the man 
wrote evoked a yearning in Denny to write more often, and better than before. He would 
feel the power in his fingers. At nights, when the pain would come back again into his leg, 
he would while away the hours writing, in his mind, another story. He would actually type 
out the story the next day and show it to Ovendon, and the eyes of that young man would 
blaze, and his hands would actually tremble, and he would tell Denny how fine it was. 
Then he would himself go away and write a story which had been evoked by Denny's 
writing, not knowing that he was actually the one who set Denny on fire to write. 

 
It all seemed so long ago, that prison camp and their passion for writing. Tom had said 

he did not have it in him, now, to write a novel. Then, he had written novel after novel, on 
the strange, rough-textured paper they had manufactured in the camp from grass and ashes 
and other materials. It was rough parchment-like paper, and the ink on the typewriter 
ribbon was imprinted indelibly as the keys padded into its matted surface. Oh, yes, he had 
written, and had written with a typewriter. 

Ovendon had been a passionate man, but then only about writing. He seemed to think 
that every impression a man received had better be written down and in the best manner 
possible, as though in that way one was liberating some power which otherwise would 
remain imprisoned. Maybe, thought Denny, he believed some kind of truth was really 
imprisoned until discovered and communicated. But then Ovendon had been a very intense 
young man. 

With Anna's death, Denny had stopped writing. Until that time he had delighted in the 
characters which had come to life under his imagination, and via the keys of his typewriter. 
Often he had fashioned new and vital people out of real personalities who lived before his 
eyes in Wirril Creek and Burtville. Some of them were passing travellers. Some were more 
permanent. There were people like drovers who travelled the stock through from south to 
north or north to south, or even from across the ranges. Others were truckies who brought 
the hay from the Hunter Valley, where the richest lucerne in the State was grown. 
Sometimes they carried cases of fruit. But many would stop by their house for a drink, or to 
get water for the radiator, or maybe some of Denny's persimmons in the autumn, or the 
pears in the late summer, or the great Emperor mandarins that gleamed redly from beneath 
the brilliant green leaves. 

He had absorbed them all. He took nothing from them which he did not give back in 
greater measure, but he had delighted in having them in his mind and then in his hands. 

Now he felt a kind of release. He was going to be about it again. But as he drove, and 
watched the tall maize slip by, and the heavy-headed sorghum, and the red and roan 
shorthorns, he realised there was a gap in his thinking. He was going to write for the sheer 
joy of it; he was not going to write 'stories-with-a-purpose'. For a moment he was troubled 
about that. Then came the flash of revelation, the discovery that a human being can actually 
decide what he is going to do, that he can, if he wishes, cut off the 'ought to' of deep 
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responsibility. This came as a shock. He felt a momentary sense of heady exhilaration. 
Old Smithy had had a purpose. He had only ever looked upon Denny Cardin as a 

means. He had wanted Cardin to write as he thought a man ought to write. Intense and 
white-faced Paul Ovendon, too, had been on his own mission. So had Denny, and, for that 
matter, Anna. He had looked upon some of his stories as a permissible bonus, a side effort 
which was auxiliary to the main effortthe mission! As he thought of that, his cheeks 
burned. He felt a kind of anger rising in himself. He had always been the slave of their 
mission. Likewise Anna had been the slave of the same thing. Thinking now, he saw the 
mission -so called-as a bondage, a heavy tyranny. His anger grew. He anticipated joy in 
some freedom from that bondage. 

The joy and the anger burned themselves out in him like a short, sudden grass fire 
which sweeps across the high stubble of a harvested crop. It is quick and beautiful while it 
is there, and then there is only a remnant left, a slight ash along the edges of the revealed 
cultivation, fragments of black on the chunky loam. He decided he would not think about it 
any more. 

They had drawn into Burtville, and Denny and Marlene were walking along the 
sidewalk, their feet on the hot concrete blocks which made the footpath. It was cooler 
where the shop awnings covered them, and they stared with delight at the simple displays 
in the shops and stores. Finally they found a large Co-op store which sold typewriters. To 
his delight, Denny found an electric portable. He knew his fingers could positively dance 
over this one, and that out of it would spurt the creations he had held back over these 
twenty-eight years. 

Father Tom had told him that he had suspended his life during those years. Well, Tom 
was right. He had written nothing, solved nothing, and achieved nothing apart from the 
bringing up of Esther, and the companionship of Marlene. But just as soil which is poor 
builds up in fallow, as the natural chemicals break down and become soluble, and the 
humus and the debris dissolve into plant food, so, too, Denny had been being prepared for 
this time. He felt that his indecision had vanished at the sight of the small machine. In fact, 
he felt his hands tremble as he wrote out the cheque. They bundled the machine into the 
car, closed the door, and went in search of materials for writing and typing. 

As they were leaving Burtville, Denny had a sudden idea. He said nothing to Marlene, 
but turned the car around and made through the main street. He turned off the main street 
into a side road, and then off again into a quiet, leafy avenue. The avenue was flanked with 
enormous jacaranda trees. These had flowered in the late spring and the early summer, and 
old flecks of their deep purple flowers were still showing. The trees were a mass of soft, 
ferny leafage and still quite spectacular. Here and there, mixed in with them, were flame 
trees, the brilliant, beautiful, red corals that glowed even at this time of summer. Denny 
drove through them slowly, and stopped at an open gateway. This was flanked on both 
sides with high stone pillars, and the open gates were massive wrought-iron creations. 
Denny turned the nose of the car into the drive. There were more trees as they rolled along 
the silent, shady driveway. 
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These were soft and feathery casuarinas, but they scarcely moved because there was no 
breeze. Denny had seen their sister-trees along the east and west coasts of Malaya, and had 
come to love them. 

Marlene knew this was a mental hospital. She had not known Ginger Jack, nor that 
Denny had a special interest in him. The matron was quite agreeable to Denny talking to 
her patient. Indeed, she was always glad when the old and lonely ones were visited. 
Scarcely anyone came to see Ginger Jack. 

Denny was unprepared for the shock that was to come. Having known Ginger Jack in 
the old days, he could scarcely recognise this shaven man with the elongated bald head. 
Ginger Jack had been flamboyant in looks and manners, but now he was an old, tired man, 
lifeless in his movements, and sadly pathetic to see. Denny knew that he must be quite old, 
but he was totally unprepared for this different image of the man he had known. 

He greeted the old man who did not seem to know him. Ginger Jack sat on a garden 
seat, his hands hanging listlessly. The eyes which had been fierce and a bright blue were 
now faded. The light had not entirely gone, but Denny had the impression that it was 
deliberately concealed. 

When Denny had introduced himself and Marlene, he sat by old Jack. At first the name 
brought no response, but then, after a moment, the old man gave a flicker of recognition. 
“Denny,” he said slowly, “Denny Cardin,” He could scarcely voice the words. Then he 
seemed to forget, and the flicker died away. 

They sat, in the afternoon sun, under a great fig tree, an ancient Moreton Bay fig. Its 
small figs were yet in shiny green nobs, tight little pebbles of fruit, but later they would 
become soft, would fall and be spread across the ground in a carpet, and the insects and the 
birds would come to feast upon them. As it was, the birds were not yet there, and a silence 
was spread like a blanket across the wide lawns of the hospital. Here and there friends were 
sitting with patients, but, for the most part, inmates sat alone or in silent twos and threes. 
Denny felt for them as he sat with the old man. 

After a long time the old man lifted his head. His long, thin hands, which had drooped 
over the seat, showed a slight tremor of movement. Again there was a faint flicker in the 
eyes. Then he said, but in little more than a croak, “Did you say Denny? Denny Cardin?” 

Denny nodded, holding his breath. The man pondered that for a few moments, and then 
shook his head. “Should never have happened,” he said. He sat for some time as though 
thinking. Then the light went from the eyes. He lapsed back into his coma. 

When Denny spoke, he found himself using a high voice such as younger people use to 
old persons. It was as though the old man could not hear unless he spoke in a loud, high 
tone, but the tone seemed to irritate the man, as it often does old people. 

He said testily, and with a faint flash of his old fire, “There ain't nothing wrong with 
me. I'll tell you that.” He looked at Denny and suddenly cried, “Denny Cardin!” 

Marlene exchanged looks with Denny. Old Jack peered at her. “Who's this 
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one?” he asked shakily. “Ain't seen her before.” He seemed exhausted by his sudden 
rallying, and lapsed again. Yet it seemed to Denny that something was working in the old 
man. It was as though he was trying to stoke up an old fire, to rake out cold coals, and 
gather together the few remaining embers. But they seemed to glow with only faint flickers 
of warmth. 

He suddenly said, “It's all wrong, me being here.” He stared at Denny, without venom, 
but with a trace of heat. “Ain't never oughter be,” he said, and he shook his head. Then he 
scowled weakly. “Guess I know who's behind it,” he said darkly. 

Denny felt the conversation was drifting. At the same time he was glad there was 
conversation. 

“Do you ever go to your old home?” he asked, this time lowering his voice. 
Again the pale blue flicker of flame in the eyes. “Someone,” he said darkly, makes sure 

I don't.” 
“Matron?” asked Denny. The old man gave an almost imperceptible shake of the head. 
“Not her. Someone else. That other feller.” 
Denny waited. The old man seemed to tire and droop. It appeared that the conversation 

was being finished. Denny said gently, “Would you like us to take you for a drive 
sometime? You know, in the car?” 

Denny saw a look he recognised, the old cleverness of Ginger Jack. He almost laughed. 
The old man nodded mutely. He was thinking it through. 

Denny said, in the same gentle voice, “Would you like Marlene to make you a treacle 
tart?” 

At that the look almost changed to cunning. The old man motioned to his mouth. “Not 
easy to eat, these days,” he said, and Denny knew he had gotten through to the old man. 

He stood up to go. Marlene also rose. “We'll come and get you one day,” Denny said, 
“but we'll talk it over with Matron first.” 

There was no gesture from the frail old figure. Denny and Marlene took his limp hands 
and pressed them. They had a feeling that they ought to tiptoe away from the old fellow. 
They moved off quietly. 

Denny looked back, once, out of a sudden impulse. The old man had risen from his 
seat, and was standing erect, as Denny had often seen him. He heard the voice that came 
shakily, and thinly, but with determination. There was, however, no mistaking what he 
said. He had raised one hand in something like a defiant gesture. 

“It ought never have happened,” he was saying. Then he was repeating it. “It ought 
never have happened.” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 

 
ENNY knew what it was to sit in front of a typewriter, certain that he should write, and 
yet not knowing what to write. In the old days he had learned a technique to defeat that 

curious impasse. He would go out and chop wood, and whilst the chips were flying, and his 
temperature was rising-when the oxygen was flowing and the brain stimulated-the ideas 
would begin to come. 

Today, however, he met no impasse. He had typed for an hour, letting his thoughts 
click away as merrily as his new machine, and in the same rhythm. He had simply wanted 
to become familiar with it. He was remembering that laundry of years ago in which he used 
to sit, with the evocative smells of soiled clothes, pungent soap powder, and the 
never-absent smell of the roses his mother clipped off to send to the florist. They were 
Depression days, and although his father was not poor, his mother used the hundreds of 
rose trees they grew in their beautiful garden. It struck him suddenly, with a slight surprise, 
that maybe his parents had grown those roses, knowingly, to implement the income. If so, 
then they had concealed the fact very well. 

He felt the same excitement as he had in those days, beginning to let characters emerge 
and weave before his eyes the patterns of their own lives. He had never gotten over the 
sheer joy of seeing a created character rise up, like some fabled gingerbread man, and take 
and make his own life. And now it was about to happen again. He was about to give rein to 
creative powers. 

In the moment as he paused before writing, a scent revived from somewhere within his 
memory and became real and palpable before him. It had happened at Kranji, in the 
hospital camp where he had been a librarian. He remembered the rows of books which 
were under his control, shelf after shelf of them. He had read them all, and he could direct 
any timid enquirer to the kind of a book he was likely to want to read. Even in that situation 
he found he could tap out his stories and his character studies. 

Now he was seeing Ray Hatfield. It was a happening near the end of his days in camp. 
Unbelievably he, Denny, had sold his precious typewriter. He had given it to someone to 
sell outside the camp, for he had decided that the days of release could be very close, and a 
little extra food, here and there, for different friends, might make just that difference 
between some of them living or dying. 

Ray Hatfield was a middle-aged man, which to Denny seemed quite old. He would talk 
by the hour about his wife and his children. Denny thought often that maybe he had 
idealised that family. He was, of course, yearning to see them. So Denny had often gone to 
him, after selling the typing machine, with a small tin of cooked towgay, or a pot of stew 
made from some of the Eastern vegetables he had grown outside his hut. 

He smiled, now, as he prepared to type the incident. It was to be a practice 

D
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typing. He had the feel of the machine. Now he wanted the feel of writing. So he began to 
describe Ray, that mellow and gracious man who had lain for twelve months on his bed. He 
had an ugly tropical ulcer that had eaten the length of his thigh, and now threatened the 
knee and the hip. Each day the doctors would excise the grey slough that gathered, digging 
deeply with a sharpened spoon, and Ray would go through the daily anguish without 
protest. Denny wondered at his hidden reserves of endurance. 

Ray had come to a state of paralysis through the parasitic working of the ulcer, because 
the wound was diphtheritic. Denny had not known you could have diphtheria in an ulcer. 
He had once had one in his own hand. He had been chopping away at a piece of tapioca, 
and the knife had slipped. Within days it had swelled to unbelievable proportions. A 
strange infection had gripped it. Then the white centre of the wound had turned to grey. He 
had felt the effects of it in his body. From somewhere, miraculously, some sulphanilamide 
had appeared, and with it they had fought the disease. It had left a bright white scar. The 
years had deadened its brightness to the colour of his skin, but he could still see it, even 
now. 

Ray also had beriberi. They had just about all suffered from beriberi. He remembered 
the bloated limbs, the inability of the muscles to hold up the feet. He saw the dropped 
hands, and the weak elbows. So many of them, in the grip of the disease, had padded 
backwards and forwards in the nights to the urine containers. 'Rose-bowls' they called 
them. Early in the morning the gardeners would be out, getting their share of the urine for 
their plots of vegetables, fearful lest they miss out on the precious liquid! 

One day a Dutch doctor had been brought into the camp. He was physically well, and 
joined the medical staff. He had had considerable experience on the Burma-Thailand 
railway that the Allied prisoners and Japanese labour-battalions were building. He was a 
mystical man in many ways, and Denny had always been intrigued by him. He had a fair 
bit of contempt for most of the books on the shelves. He would rather not read if he could 
not read a good book. So he went unerringly to the best. Denny would often put a book 
aside when it was returned by another reader, knowing the Dutch doctor would like it, and 
he had been rewarded with a rare smile, or a gesture of excited joy. He had liked this Klaas 
de Vriess very much. 

De Vriess had gone directly to Ray Hatfield, as though he had sought him out. He 
seemed to possess some kind of parasensory radar. It was as though this one or that one 
would flash on to his screen. He spent some weeks relating to Ray, and then suddenly, one 
day, he had said, “I think it would be good if we had the little experiment, yes?” 

Ray asked, “What experiment?” 
The answer was, “Whether you can raise the hands or not, isn't it?” 
Ray stared at him. “Raise the hands?” he had asked. “Captain, I haven't raised my hands 

in twelve months.” 
“That is right,” the captain agreed. He rubbed his own hands with some secret glee. 

“Ferry soon you will raise the hands. Of that I am sure.” 
They took Ray on a stretcher to the theatre. It was simply to get him out of 
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the curious gaze of others. Two of us who were Ray's friends were permitted to be present. 
Klaas de Vriess told Ray he was about to hypnotise him. “Do not be alarmed,” he said 
gently. “I will do you no harm.” Ray nodded. He trusted Klaas de Vriess. Denny watched 
Klaas as he spoke soothingly to the prostrate man. He told him he was about to go into a 
state of sleep, in fact he was already slipping into it, and when he woke he would feel no 
harmful effects. 

Denny had watched Ray slip into the state of hypnosis. Then Klaas had said calmly, 
“Now you are going to lift your right arm.” They had peered down at Ray, almost 
crouching over him. At first there had been no sign of movement. It was as though Ray 
were quietly protesting, yet in his usual gracious manner. It was as though he were forming 
the words of the Indian term 'beriberi' which means 'I cannot! I cannot!' 

“You can,” Klaas urged gently. “You really can. Now lift your right arm.” 
It was uncanny, watching the arm rise. Slowly it left Ray's side. For many months that 

arm had lain helpless by his side, and now it was rising. It was rising slowly but firmly. 
There was no wavering. Finally it was high in the air. 

***** 

Denny paused in his typing. Something which had been forming in his mind for years 
was beginning to take a certain shape. Man, if he tried, could do almost anything. Yet he 
had always known that. At that point he began typing again, with the thought working in 
his mind. Then it flashed on him. Ray Hatfield! The day they had seen the first British 
plane swoop over the camp. That was the day! 

They had seen many aircraft over their camp, but for years the skies had been clear of 
Allied planes. No one in their far-off home countries had seemed interested in their 
incarceration. Occasionally on the secret radio they had heard words of comfort to 
prisoners-of-war, but these words had been general, as though those who gave them were 
fearful of raising the hopes of the incarcerated ones. They sent enough encouragement to 
spur them on, but not enough to excite them. Denny knew it all so well: after excitement, a 
drained state and deadly depression. 

Then, after years, they had heard the sound of an odd plane high up in the skies. Then 
there had been more planes. They knew the difference in the sound of planes, even if they 
were high aloft, serenely sailing above the tropical clouds, or on some occasions actually 
seen in the tropical blue of the clear skies. There had been golden days when they had seen 
whole squadrons pass over, and had heard the soft 'plop!' of the ineffective anti-aircraft 
guns, or even higher, the occasional 'hrrhumphh' of the larger ack-acks. Ironically enough, 
these were the guns that the Japanese had captured, and which were now turned on the 
great American bombers. 

Prisoners had hugged themselves for glee, but they had not dared show their joy. When, 
occasionally, they did, then there was a hit over the head with a chunkel handle from an 
enraged guard, or a high-pitched and guttural scream 
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from a nervous soldier who could not understand this seeming reversal of the invincible 
rule and role of the Imperial Japanese Army. 

 
Gradually the visitations increased, and then, one day, they heard the screaming of the 

bombs, their deadly whistling which passed shrilly over their camp, and beyond. After that 
the heavy impact, and the shaking of the island, and the upthrust of dark clouds of burning 
oil. At one time an ammunition ship had been hit and their camp was sprayed with debris 
from it-flying shells, shattered shrapnel, and heavy metal pieces. He could remember the 
deadly 'chug-chug-chug' of an impacted shell which came directly at them, travelling 
slowly, but purposefully. They had dived to the ground as it thudded into the earth behind 
them, after shearing the light branches of a rubber tree. 

Then things changed. The Japanese had signed the capitulation treaty, but the testy 
Singapore Commander was refusing. For days they had awaited the news. The 
machine-guns set up at strategic points along the perimeter of the camp were pointed 
inwards, restraining the prisoners, One day they would be given good food, and would 
revel in it. The next, the special rations would be withdrawn, and a grey silence would 
reign over the place. Then, suddenly, the news came through. The Commander had signed 
the treaty. Freedom was near. 

That was when the British plane had flown over the camp. It flew low. Its markings 
sent the prisoners into screaming joy. They ran and rushed and jumped and shouted. They 
threw up their arms, waving them in wide sweeps of joy. They cried out to the pilot and his 
crew. They watched the man at the doorway of the plane, his cameras pointed down at 
them, and they shouted hoarsely to him as though he were the Gabriel of God. 

Something happened in the desperate ward of Ray Hatfield. Suddenly its drab mosquito 
hangings were thrust aside. Weak, bony men slipped out of their beds. Some crawled 
painfully on their knees, making their way to the doorways. There was no fear of being 
crushed. They were all too weak for that to happen. 

Beds were pushed, tin cans rolled along the floor, the flotsam and jetsam of their 
impoverished possessions were cast aside, and the pitiful cavalcade made its way down the 
steep steps. 

Then suddenly a figure came running along the narrow verandah of the hut. He had 
escaped the melee of creeping figures at the doorway. He had leapt over them and was 
running along the verandah. Then he was running down the steps and out into the open 
between the two rows of huts, and he was waving to the plane, and laughing and shouting 
and weeping and crying. His every movement spoke great excitement and overwhelming 
joy. 

It was Ray Hatfield, the bad beriberi case. It was the paralytic Ray, the victim of 
diphtheritic paralysis. 

He stood waving at the aeroplane, and at the man at the door of the plane, whose 
camera on a tripod was letting the film slip through rapidly as he took the scene. 

Then Ray had collapsed. 
Denny's fingers had been rippling across the keys of his new electric type 
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writer, and the words, and then the sentences, paragraphs and pages had been slipping 
through as the roller responded to his touch. 

Then he stopped. He paused, crouched over the machine, looking at the words he had 
produced, and the old wonder began to push up from within him, to the surface. He shook 
his head, and as he did the picture of Ray Hatfield, waving his arms and crying 
hysterically, came to him as vividly as on the very day he had seen it happen. 

The mystery was beginning to come clear. He thought, “There is a power a man can 
know, a power which can lift him above the natural weakness he knows and give him 
impetus and energy to accomplish anything.” It was a truism of course, and nothing new 
about it, but it was becoming real to him, and he knew that at any moment he might need 
just that kind of power, if not that kind of experience. 

When he thought about it again, he wondered just how closely his own case paralleled 
that of Ray Hatfield the diphtheritic. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 

ARLENE came in with tea and spiced toast. He smelt the soft sweetness of it and 
mouthed it before it reached his lips. Outside, the hot haze quivered above the green 

of the paspalum. Even old Pirrawarrinni shimmered like a blue ghost-mountain. He let 
Marlene read the writing, but before she did, he explained in an apologetic voice, “It's only 
a trial run. Not the real thing yet. 

She stood reading, and then, as though the matter needed more serious attention, she sat 
down. She read carefully, thoughtfully. He found himself anxious. What if she did not like 
it? He remembered that was the way when Anna had read some of his first stories. Then he 
saw that Marlene was nodding -and yet gravely. He wondered whether this related to style, 
content, or the simple characterisation. 

He had never seen her eyes shining like this. When he looked closer he saw they were 
brimming with tears. She was laughing and crying. “No,” she said, when he came close. 
“No, I'm not crying because I'm sad. I'm crying because of the beautiful thing you have 
written, and the beautiful way in which you see it and you write it.” 

At first he could not comprehend. Then suddenly he knew how much it meant to him 
for her to like it. He watched the tears fall, and the simple look in her eyes. Then she said 
gently, “Why haven't you written over all these years? You can make these people live 
forever. No one would ever forget Ray. These people have lived and now you are saving 
them from oblivion.” 

“That's it,” he thought, and then the old dread came back. He remembered the anguish 
of hours spent in the cream-house—not over the stories of light and sweetness, for people 
really came to love them; but the hard stories, the harsh unveiling of the cruel side of 
humans. Yet it had to be said. It had to be written. Man spent his time covering his evil, 
and covering his deep anguish. That, too, had to be uncovered, described, explained. 

She clung to him, and he could not remember them ever being like this. To cover his 
real feelings, he teased her a bit, and she played him off with the same game, and in that 
one moment they were both delighted and angry with each other. Then they came to terms 
and clung again. 

She said, “This is what we really came for. It is for you to begin your true writing.” 
Again the troubled sense spread through him. If he were not to write, then he could go 

back to the sameness of every day as he had known it in Sydney. He could retire to his 
Wahroonga 'ivory tower' and live life untroubled. 

Even as he thought that, he knew one thing, that in those twenty-eight years he had 
never really lived. Certainly he had never lived in serenity. The underlying tension of 
escaping the true pressures and demands of life was, in reality, more demanding than 
giving in to what he knew he should be, and what he 

M
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should do. Even as these thoughts presented themselves, he knew they spoke of wider 
things. For the moment he did not care to ponder them. He said, fiercely, and to himself, 
“All the time I've known I should have written. That was my true destiny, but I baulked.” 

Even then he did not know, not quite, why he had baulked. He felt it was time he shared 
with Marlene what had been on his mind, and what had been the mission he and Anna had 
tried to fulfil. The very fact that he could share with Marlene filled him with pleasurable 
warmth. Yet, at the same time, he found himself trembling, and for him this was a new 
experience. Somewhere he had read that when a person trembles overmuch, then there is 
within him an unresolved conflict. 

He looked at her, and she knew, instinctively, that this was the moment they had 
evaded, over the years of their relationship. He had evaded it because he had not wanted to 
come to it, and she, only because he would not come to it. She had an intuition that this 
was her test, not only as a wife, but as a person. She had the same simple conviction that he 
possessed; it was that each person has a special purpose in life, and that so much guilt and 
restlessness is generated because of the refusal to fulfil that vocation. She was not 
trembling, but she was excited, and hoping strongly that she would not fail him. 

 
Denny was saying, “You said the other day that what I was telling you was a bit too 

much for you. That I can easily understand, but since we talked, something has begun to 
confront me. I am seeing afresh what I suppose I always knew. It is the difference between 
fate and destiny. Fate is what seems to come to us from hostile and cold forces. It is what 
seems to be determined for us by that impersonal power which does not love us. We are its 
toys, its playthings, its puppets or its servants. So our end is predetermined and we cannot 
fight it. Destiny is different. It is something planned for us because we are incorporated 
into the purposes of love.” 

Marlene said very gently, “I think I follow you, Denny. But please, put it a little 
plainer.” 

Denny did not complain. “This is the only way I can say it,” he said simply. “I see that 
we were not created to fulfil evil, but good. We were given gifts and graces and capacities 
to share in the completion of a very wonderful plan. That is what I discovered in Changi 
Prison Camp, but somewhere along the line I missed something.” He looked puzzled, but 
not, she noted with satisfaction, pained or hurt. A few days ago he had carried that pained 
look, and when he talked it was as though an old wound had opened again, and he could 
not think rationally. His mind had been, as it were, clouded by hurt and suffering. That was 
why she had not been able to bear the intensity of his thought. His words had cut along the 
edge of her nerves, as though they had a knife-edge to them. Now he was more relaxed. His 
intensity was not anguished. 

He went on. “You may remember that I was stunned when I discovered the nature of 
people within the camp. In one way I suppose our family had lived a sheltered life. It is not 
that my parents were perfect. In fact, they were far from it. We had our troubles in our 
family, but I had never come up against cruelty and selfishness. None of us at home had 
been exposed to that kind of thing. In 
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the camp, when I saw people who professed deep spiritual faith exhibit terrible forms of 
selfishness, harshness and cruelty, it troubled me. Then I took offence at the basis of their 
professed faith-God and His Bible, His Son and His Church. I went close to abandoning 
everything. In fact I did reject it all, and, as I said, I tried to find the answer elsewhere.” 

“In what things?” Marlene asked. Her voice was deep with interest. 
“In other religions; in philosophy; in political ideologies. It was remarkable, the number 

of books we had to hand in the camp. The troops had gathered them from Singapore homes 
in the last days of the fighting, or just after the fighting ceased. So we had plenty of 
literature. Also there were little eclectic groups. You could come across almost anything.” 
When she nodded he went on. “The thing that troubled me was that, having been brought 
up with a personal orthodox faith, I began to lose a certain moral power or integrity when I 
rejected that faith. I mean that, even if I had been merely conditioned by that faith and its 
teaching, nevertheless some moral integrity had been imparted with it. When I rejected the 
teaching, I felt the moral power waning. It was uncanny, even frightening.” 

Marlene was sitting, her chin cupped in her hands, and her eyes fixed on Denny. She 
felt no pain in listening this time. She could see that the well-organised and dapper Denny 
she had known in Sydney was an alias for the true man. Her discernment told her that 
someone quite unusual had been concealed all the time in that successful accountant. Down 
in the depths he had lived as a suspended person. Now she was seeing him emerge as 
Denny talked. 

He said, “I finally came to a conclusion out of all the turmoil of my mind and out of all 
the searching. It was this: either the faith I had known was true and viable, or it was the 
most incredible hoax of all times. To me, religions such as Buddhism, Hinduism, and Islam 
were brilliant systems. I never despised them, even if I could not agree with them. Their 
exponents were no fools. One could follow their reasoning very well, given a little time and 
study. Yet they seemed to me to begin with man and his own understanding of his 
universe. The Christian system seemed so different. It was based primarily on a God who 
reveals Himself, and not on a God who is discovered by man. What I found unpleasant was 
that He confronted man with Himself, and so made demands which were deeply 
disturbing.” 

Marlene was thinking, “How strange! I have never thought of God like that.” 
Denny was saying, “Do you remember what I said about law? I said that either the law 

represents the functional operations of the universe, at least so far as man is concerned, or it 
is simply something man has composed to keep some sort of law and order in his society. 
In other words, either law correlates with what is natural and functional in the universe, or 
it is simply utilitarian, just serving society.” 

Marlene thought she understood. “You mean that man made the laws to protect himself, 
or God made them to indicate the true nature of things?” 

“Yes,” he said, surprised at her acumen. “That's just what I mean.” 
“Then how could you find out which was the case?” Marlene asked 
“Ah!” he said. “That is exactly what I had to find out, and a few books which 
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came to hand helped me in that pilgrimage. One was a book which spoke of the God of 
Israel. It pointed out that this rather ordinary and quite human tribe of people actually had 
these laws, and claimed they had been given by God. They believed that the giving of them 
was quite an extraordinary happening in history. They had not evolved the laws as such.” 

Marlene said sharply, “They could have been wrong when they said God had given 
them. It could be that they just evolved them.” 

“Exactly,” agreed Denny. “Any thought which evolves is simply conceptual growth or 
development, but it may have no intrinsic authenticity.” 

“Come again,” Marlene said. “I don't understand that.” 
“What I mean,” Denny said, “is that if our ideas simply evolve, the best you can say for 

them is that they might appear better than the ones which precede them. They may not 
necessarily correlate with things-as-they-really are.” When she did not appear to 
understand, he went on: “Look, Marlene, I will give you an example. Suppose man 
believes in many gods, eh? Suppose having many gods is less helpful than having only one. 
Many gods may divide his loyalties to such an extent that he is less co-ordinated in his way 
of life than if he believed in one god. In fact, because of divided loyalties, he cannot attain 
integrity of being. So he learns by suffering that it is better to have one god. Then he is less 
divided. His idea of one god is thus better than that of many gods. All of this does not 
prove at all that there is one god, nor that there are many gods, nor even that there is no 
god. It proves nothing. A concept, of itself, proves nothing. One idea may be higher than 
another, but it is simply an idea. To be true it must correlate with reality.” 

She nodded. Denny went on, “I wanted to find out whether the law was true and 
correlated with things-as-they-really-are, so I experimented.” 

He paused, and looked at her. “What I am about to say may sound crazy to you.” His 
eyes narrowed a little. “If you had been where I was, and had been as hungry as I was, and 
you had lived in that atmosphere, then you would know that what I say is not crazy. 
Marlene, my dear, it -was like this. . . “ His voice trailed away for a moment, and his eyes 
seemed to dream. He was looking back into the past, and reliving the event, not to impress 
her, but to miss nothing in his description. He knew that something very important for them 
both depended, for its fulfilment, on the way he described his pilgrimage. 

“I looked at it this way. I thought that if the laws were from one who is God, then we 
had better obey them. We had better obey them, but not simply out of fear. We would fear 
reprisal or punishment, no doubt. Yet I felt that if these laws correlated with the true nature 
of the universe, then they could be for the well-being of man and his environment. On the 
other hand, if they were of man, it didn't matter a hoot whether we kept them or not; theft, 
lying, murder would still have been a scandal-not because they were wrong in themselves 
but only because they were offensive to society.” 

Marlene interrupted. “Suppose the offence really proves society knows the laws to be 
authentic?” 

Denny smiled gently. “Quite,” he said. “That could well be. You make a very good 
point, but one that would be impossible to prove.” He shook his head. 
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“That wasn't my way,” he said. “I went at it another way. It was the way of love.” He 
looked at her and smiled again. “Jesus had said, 'Greater love has no man than this, that he 
lay down his life for his friends.' Even soldiers understood that. I reasoned that if I 
considered the life of another before my own, then I loved him. If I didn't, then I 
contributed to his hurt.” 

“Stop!” said Marlene. “Spell that out a little more.” 
Denny explained. “I reasoned that in life you either help or hinder a person by what you 

do or don't do. For example, if I had an opportunity to extend my life by stealing, rackets, 
or selfish advantage, then I contributed to the death of my fellow-man.” When Marlene 
nodded he went on. “Now, right at this time in our country, everyone has plenty. At least, 
no one need starve if he is prepared to work, or to be helped. Hence, what people do 
selfishly will not greatly contribute to the death of anyone in our land. However, if you take 
a worldview, then our selfishness will contribute to the starving of other lands.” Again 
Marlene showed her agreement. “There,” said Denny with some feeling, “in the camp 
where we were starving, any interference with the order of things could bring misery and 
death, if not suddenly and drastically, then slowly and ultimately.” 

Marlene interrupted him. “Denny,” she asked anxiously, “are you saying that men who 
were prisoners were worse than those who were not? Are you saying that men of the armed 
forces were worse than those who were not?” 

He stared at her. “Good Lord, no!” he exclaimed. “I haven't any gripe about the men 
there. What made the difference was simply the circumstances, or rather, the way they 
reacted to the circumstances. Back home the same things were going on in places where 
food was rationed. Black market practices were everywhere. All kind of rackets were 
operating. For that matter, there have always been rackets. What I am saying is that when 
the pressures are on humans, then they buckle under those pressures. Something quite 
tragic appears. This could be fairly evenly so right across the races and the cultures of the 
world.” 

He paused for a moment. “You know,” he said suddenly, “I remember hearing of a 
British Brigadier who had been to the best of schools in England, and who had been trained 
at Sandhurst. In the vicious situation on the Burma railway where the pressures were really 
cruel he said, 'I did not know that a human being could become an animal within 
twenty-four hours.' The animal of which he was speaking was himself.” Denny gave a faint 
grin. “The comparison is not fair on animals,” he said. 

He resumed his discourse. “If the command 'Thou shalt not kill' applies anywhere, then 
it applies everywhere. I could see that if I took any advantage, especially a selfish 
advantage, then I was contributing to the death of my fellow-man.” 

Marlene was really shocked. “Then, Denny,” she protested, “you would have to go out 
of the world to avoid doing that!” 

He nodded. “You could be right,” he admitted. “But there are some occasions when you 
know it is deliberate and not at all unconscious. It is about that that I am talking.” When 
she nodded slightly, he proceeded. “It worked out like this 
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for me. Being sergeants, we had what was the pretence of a sergeants' mess. We ate 
together, sitting at a table. Other ranks below us sat anywhere. Officers had their special 
quarters. Each day at lunch time, we would be given a half pint of shadow-soup.” He 
grinned. “We reckoned the shadow of the vegetables had passed over it. We also had a cup 
of unsweetened tea, without milk. The main course was a small rice cake. Most often it had 
no taste to it other than the palm-oil in which it was deep-fried. Occasionally it was spiced 
with blachang. This was a fish paste. I tell you we relished the little rice cakes.” Again his 
eyes took on the ruminative look. “We thought them very tasty,” he said. 

 
“Now,” he said, I want to tell you all about those little rice cakes.” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 

HEY thought they heard knocking at the door. Denny stopped speaking. At first they 
were not sure, and then it came, insistently. Then a voice shouted, “Anyone home?” 
Denny said, “Damn!” He looked at Marlene. “That's Tom's voice,” he said. “It's Tom 

Thwaites.” He seemed disappointed. “I want to share this with you now, and alone.” He 
stared down at the floor. Then an idea hit him. “No,” he said, “we'll let Tom hear it.” He 
gave a strange smile. “He can test it out this time.” 

As he went through the house the knocking came again, and the voice. Denny shouted, 
“Don't batter down the old home. I'm coming.” 

Denny brought Tom back into the room, and Tom smiled at Marlene. He saw the new 
typewriter and whistled. “Man!” he exclaimed. “That is really some machine!” Then he 
saw the sheets of typed material. He looked across at Denny. “Mind if I read it?” he asked. 

Denny grinned. “Go ahead, mate.” 
Tom read it, and whistled again. “You old dog!” he shouted at Denny. “You are at it 

again.” 
Denny seemed relieved. “I like doing it again,” he admitted, “but I've got to write to 

some purpose, eh?” 
Tom nodded his agreement. Then he grinned. “But not to preach, eh?” he asked. 
“Not to preach,” Denny agreed solemnly. 
“Get some coffee, Marlene?” Denny requested. “I'll set Tom up with how far we have 

gone, and we can share the rice cakes together.” 
“Rice cakes?” Tom asked. “What are they?” 
“Cakes from a prison camp,” Denny bantered. “'Doovers', we called them from 

'd'oeuvres'. The cooks made them from a handful of rice, squeezed together in a clenched 
hand, and then dropped into boiling palm oil. They seemed tasty to us.” 

Tom said, “Wait a minute! You are telling Marlene that story about your 
faith-pilgrimage?” 

“That's right,” said Denny, “and you have walked in on it.” 
“And that is the first time you've told her?” Tom demanded. When Denny nodded he 

said, “Well, I never!” 
“I've told her nothing all these years,” Denny said. “And now we are here at Wirril 

Creek my tongue is loosened. I'm a different man.” 
Tom looked at him quizzically. “I might say a better man,” he growled. Then he 

chuckled. “And about time, too,” he said. 
Denny looked at him calmly. “More things to come, and better things,” he announced 

piously. Tom grinned, rapping the table with his fingers. 
Marlene was back with the coffee. They used the milk and sugar, and 

T
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selected scones. Denny sat back after the first cup of coffee. “I'm going on with the story,” 
he announced with a grin. “I was watching to see who took the first and largest scone.” 

“Pharisee!” Tom said, and Denny glanced at him quickly. There was an edge to Tom's 
voice. The chiding cone was in humour, but somewhere, behind it, Tom was serious. 

Denny filled in the background for Tom, including his line of reasoning. Tom, who had 
heard it before, nodded non-committally. Denny said, “There would be a rice cake handed 
out to every man of lesser rank as he moved along the queue. Sergeants had 'doovers' put 
on a place, but there was still only one apiece. Our sight was keenly sharpened to pick out 
quickly the largest, the next largest, and so on. We always knew at once which we wanted, 
but we had to go through the recognised protocol of drinking our soup before we actually 
took the cake. There was the choice of savouring the soup, getting the most for the taste 
buds, and making it last out to the dear end, or gulping it and taking the largest cake. 
Occasionally someone would ignore protocol. He would say, 'Ah, I'll have my doover 
before my soup today.' No one was deceived. We all agreed silently that it was cheating. Of 
course, he took the largest cake.” 

He sighed. “You knew which cake had the most rice grains, and every grain counted. In 
principle each represented just a little more of life, a little more of being able to survive. 
When we finished the soup we had to decide which cake we would select. The moral 
struggle was on.” 

Marlene looked mystified. “Moral struggle?” she asked. 
Denny nodded. “Yes,” he said. “You had to decide which cake you would take. If we 

all grabbed at them, then we were ashamed of obvious greed. We had seen this moral 
breakdown and in our hearts we didn't like it. However, the desire to survive was powerful 
and overrode these scruples. At the same time, we tried to keep up appearances as much as 
possible. We tried to survive and yet not utterly abandon the patterns in which we had been 
trained.” 

Tom said, “You mean you had to live by the law of the jungle, and yet look as little as 
though you were.” 

Denny nodded. “At the same time, I understand that's not the true law of the jungle, 
which is a long way from the ethical breakdown that humans know. In the jungle they keep 
firmly to the basic, established laws.” Tom nodded drily. 

“My problem was this,” said Denny. “I knew clearly that if I took the large cake I was 
being crudely selfish. It showed I wanted to survive at the expense of my brother.” He 
paused until the two listeners nodded their agreement. “If I took a smaller cake, or even the 
smallest, then I might be doing that because I wanted the others to think well of me. In the 
future I could even reap a dividend from my action. So that also was selfish, if only in 
another way. Again, if I took the smallest cake because I was afraid to take the larger, then 
that also was a form of self-preservation. I would still be hoping, by my action, in some 
way to preserve myself.” 

Tom said, “If anyone who had not been there happened to walk in on this conversation 
he would think you were a nit-picking Pharisee.” 

Denny nodded calmly. “Of course, and from his point of view that would be 
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true. When, however, your gut is crying out for food, when your whole body is yearning 
for something to strengthen it, and when you want to live because to live is good and right, 
then the understanding changes. Your problem isn't just pleasantly academic. Your whole 
being is longing for food, and screaming to live. Who is thinking that way in this land of 
plenty? How would they know?” 

Denny was not angry or bitter, but he was vehement. He was reliving-at least for the 
moment-the feelings he and others had experienced in that camp. His words, when they 
came, were forceful. They had a kind of chanting tempo about them. “I agree it would 
seem like nit-picking, but when in fact you want to live, and you are almost crazy for food, 
then it is a very powerful choice you are facing. If I were really honest, then I would have 
to say I wanted the large cake because I needed it. This, of course, meant trying to have the 
large cake every day, not just once. If I took it, then I faced my ethical problem. In 
contributing, by my choice, to my brother's death, was I not, in fact, a murderer?” 

“Denny!” exclaimed Marlene. “Isn't that an exaggeration?” 
“No way!” He shook his head doggedly. “Get this clear, woman. Everyone who seeks 

an advantage over his neighbour is in principle depriving his neighbour. Maybe in practical 
fact that may not lead to his death, but in principle it does.” 

Tom nodded. “Denny is right,” he said. “If the scope of a man's life lay solely within 
the confines of human relationships, then he would be totally correct.” He looked at Denny. 
“If God is in charge of His world,” he added drily, “then it doesn't just depend upon man.” 

Denny agreed. “Nevertheless, that doesn't let us off the hook. We have to make these 
choices.” 

“Of course,” Tom said. “But go ahead, Denny. Marlene will see it. There's no doubt 
about what you say.” 

Marlene was troubled, but not about Denny. It was striking her also. Any human being, 
set against this moral grid Denny had described, would show up as an offender. It was just 
the way humans lived. It seemed to her, now, that this was the way they had always lived. 
What was demoralising to her was that she had not previously seen it this way. What was 
even more demoralising was that Denny was calm about it, and she could not detect any 
note in his voice or attitude which was judgemental. 

Denny was saying, “I realised that if the moral law is from God then I had better take 
the small cake and not even care. Also I would have to take it without even thinking about 
it. If the moral law is of man, then taking a bigger cake, or even the largest, did not matter 
essentially. In fact, there could be no such thing as moral lawlessness which was essential, 
but only a lawlessness which appeared to be so.” 

At each point that Denny made, Tom nodded. Marlene had the distinct feeling that Tom 
was keeping something in reserve. He was agreeing with Denny but had something which 
might qualify what Denny was saying. 

Denny went on. “I was at the greatest test of my life. I knew that my moral assets were 
gone. 
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“Moral assets?” Marlene asked, as though Denny's reply would matter very much. 
“Moral assets,” Denny repeated firmly. “Somehow your beliefs and conditioning stand 

by you until you come under pressure, and then the test is on. To this point I had never 
taken the large cake. But then I wanted to live as much as anyone. I didn't want to die. 
When I had an orthodox faith, and faithfully subscribed to it, I didn't worry too much about 
death. I didn't feel fear in war action as some others seemed to experience it. But now I 
wanted to live, and if being unselfish was simply a religious shibboleth or a cunning device 
of human beings to use the feelings of others to their advantage, then I wasn't going to be 
fooled any more.” 

Marlene looked like a simple girl. Her eyes were of faint violet, and they glowed. 
“However could you discover?” she asked. 

Denny was not smiling now. She had never seen him quite so firm, quite so strong. At 
no time had she seen him so insistent, so unwavering. “I had to find out from God,” he 
said. 

Tom leaned a little closer. Marlene caught her breath, wondering. Denny said evenly, “I 
sensed this was the turning point of my life, the conscious turning point, what's more. I 
said, 'God, if You exist, give me the power to take the smallest cake, not because I fear 
what others think, or covet their praise, but because I want others to live, in preference to 
me.”' 

Tom muttered, “He that saves his life shall lose it.” 
Denny swung on him. “I wasn't out for bargaining. I wasn't looking to lose it in order to 

save it, eternally. I wanted to know whether there was God and whether He was around the 
place, and whether He cared, even in a stinking prison camp.” 

Marlene felt her heart beating. Inwardly she was crying out to Denny not to tell what 
happened, although another part of her could not bear to be left in ignorance. She had to 
know. 

Denny said slowly, “I was saying to God, 'If You are there, give me the moral power to 
let my brother live. That will be love, and that will prove to me that law is what counts in 
this world.”' 

Denny paused. He said calmly, “I had the most incredible experience of reaching out 
for the smallest cake without pride, without regret, and with joy.” 

For some time silence reigned in the room. Tom was deep in thought, staring at the 
floor. Denny's eyes were poised, seeming to look straight ahead, but in fact he was seeing 
the scene again, and a serenity was in his face. Marlene wanted to break into weeping. Too 
many things were confronting her at once-this Denny she had never known, this truth only 
now revealed, and the new relationship with this man that she was about to know. She was 
sure she could not cope with it all. Everything suddenly stood too tall for her. 

Tom said slowly, “Denny, I believe you. You told me this years ago, and I believed you 
then. You know, of course, that some folk would still put that event down to your early 
faith and religious conditioning.” 

“Of course,” agreed Denny. “and you could not blame them. It is just that they weren't 
there, and they weren't hungry, and they weren't in danger of 
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death. So I don't blame them. But I am not interested in proving this to them, or to anyone 
else.” He looked at Marlene and she was immediately flooded with a feeling of great 
warmth—a growing, glowing heat. It was a different man who was looking at her, and she 
knew, in a wild moment, that he was testing her out. 

She said falteringly, “I believe it very much, Denny.” 
Denny breathed heavily, and then said, “After that everything changed for me. I knew 

God existed and law mattered, and that the Israelites had been given a great gift from God. 
Also I understood why Jesus had come. Man stands in the centre of his guilt and he needs 
someone to deal with his failure to satisfy the law.” 

Tom nodded. “It follows, of course. What you say about law is true and very 
wonderful.” He stared thoughtfully at Denny. “What about grace?” he asked. “How do you 
see that, and how do you handle it?” 

Denny stared back. “Grace?” he asked. “How do I see it, and how do I handle it?” He 
looked a trifle bewildered. “I don't think I understand what you are asking.” 

Tom nodded. “That's right. I had a hunch you didn't.” He shifted in his chair, and 
reached out for the last of his cold coffee. “Denny Cardin,” he said solemnly, “you are long 
on law, and short on grace, and that's where your problem lies.” 

Marlene was in anguish. Denny's words were just opening up a new vista of 
understanding, and also a new way of life. She did not know what Tom was talking about, 
but she sensed, with a sinking feeling, that Denny was nonplussed. She could have wept 
with the wrongness and the injustice of it. She felt a heavy agony for Denny and looked 
across to him with desperate eyes. 

Denny had taken his coffee, also, and was looking at the cup, holding it up, and 
contemplating it in an absent way. 

Then he was saying, “Well now, Tom, you could be right.” He gave a quiet laugh. 
“Correct me if I am wrong, but didn't a writer once say, 'The law came by Moses, but grace 
and truth by Jesus Christ'?” 

Light broke on Tom's face. He smiled broadly and happily. “You bet he did,” he said 
heartily. “You bet he did.” 

Marlene went to get more coffee. It was the only way she knew how to escape, and for 
the moment that was the only means by which she could cope. Even as it stood, she could 
not handle the things that had come to her. 

That night, in bed, they lay staring at the white ceiling. Marlene was trying hard to get 
her thoughts in order. Denny was ruminating. Then he spoke quite cheerfully. “Leaving 
Tom's thing aside about law and grace,” he said, “law itself became a form of grace to me.” 

Marlene shook her head. It was too complex for her, or, perhaps, too profound. 
Denny stroked her hair. “It was just a new way of life,” he said, “to love people in a 

practical way. I didn't have to feel for them emotionally, or worry if the feeling of liking 
them did not come. I just lived by this very beautiful law of God, and put everyone else 
before myself.” 
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“And you didn't die?” she whispered. 
Denny tousled her hair. “Idiot,” he said, “of course not. I'm here, am I not?” 
She nodded dumbly. “Yes,” she said simply, “and I'm glad.” 
He frowned momentarily. “And so am I” Then he laughed. “Now,” he asked, “do you 

know what the mission was, the mission that Anna and I had in Wirril Creek?” She shook 
her head. 

“Just that,” he said. “To love other people, and to put them first, and to help them, and 
never to put ourselves first.” 

She shook her head disbelievingly. “It couldn't possibly work. Sooner or later it would 
cause trouble.” 

He was amazed at her discernment. “Now, how would you know that,” he asked, “if 
you have never tried it?” 

“I don't know,” she said. “I just feel that it would complicate people's lives. Maybe 
some wouldn't want to be helped, and maybe others would be suspicious if they were 
helped, and perhaps some would feel it as an intrusion into their lives.” 

He shook his head with astonishment. “You're just incredible,” he said. “Those ideas 
would never even have entered my head, nor Anna's either.” 

Marlene pondered, “Maybe if they had entered Anna's head, she might still be alive 
today.” Then the thought came to her, “What if Anna had not died?” At that, she held 
Denny's hand fiercely. It was all too much for her, but she was glad that Denny had finally 
shared his mission with her. Her last reflections, before they went to sleep, were, “Does he 
now include me in the mission? Are we to work it together again?” She was not alarmed, 
but then she was so tired that true feelings had been left behind. She drifted into neutral 
sleep. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 

EXT day, Denny took Marlene to Ralph Hicken's place. Because it was a weekday the 
place was a hive of activity. Machines were out working in the earth. Some were 

preparing the soil for the new crops. Another was harvesting the asparagus. Interesting as 
that was, Denny was after something else. He sought out Ralph Hicken, who was in his 
manager's office, giving directions to employees, and handling some problems by phone. 

After the Wirril Creek exchange of pleasantries, greetings and discussion of the 
weather, Denny got down to business. “Would you know where I could find some 
Clydesdales?” he asked.  

Ralph looked at him. “You must be kidding,” he said. “They went out twenty years ago, 
or maybe longer ago even than that.” 

“True,” agreed Denny, “but they can't have died out altogether. Someone must still love 
them.” 

Ralph tried to think. Then he slapped his thigh. “Of course,” he said, “way up the back 
of Burtville one of the Conways breeds them.” 

“You mean the Conways who are Aborigines?” Denny asked. 
Ralph nodded. “I'd forgotten that,” he said. “Jerry Conway would be a grandson of old 

Jimmy. I guess I haven't thought of him as an Aborigine. But then it is generations since 
any of them lived the tribal life. He has a beautiful property, and he worked hard to get it. 
He shows every year in the Burtville show. You could see them there all right. He's way 
back towards the Ranges. Do you remember old Isaac Brown's property? Well, he is on 
that. He runs Herefords for beef, and the Clydesdales are his hobby.” 

When Denny thanked him, Ralph looked up at him curiously. “You're not thinking of 
starting farming again, are you?” he asked. Denny was surprised that he could still blush. 
Ralph's eyes narrowed when he saw the flush in Denny's face. Ralph's secretary was 
fussing behind him, wanting something from him. He waved her aside, gently, and then 
took Denny's arm, leading him out of the office. Marlene was still seated near his desk. 

“Denny,” he said in a slightly troubled voice, “if you are going to farm again, don't do it 
in these parts.” 

It was Denny's turn to be troubled. He searched Ralph's face as though the answer was 
there. “Why shouldn't I?” he asked briefly. 

Ralph paused before answering. Then he looked back at Denny. “It could be 
dangerous,” he said. When Denny said nothing but stared back unwaveringly, he added, “I 
don't think Tom Hayworth likes you very much. From what I know, Tom Hayworth may 
prove to be a dangerous man.” 

All the way to Burtville Denny kept thinking about that. It set him to thinking of the 
days which preceded the picnic on Pirrawarrinni, and even made him think, more 
particularly, of the very day itself. 

The feeling of being troubled dissipated as they ate the miles on the way to 

N
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Burtville. When they were nearly there, Marlene asked, “What about old Ginger Jack? Do 
you think we should do something for him?” 

Denny thought it would be a good thing if they took the old man to Jerry Conway's. He 
would like that. They lunched at a cafe in Burrville and went around to the hospital. Matron 
called a nurse and ordered her to tidy up Ginger Jack for his trip. 

Ginger Jack seemed a trifle more alert than on the previous occasion when they had 
called. He even greeted Denny as though he knew him. He ignored Marlene. He obviously 
could not link her with the past. He seemed to know only what was in that past. 

Denny told the old man they were going out to Isaac Brown's old place where young 
Jerry Conway had Herefords and Clydesdales. 

Ginger Jack bit on the last word. “Did you say Clydesdales?” he asked in a blurred 
voice. Denny nodded, keeping his eyes on the road. Then Ginger Jack said, in a perfectly 
normal voice, “What do you know about that?” 

Denny was shocked at the sudden change in the man. He glanced across, meaningly, at 
Marlene. She too seemed mildly surprised. Denny said gently, “You seem more like your 
old self, Jack.” 

Jack used a few profane words. “A man has to hide himself in that place,” he said 
roundly. “It's the only way you can protect yourself.” When the Cardins seemed not to 
understand him, he added, “They are always trying different things on you-what they call 
therapy.” He paused. “Sometimes they use drugs.” Then he said glumly, “And that electric 
stuff.” 

Denny said, “You mean shock treatment.” 
The old man nodded. “Never does nuthin' for nobody.” He looked a trifle gloomy. 

“Never done nuthin' for me,” he said darkly. 
Old Jack was not missing much of the countryside. Denny could see he was seething 

underneath with barely suppressed excitement. He knew that old people love life just as 
much as the young, but that they need involvement, so he kept asking Jack questions. He 
had few replies to the questions, but he did not mind. Then, suddenly, they were at Isaac 
Brown's old place. If Denny failed to take in some of the new buildings, he could not fail to 
see the beautiful golden stallion which was yarded to the left of the house. He was as fine 
an animal as Denny had ever seen. He had a strange feeling of joy as he stared at the rare 
sight of the draughthorse. For years in Sydney he had seen horses drawing the brewery 
wagons, but then that had been an advertising carry-over from the past. They were 
primarily show beasts. He had not seen the animals used for their old authentic purposes. 
He imagined this golden creature heaving at a plough drawn behind it, thumping and 
plodding its way as the soil curled away from its mould-board. His eyes glistened. 

Two of Jerry's sons were astride chestnut hacks, and they rode across to the maroon car, 
peering in. Not recognising Denny, they were about to ride off when an older man called 
out to them to stop. 

“Welcome the visitors,” the soft voice commanded, and so the two boys dismounted 
with smiles of apology. 

“Can we do anything for you?” they asked. Denny felt a thrill at the unmis 



TALL GROW THE TALLOW-WOODS 130

takable accents of those of Aboriginal descent. There was a sweet cadence in their tones 
which contrasted with the harsher European-Australian accent. 

Denny nodded. “I'd like to see Mister Conway,” he requested. 
When Jerry Conway came across, Denny introduced himself and his passengers. Jerry 

saluted old Jack, who, for the moment, had retired into himself. He was also gracious to 
Marlene in an old-world fashion. Most of all he was delighted in Denny's interest in the 
Clydesdales. 

“I don't suppose, Mister Cardin, you could tell me why you are interested?” 
Denny nodded. “It is possible we may come back to the district,” he said. “If we did I'd 

like to work horses.” 
“Work horses!” Old Jack galvanised into life. 
Jerry too was quite moved. “Do you think you could do that?” he asked anxiously. 
Denny nodded confidently. “The pace of life is so hectic that to work horses would be 

to slow it down.” 
Obviously Jerry could not believe his ears. “They all use tractors,” he said. “You've not 

been in these parts for years, have you?” 
Denny agreed he hadn't. “However, I know everyone uses machines and not horses; but 

I thought I would like to do just that.” He smiled. “I can afford to,” he added. 
Light was beginning to penetrate. “Ah,” he said knowingly, “a Pitt Street farmer.” 
Denny protested. “Not at all,” he said vthemently. “Not just for taxdodging. I really 

want to live at a quiet pace. I want to get back to real farming.” 
This was all news to Marlene. Denny had said nothing to her of this. She had sensed he 

wanted to return to the land, but not after this strange fashion. She did not know how to 
handle this unpredictable, volatile man. 

It was old Ginger Jack who was obviously the most excited. “That's what I've been 
telling them for years. I've been telling them that they'll have to use horses again.” He 
nodded his head and said portentously, “Come the atomic bomb, and they'll be looking for 
horses.” He lifted a drooping finger and waggled it. “Mark my words,” he pronounced. 

Denny was deeply interested in the revival of old Jack. He was also interested in the 
number of Clydesdales Jerry owned. The Aboriginal farmer heartened him by saying that 
owners of this breed were scattered throughout the State, and, for that matter, over all 
Australia. 

Denny was delighted. He asked casually, “Any of the old Shire breed?” 
Jerry was apologetic for not knowing. “There are breeders of the Percheron,” he said, 

“but none of the old draughts apart from the Clydesdales that I know.” 
Denny was impressed by the neatness of the buildings, the good state of the fences, and 

the quality of the pastures. The Herefords were mainly of the old 'Hobartville' stock, and 
Jerry had bred well. Like Ken Spaight he had no time for cross-breeding. A Hereford was a 
Hereford, and a Sindhi cow was a Sindhi cow, and an Aberdeen Angus was an Aberdeen 
Angus. A Brahmin was a Brahmin. He was not even impressed by the Murray Greys. He 
then asked Denny if he was anxious to breed Clydesdales. Denny shook his head at that. 
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All he wanted was good working horses. 
“A bit of trouble there,” said Jerry. “They would have to be broken in. We just breed 

them for shows, and we sell our young stock as quickly as it matures.” 
Denny spoke, on impulse. “Keep me what you have, and see if you can find anyone 

who can break it in.” 
Jerry nodded. “Into what?” he asked. 
Denny was stumped at first, but then mused aloud. “Into the plough, into the cultivator, 

into the harrows, and into the old dray or cart.” 
The breeder grinned hugely, and happily. “First find your ploughs,” he suggested. 
Denny suddenly remembered the implements on old Jack's place, greased and ready in 

the rear shed. He was about to blurt this out when he realised the old man might be deeply 
upset. He calmed his excitement, and looked blank. It was then that old Jack spoke up, and 
when he did he sounded mysterious. 

“Now you never know as how you might get implements if you tried,” he said vaguely. 
“There might be plenty about, so to speak, or there mightn't be any at all.” 

Denny recognised the old Wirril Creek way of communicating and was happy to be 
patient. Moreover, he knew where old Jack's machinery was at that very moment. 0ld Jack 
gathered momentum. “There are some people,” he said airily, “who looks after old 
machinery, reckoning as they do that one day it'll come to be needed.” 

Jerry Conway, having been brought up in the same district, recognised the old approach 
of sales talk. “Go on,” he said encouragingly. “There wouldn't be any old machinery round 
at this time. Most of it would have rusted or gone to the junk yard, or to the scrap-iron 
people.” 

“Right,” said old Jack. “How right you are.” His old tired eyes had small flames of blue 
in them, and his previously tired head was now erect. The sight of this brought back 
memories to Denny, and he grinned. 

“No need for you to grin, Denny Cardin,” the. old man cried. “If it hadn't been for 
Ginger Jack not one stick of old machinery would you ever see, no, not for the rest of your 
natural life.” 

Denny agreed. He bowed, so to speak, before the wisdom of this old man. Inwardly he 
was wondering how Marlene would manage if she had to cook treacle tarts. He was trying 
to remember the recipe. 0ld Jack was muttering on. “If anyone knows where old machinery 
is, I do; but only them as has need of it will ever see it.” He had forgotten the group about 
him, and was away in his own past, reminiscing. “They was all going to do away with it 
forever,” he was saying in low anger. “'No such stuff was needed,' they was thinking. I ask 
you, what firm would ever make machinery once them tractors took over?” There was a 
slightly wild look in his eyes. “What of the bullocks, hey?” he demanded. “They finished 
them, didn't they now? And what good did that do, hey? Show me a tractor that can do 
what them bullocks did!” 

Denny could see the animation of the old man and wondered what Matron would be 
saying if she could see it-probably forecasting a consequent period of depression following 
this animated 'high'. Denny interrupted old Jack. 
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'Where do you reckon we could get such machinery if we wanted it?” he asked. The old 
man was cunning. He waggled a drooping finger again, this time directly at Denny. “Not so 
fast,” he quavered thinly, “not so fast, young Denny.” Marlene grinned at the old man's 
patronage. “When you needs that there machinery, then Ginge Jack is your man.” He drew 
himself up painfully. The pride of the old days had returned. Ginger Jack was useful in his 
world. Ginger Jack was needed. That was all that mattered. 

He gave Denny a cunning look. He stared suspiciously around him, peering in all 
directions, and then lowered his voice. “It all belongs to me-every stick and stone of it.” 
Denny realised he was speaking of his property. “The Guvinment has its hands on it, but 
when I die it'll go to someone who will use it.” He looked around again. “No one has the 
will,” he said hoarsely, “but I have made provision.” He nodded sagely. “I have made 
definite provision, and no one will deny it was made by me in my right and sound mind.” 

Denny felt the old man had been exposed to enough excitement. Amy Conway, Jerry's 
wife, had tea, cakes and scones for them, and so they went on to the verandah to eat them. 
Old Jack subsided a little, and went to work on the food. Denny had the feeling that the old 
man was indestructible. Behind his seeming lethargy, his mind must have worked 
ceaselessly, and now he was having a healthy work-out of some of those silent years. 

Jerry Conway was taking Denny's plan seriously. “If we could just get that machinery, 
we could train those Clydesdales,” he said. 0ld Jack mumbled something about getting the 
machinery for them, but then he lapsed into silence as he spread the cream over apricot 
jam, on the scones. 

Denny pulled out his cheque-book and put a deposit on three young horses. He and 
Jerry talked about training them, and finally they got the old man into the car, mumbling. 
He was talking about going home, and not back to the hospital. In the car Denny said to 
him, “We'll see if Matron will let you come again, so you had better show her how good 
you can be.” Surprisingly enough, Ginger Jack agreed. 

When they had delivered him to the hospital, and just before the nurse came to take him 
to the ward, he suddenly turned to Denny and said in a fierce voice, “Next time you take 
me out, take me home.” 

Denny said, “But you would have to come back here afterwards.” 
The old man looked quite cunning again. “Not if my idea works out,” he said. As he 

saw the nurse approach he suddenly drooped, and covered himself over with his habitual 
cloak of apathy. Denny and Marlene were astounded. As the nurse took the old man's arm 
with a soothing but patronising gesture, old Jack turned, half sideways, and gave a slow, 
drooping wink. 

“The old scoundrel,” Denny said, as they got into the car. After driving for some time 
he turned to Marlene. “Have you ever cooked treacle tart?” 

She looked at him, puzzled. “Why?” she asked. “Do you like treacle tart?” 
He shook his head. Then he leaned towards her and said in a low voice, “Madam, if you 

cannot cook treacle tart you will have to learn how to do so.” 
She could not really understand the merriment in his eyes, and why he should be 

shaking with laughter as he boosted the speed of the smooth maroon 

TALL GROW THE TALLOW-WOODS 133

motor vehicle. 

***** 

That night Ken Spaight came across to see them. He apologised for not bringing Sarah. 
He explained she had some church function the next morning and had to prepare. She had 
to do some cooking. After this introduction he got down to business. 

“Denny,” he said, “I hear that you may be coming back to the district.” 
Denny was surprised. “I had thought of it,” he admitted, “but how did you know?” 
Spaight grinned. “You gave it away more than once when you talked with us. Also I 

recognise the look in the eye when I see it. How the rumour has gotten about the district I 
would not know. Now, Denny, folk in this district have good memories of you and your 
Anna, but they are also a bit troubled.” 

Denny felt the thin line again, within, of the old sick feeling. He always had this when 
people disliked him. He asked heavily, “What troubles them?” 

“Nothing they can put their finger on,” Ken replied. “Maybe they are hoping that you 
will be less intense than you used to be, find that if you stay you will live in a human way. 
Mostly, I think, they are worried about the Hayworths.” 

 
Denny was thinking: “In the past few days that name keeps coming up, and Rita's death 

has done something to Hayworth. Somehow he hates me and folk feel he will, maybe, try 
to do me harm.” Still, he could think of no reason why Tom Hayworth should hate him. He 
did know, however, that most hatred is irrational, anyway, if not, indeed, all of it. He 
turned a puzzled face to Ken Spaight. 

“Tom Thwaites tells me that Hayworth hates my guts because of the way I used to 
live.” He shook his head. “I really can't understand it,” he said miserably. “We always tried 
to help in his direction.” 

Ken was not interested in the psychology of the situation. “If you want to farm,” he 
said, “why don't you go further north or. further south?” 

Denny shook his head obstinately. “This is the place,” he said. “Somehow it is only 
here I can come to terms with the past.” 

Ken stared at him. “But on that principle, wouldn't you have to go back to Singapore, 
and even to Changi?” 

Denny shook his head. “No,” he said definitely. “I came to terms with things there. 
Here, somehow, I failed. I failed to face up to things properly when Anna was killed. In 
some way that made Hayworth angry, and people lost faith in me. So I guess that unless I 
stay, I will never clear up the matter. I think I owe it to Marlene, and to Esther, and even to 
myself. Maybe I owe it to more than I think. It may sound very egotistical to say it, but 
maybe I owe it to Tom Hayworth.” 

Ken stared at him for a few moments. Then suddenly he slammed one fist into the palm 
of the other. “God, man, you may be right.” 

He backed away towards the door. “I guess I'd better be going,” he said. “You know, 
'mission fulfilled' and all that.” He looked back at Denny. “You may well be right,” he 
agreed. “At the same time, I'm glad I'm not in your shoes.” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 

ARLENE lay in bed, waiting for Denny to join her. She was pleasantly relaxed, but so 
tired that she knew she would soon flake out. Any moment now she would be asleep. 

Even so, her mind was working. Her first thoughts were with Esther and her marriage 
preparations. Then Denny came drifting into her mind. She was trying to put together all 
the pieces of the past weeks. Father Tom, the Hayworths, the Spaights, the Hickens and the 
others all came together, but incoherently. Denny she knew to be opening up as she had 
never dared to hope he would. She had really been stunned by the story of the rice cakes 
and its implications. 

She began to think about Anna. Anna had taken Denny as he was. She had fitted in with 
him, and gone along with him as a mate. Also she had accepted his life-style and together 
they had brought a new dimension into the district. 

What troubled Marlene was Father Tom's suggestion that something had been lacking. 
It had been missing from an otherwise true or effective operation, or, as Denny called it, 
'mission'. At the same time she had been impressed with what Denny had said about love. 
In the years she had known him he had never been cruel or hurtful, but he had kept her at a 
distance. Now that distance had dissolved, and she was right up against the man. It was, at 
the same time, both fascinating and frightening. She sensed the depths of his person, but 
knew that somewhere, and somehow, he was lacking a dimension. She could not imagine 
what this could be, seeing he was so kind. 

There was no noise in the house, and she went out to see where Denny was. He was 
missing. She turned on the front lights, looking out to where the car had been parked. The 
car was missing too. She felt a pang of fear. She hunted around for a torch and found one. 
When she went outside, she called out for him, but had no reply. She went into the house, 
closing the door. Suddenly she felt terribly alone. She fought back a small tide of fear and 
took out one of Denny's books. The trouble in her mind would not let her think. It was 
strange she had not heard the car drive off. Perhaps from her room that was impossible. 

When an hour had passed and Denny had not returned, she began to phone around. Ken 
Spaight had not heard from him. Father Tom had heard nothing. She tried Ralph Hicken, 
but there was no answer, She could hear the ringing but no one picked it up. 

After a time, her own phone rang. It was Ken Spaight. He asked her, “Does Denny 
often go off like this and not let you know?” 

“Never,” she said, and he heard her troubled voice. 
“I'll come straight across,” he said. “You just relax. We'll do something.” 
It seemed like hours before she heard Ken's vehicle pull up at the front verandah. 

Before she reached the door she heard a moaning. Ken was standing there looking quite 
grim, and the moaning was coming from the vehicle. She knew it was Denny, and ran to 
where he was. Ken caught her by the arm, gently but firmly. “He'll be all right,” he said, 
“so don't panic.” 

M
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Denny was bloodied about the head. A stream of deep red had splashed across his face, 
from his forthead. By now it had dried. Denny was partly conscious. She knew this from 
his moans. They had to struggle to get him out of Ken's car, and on to the verandah. “Take 
him right through so we don't have to shift him again,” Ken said. He looked at Marlene's 
white face. “Take it easy, honey. The wound is only superficial. I doubt there is any real 
damage.” 

They stripped him, washing him where he needed it, and put him into pyjamas. Marlene 
laid a towel under his head, on the pillow. They examined the wound and washed it more 
deeply. “We can get the doctor if you like:' Ken said, “but I have a feeling he'll come 
around soon.” 

They sat there waiting. After a time Marlene whispered, “What happened?” 
Ken replied, “I found his car along the road, up against a fence. Someone had hit him, 

and then driven the car away with him. At least that is how I figure it. Denny was in the 
driver's seat. Whoever did it tried to make out it was an accident due to bad driving.” 

Marlene remembered that sometimes Denny would sit in the car, especially late at 
night. He would turn on the car radio and listen. That was generally when he was tired and 
could not sleep. He rarely took the keys out of the car, especially when it was parked at 
home. 

“Who would do that?” she wondered aloud. Ken said nothing, staring down at Denny. 
“He is really some guy, isn't he?” he asked her. “He won't take 'No' for an answer. 
She nodded. “I know so little of him-even after eighteen years.” 
Ken said quietly, “I wonder how much he knows of himself.” 
They both heard a fresh moaning, and leaned forward. Denny opened his eyes, and they 

saw how dazed he was. Spaight thought it might be concussion. Denny revived a little 
more. He put his hand to his head and felt it, tenderly. “What happened?” he asked. 

Ken grinned. “You were supposed to tell us that.” Denny tried to sit up but Ken kept 
him down. “Somebody has hit you hard:' he said. “Somebody who doesn't like you.” 

Denny's eyes showed a flicker of remembrance. “I was just sitting in the car,” he said. 
“I was listening to the late news, and didn't hear a thing. I just felt something and went out 
like a light.” 

Ken looked at Marlene. “Do you have any pain-killers?” he asked. 
She nodded. “If I can find them.” 
Whilst she was looking, Ken sat near Denny. “The guy didn't like you or your car,” he 

said. “He ran it into a fence post.” 
“Damage?” asked Denny. 
“Little, I think,” Ken replied. “If Marlene runs me up to the place, I'll drive it back.” 
They gave him a pain-killer, and Marlene prepared coffee. Ken and Marlene went for 

the car whilst he waited for them, and drank coffee. Gradually the pain-killer worked. 
Because it was not a sedative he was still awake when they returned. 
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“Enough damage,” said Spaight abruptly. “I reckon he wanted to finish you and the car 
off together. Maybe he thought it would ignite. I don't know.” He looked at Denny. “You'd 
have done better to go sooner.” 

Denny grinned. “This is just what will make me stay.” Neither showed surprise. They 
had both known that this would be the case. 

When Ken Spaight went, he told Marlene to ring the doctor if things changed for the 
worse. “I would say you have a nice bit of concussion there. It would be good if you stayed 
in bed for a few days.” 

Marlene nodded brightly. She thought it would be good to look after Denny in this way. 
As Ken was leaving, Denny said, “Don't bother telling anyone about this. If we let 

things heal, then no one will be the wiser. We'll have a little honeymoon on our own. 
Ken liked that. “What about the car?” he asked. “What will folk think?” 
Denny smiled. “Anyone can have an accident,” he said. 
Ken nodded. He liked that too. 
Getting into his car he wondered, “What will I tell Sarah?” Driving back he thought, 

“That Cardin fellow is a good guy. No wonder they still talk about him.” Then he added, 
“And his little Anna.” 

***** 

Denny enjoyed the few days in bed. It was really the first time in years that he had spent 
an enforced rest, and he found it good. He and Marlene chatted about inconsequential 
things. They both avoided the primary issues, waiting until he was healed. On the fourth 
day Marlene left early in the morning, before dawn, and drove the car to Coolbucca. She 
put it into the smash-repair garage and hired another vehicle. On the way back she called in 
at Burtville and left two treacle tarts at the hospital, for Ginger Jack. She hoped they were 
to his liking. She had worked very carefully to Denny's instructions. Denny thought they 
looked exactly the same as Anna used to make. Since he had never tasted the treacle tarts 
he couldn't really compare the quality. 

After a week had passed, Denny began to move around the farm. His wound was 
healed, and since it was mainly hidden in his hair, any scar that might result would be 
concealed. No one rang to enquire. It seemed also that no rumour had developed. Denny 
found he could split wood and build up the pile ready for winter. He doubted he would use 
it, but he liked the way it stacked up. He felt a sense of accomplishment. 

When Marlene brought tea and freshly cooked biscuits, they both sat on the chopping 
stump and enjoyed the break. Marlene saw him grinning hugely and asked what he was 
seeing that was so funny. 

“Just remembering Anna,” he said. “When we first came to Tallow-wood Farm the 
Cheshires had cut us an enormous pile of firewood. I thought it would last us for months, 
but two weeks later, when I looked at the pile, it had almost disappeared. I used to work out 
on the edge of the farm, so I thought someone must have stolen it. But I couldn't imagine 
people stealing a domestic pile of wood-“ 
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He grinned again. “When I asked Anna, she said no one had stolen it. She had just used 
it herself I told her she couldn't possibly have done that. She took me in and showed me the 
firebox, crammed to the top, stuffed with wood and almost white hot. I told her that if she 
made it any hotter the whole stove would buckle. Then I went out and split more wood.” 

“We really had fun,” he said. “Especially when we were rearing poddies. People often 
gave us calves, when we were milking, in exchange for a bit of cream and separating the 
milk. We either had to rear pigs or calves, and we opted for calves. Those calves just went 
for Anna, en masse. Often they would knock her over when she came in with the buckets.” 

He sobered and smiled. “Never saw her get angry with them.” Then the smile went 
from his face. “I only ever saw her angry once, worth speaking of.” He looked at Marlene. 
“Of course, she would get mad at me, when we had a tiff, but then her heart wasn't really in 
it.” 

“What about the time she really did get mad?” Marlene asked. 
Denny's eyes clouded. He became somewhat vague. “I'll tell you about it sometime,” he 

said. He jumped up and began to attack the firewood. Marlene wandered back to the house. 
The next day he started again on the writing. He tackled small experimental pieces. 

Within a few days he was writing short stories. At the same time she could sense his 
unease. There was no sign of his wound, and he looked wonderfully well. 

“Let's go to Burtville,” he said, “and maybe on to Coolbucca if the car is ready.” They 
rang through and the car was ready. They decided to go very early, and, because there was 
no movement when they reached Burtville, they went on to Coolbucca. They exchanged 
the vehicle. Denny's car was as new, without the faintest sign of what had happened. They 
drove quietly back to Burtville. 

When Denny and Marlene had made their purchases at the supermarket, they returned 
to their car, angle-parked at the kerb. Denny was about to get into his vehicle when he saw 
Tom Hayworth sitting in the next car. He raised a hand in brief salute. Tom Hayworth did 
not return the salute but got out of his driver's seat. He came over to Denny. Marlene had 
gone into another store to buy fruit, and so the two men were alone. 

Tom Hayworth was looking at Denny's vehicle very closely. “Not a sign of anything,” 
he said, as though he were puzzled. 

Denny ventured a grin. “Why should there be?” 
Tom stared at him. “Didn't you get it smashed up?” he asked. Then he looked 

suspicious. “This isn't a new vehicle, is it?” 
Denny shook his head. “The same one we came with.” 
“And you look all right, too,” said Tom. 
“Fine and dandy,” replied Denny. He was watching Tom's eyes. Mystification, unbelief, 

and anger were mingling. At least this was how it seemed to Denny. 
When Tom said nothing, Denny ventured a question. “Am I supposed not to be well?” 

he asked. 
“Very funny, hey?” Tom glared. “Seems you came off all right this time.” 
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At the phrase 'this time' Denny found himself growing cold. He was far from being 
afraid of Hayworth, but felt the injustice of the man. He said plainly and coldly, “What do 
you mean by 'this time'? What is 'this time'?” 

He watched the other man closely, sensing the hostility but seeing also a touch of fear 
in his eyes. Suddenly Hayworth went red with anger. “The next time will be the last time,” 
he shouted. 

Denny felt tempted to say, “For whom?” but bit back the answer. He saw Marlene 
emerge from the store. Hayworth saw her too, and slipped back into his car. He could not, 
however, take his eyes off Denny. Denny knew his rage was irrational, and for that reason 
to be distrusted. As he sat he marvelled that he had no corresponding rage. Not, of course, 
that he had not had his rages. He sat in the car, looking over the wheel, not wanting to back 
out hurriedly. Marlene arranged her parcels, patted them, and said lightly, “Well, all ready 
to go!” 

Even then he paused. He deliberately looked across at Hayworth, but Hayworth was not 
now looking his way. Denny slipped out of his seat and went across to him. 

“If it was you who tried to damage me and the car,” he said, “then let me tell you I bear 
no grudge. If you did it I don't know why you did it. Something's eating you up, that is for 
sure, and I haven't a clue what it is.” While he was talking he was seeing the rage rise in 
Hayworth's eyes. He was not deterred. “If ever you want to talk the matter out, IT be 
around-“ 

Hayworth was strangling with his anger, but he did manage to get something out. “If I 
was you,” he said, his voice rising to a snarl, “I'd get out. I wouldn't be around.” 

Denny's voice was even. “Don't worry about that,” he advised. “I won't get out. I'll 
always be around.” 

As he settled back into the seat of his vehicle he was trying to analyse the look in 
Hayworth's eyes. Most of it had been hate. Some of it had been rage. Some of it, too, had 
been fear. Denny kept wondering, not about the hatred and the rage, but the fear. Why 
should Hayworth have fear? 

He was thoughtful as they drove back to the farm. No one but Ken Spaight had known 
about the incident. Yet Tom Hayworth now knew about it. Either he had been there and 
shared in it, or he had not and had found out from Ken Spaight. Denny thought it did not 
greatly matter if it was Tom who had done it. It was just a fact of life, to be accepted that 
men, for reasons irrational to others, did strange and terrible things. He would rather know 
who it was, and if he wished it to be anyone, then it was perhaps better it were Tom 
Hayworth. 

Marlene had not given much attention to the incident. Denny was serene enough in 
their ride back to the house. In fact, as they sat for the evening meal she thought he was 
uncommonly cheerful. 

“Let's relax tonight,” he said. “Let's just sit together and watch the idiot box.” 
“Oh!” she said lightly. “You mean the electronic pacifier.” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 

NCE Denny was on the trail of something, he was single-minded in his pursuit, and he 
now considered it time to talk to Father Tom again. He rang first to make sure he was 

at home. Then he left Marlene at the farm, driving off to see Tom on his own. As he drove 
he was comparing the three men who had influenced him with their thinking-Long John, 
Aubrey and Tom. The three had one thing in common, and when Denny thought about it, 
he concluded it was just plain wisdom, It was not only wisdom of understanding, but 
wisdom of action. 

He had shared the principle of the rice cakes with both Long John and Aubrey. Aubrey 
had smiled mysteriously, which was generally a sign he did not really understand. He had 
nodded a number of times and said, “Well, Denny, it means you know God exists, and you 
now know the kind of God He is.” Denny had nodded. Aubrey had prepared to take off. He 
had risen and said in semijocular fashion, “Now my dear boy, don't go overdoing it.” 

That advice Denny had not really understood. 
Long John had clearly understood the principle of law being the principle of love. “Of 

course,” he agreed and he was in no way patronising. “It is just the way that it works out 
which makes it either love or legalism.” 

Legalism was not a word Denny had previously met. He had to take that away and 
think about his own approach to love. The tall chaplain's last words were, “Never impose 
your love on anyone. To love without imposition is to truly love.” When Denny had 
seemed puzzled he had explained, “God loves all men but imposes His love upon none.” 
When Denny still hesitated he added, “Every man has been given dignity which is the 
sovereignty, of the man himself. God does not intrude into this. In this sense He never 
invades a man.” 

As he drove, he wondered whether he had intruded into the lives of the folk they had 
known. He remembered the first contact that he and Anna had had with Tom Hayworth. 
They had heard the jingling and other sounds and noises of the harness as the bullock team 
approached their place along the Coast road. They had stared unbelievingly at the great 
team as it strained against the old hardwood yokes, and took up the stress of the long trace 
chains and the swingle-trees. Young Hayworth was following behind his father, scuffing up 
the white sand of the road, and Tom was mouthing his strong cries at the straining beasts. It 
seemed that his bullocks towered up to heaven, and the spume from their nostrils gleamed 
against the sun as they shook their great wide horns in protest at the labour which was 
theirs. Anna had looked at them in an ecstasy of terror, and had clapped her hands with 
sheer delight. 

Denny remembered now that as Tom Hayworth had swung with his team around the 
bend of the road, passing the great clump of tallow-woods, that he had looked straight at 
Anna. He had not even noticed Denny. He had come to a halt, and the whip with its long 
handle pointed heavenwards as he ripped it 

O
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hard and socketed it into the soft sand. The team had slid to a halt, and all that could be 
heard was their snuffing and deep breathing. Their heads and their eyes rolled, and Tom 
gave them another order so that they became almost immobile. 

Then he looked again at Anna. He tipped his great slouch hat at her, and said, 
“'morning, Missus.” 

Anna had rushed forward to look at him closely, as though he were from another world, 
and then she had cried, “You are a real bullocky!” 

He had laughed at that, and it was a great belly-laugh. It was as though he was tasting a 
rare and wonderful delight. He matched her mood with what was, for him, an unusual joy, 
and young Hayworth glared at him in curiosity. The heavy-shouldered blue heelers came to 
rest at Tom's feet, and Denny was moved at the sight. 

Driving along, he said to himself, “They just don't have scenes like that now.” 
Denny and Anna had been eager to get to know Tom Hayworth, and for his part the 

bullocky had been glad enough to leave his boy, Ben, with the bullocks, and to go in for tea 
and cakes. Anna lifted the cakes out of the oven with a flourish. “Hot as you can eat them!” 
she cried, and Denny saw a hungry look in Tom's eyes. Now, thinking back on it, maybe 
the hunger was not just for the cakes. He wondered thoughtfully. 

Maybe, he now reflected, they had intruded into Tom's life. They would never let him 
go past without a yarn. Tom had brought them good firewood for the stove, and once he 
had left part of a log at Thorgood mill to be sliced into panelling for the Cardins. It was 
pure cedar, and Denny had felt strange about the gift. But then there was little else Tom 
could give. 

Agnes, Tom's wife, looked after the poddies and milked the cows with the aid of the 
children. The Hayworths sent their cream to Kempsey. The returns from snigging logs out 
of the forest were not large, and the family was hard put to keep up with the children's 
education. Sometimes Tom would bring the other children, but mostly he worked alone. 
Occasionally he worked with two or three other teams. Snigging was dangerous work. 
Even felling the trees had its hazards. Laying the logs onto the jinkers was the most 
difficult of all operations, and men had been known to be pinned under their own logs. This 
was the danger that continually haunted the wives of the teamsters. 

Denny remembered that Agnes and Anna were great friends. They exchanged cooking 
recipes, breeding roosters, and even, at times, poddy calves. Anna liked the delicate-limbed 
jerseys, whilst Agnes had a taste for great red Illawarra Shorthorns. Years before, Agnes 
had been a 'schoolie', teaching at the Wirril Creek Primary School, and falling for Tom at a 
local dance. Tom had always been a fine-looking man, and Denny had admired his prowess 
with the saw and the axe. At the same time it was a well-known fact, and joke, that the 
axe-men of the district who won prizes for the wood-chop at local and Sydney shows 
would never use their axes for home chopping. They could shave with the razor-sharp 
edges of the tools that they cared for, but they would have other, blunter axes for home 
chopping. The heart of the joke was that generally the wives chopped the home firewood. 
Tom had been one of the exceptions. 
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Denny sighed as Father Tom's place hove in sight. He wished things could have been 
simple enough for him to return, and commence a fresh life in the beautiful North Coast 
country. He thought of the fishing in the rivers, and out at the coast. He thought of the 
beautiful sweep of the coast itself, and the plentiful string of beaches. He thought, too, of 
the great timber forests, now so well looked after by the Afforestation Department. In times 
past he had looked with some envy on the rich river flats at Kempsey, with their deep 
alluvial soil and their ever-succulent pastures. One could grow crops winter and summer 
without even having to fertilise the soil. Now he had no envy for them. He wanted a place 
on which he would have to work to produce crops, and would have to crop his pastures in 
rotation to keep them well grassed. He felt the challenge of pasture improvement, and of 
breeding stock which would be hardy, and which would fully endure the rigorous winters. 
Because of what he had earned over the years, he would be able to install effective 
irrigation, and to experiment with various crops, especially the seed-oil varieties. His 
buildings would look well kept and never lack for a coat of paint. He sighed again at the 
thought of it all. 

Tom was waiting for him on the verandah. After greetings, he asked whether Denny 
had seen Tom Hayworth pass him. Denny had not seen him pass. Tom thought that he 
might have taken the back road home. 

“It is the first time in years he has come near me,” he said. “He dropped in to thank me 
for the funeral.” He scratched his head. “I keep getting the feeling that the man is in deep 
trouble.” His gaze drifted back from the road to Denny. “I still have the feeling that you are 
the key to Tom. If you two can sort out what's between you, then each of you will sort 
himself out.” 

Denny nodded. This was nothing new to his own thinking. “That relates to what I have 
come to talk about,” he said. “I want you to be straight with me, and tell me why I am not 
wanted back in the district.” 

Tom gave him a quizzical look. “Not wanted?” he said. “I doubt that. Folk would like 
you to come back, but to a few of them you are a threat. They always liked you and Anna, 
but you without Anna is one thing they cannot gauge. Even with Anna you posed a 
problem to some. They could never understand your compulsion to help them.” 

Denny stiffened. “Was it really compulsion?” he asked. 
Tom nodded. “In a way, yes. You had to help in order to keep your conscience clear. 

Sometimes you may have given the impression of being impersonal.” 
“But you know I wasn't,” Denny said with feeling. 
Tom nodded again. “You were never really impersonal,” he agreed, “but you seemed to 

thrust yourself on some of them. Folk here have always been steady-going and they failed 
to understand your mission.” 

“I guess you're right.” Denny had flushed a little, much to his own surprise. “Well, it 
wouldn't be like that again.” 

Tom pulled out his yellow pipe and began stuffing it with golden strands of tobacco. “It 
had better be like that again,” Tom said slowly. He paused to light his pipe and inhale its 
first intake of smoke. He held it inside whilst he talked. 
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“You either come back to fulfil your mission,” he said, expiring the smoke, “or it is 
better to go elsewhere.” 

“You mean, 'tying up loose ends'?” Denny asked. 
Tom nodded. He sucked away at the bowl of the pipe in order to keep it glowing. “You 

have to prove your mission to them in order to prove it to yourself.” 
“What I came about,” said Denny, feeling slightly irritated, “is to ask you where I 

failed. That may help me not to fail a second time.” 
“Ah,” said Tom, blowing his smoke into the air, and following its trail upwards. “You 

are absolutely right. Don't fail a second time. But if you do fail, then know what grace is.” 
“Where did I fail?” Denny persisted. 
Tom shook his head, as though he was refusing to answer that question, at least 

directly. “Even if I knew, it wouldn't really help to tell you. Anyway, not yet. You'll find 
that out yourself. If you are on the alert not to fail, it may be for other than the very best 
reason.” He swivelled around and stared directly at Denny. “You just let that Marlene of 
yours be your mate, and not just your hanger-on,” he said. “She will be a great help.” He 
paused and looked at Denny keenly. “I wouldn't be surprised if she couldn't help you more 
than Anna.” 

 
Denny flushed. “Anna was a great mate,” he began. 
Tom nodded, and cut him short. “You're right for sure, but Anna worshipped you just 

that bit more than was good for you. She believed even more in you than in what you 
called your mission.” 

Denny looked at him, puzzled. “Are you saying that Anna didn't really accept what I 
was about?” 

Tom shook his head. “She accepted it all right, but she didn't understand it.” He gave 
the sudden flash of a smile to Denny. “We nearly always are the only ones who understand 
our own things,” he said gently. “You don't really understand what I am about, I believe. 
Yet I think I do understand what you are doing.” He paused and looked keenly at Denny. 
“At least I hope you are still about it. It seems stunning to me that you can be, after all 
these years.” 

Denny felt a stab of pain. “Can you start a thing again, after twenty-eight years?” 
Tom looked at him, this time without smiling. His face was gentle, and his eyes were 

soft. “Denny, my son, you don't start again.” He put his pipe down and stared at the floor. 
“It starts you again.” Then he looked up. “Maybe it never lets us go. Maybe it is there all 
the time, and we just cannot get away from it.” 

Denny felt strangely shy. He felt he would stammer if he spoke, but he began: “It's this 
business about having purpose in being, purpose in life. You just can't turn it off.” 

Tom nodded. “I read a lot written by an Austrian named Frankl,” he said. “He is a 
psychiatrist who was incarcerated in a German concentration camp. He learned a lot about 
purpose and meaning. He seems to have gotten hold of what I call an essential part of life, 
and what you call a functional principle of creation. In other words, it is a law written into 
what true personal being really 
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is. No, Denny, Anna never really understood what you were about, but she understood that 
you were good, and so what you were about was good.” He picked up his pipe again and 
screwed the sharp nail of his finger around the inside of the bowl. “Get this clear: she knew 
who you were and what you were, and now your Marlene is finding out, too.” 

 
He picked up his tobacco pouch and began rummaging for more golden strands of his 

beloved weed. “The only difference,” he said slowly, “is that Marlene has seen you without 
a mission. She really knows you, and you will never sweep her along. She will go only 
when she knows it is right. Maybe the power that runs our lives knew it would take 
twenty-eight years to prepare you for this.” He lit the weed, sucking away at it. 

“There's just Tom Hayworth you have to consider,” he continued after a while, “and I 
have a feeling that it is he, and not Marlene, who will answer the question you're asking.” 

Denny spoke slowly: “Did you ever fail? Did you ever go out into a desert? Did you 
ever really break until you couldn't face yourself?” 

Tom gripped his pipe by the bowl, and turned it in Denny's direction, pointing the stem 
at him. “Listen you here, Denny. No man worth his salt has lived unbroken. It is part of 
growing up, and part of maturing, to fail, and to fail and to fail.” He relaxed from his 
sudden seriousness and added, “Nothing succeeds like failure, my son.” He noted Denny's 
surprise and nodded vigorously. “Unless a man fails,” he said, “how can he ever know that 
he needs grace, let alone experience it?” 

They sat for some time, saying nothing. Denny watched the blue smoke spiral lazily up 
and into the ceiling. He had come with a question, and he had received no answer. 

On the way back, purring along in the maroon car, he suddenly wondered whether there 
are such things as answers. Then again, as he was nearing the farm and Marlene, he 
wondered whether, in fact, he had not already received his answer, The more he thought 
about it, the more he felt the wily old priest had given it. 

Somehow it lay within that one ordinary word: grace. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 

AHROONGA, to Marlene, now seemed like a past life. She knew that they had both come 
to this quiet stretch of the North Coast out of curiosity, and Denny, in addition, out of 

the drive to tidy up the past. She wondered, however, whether some sudden shock might 
come to Denny. Maybe it would be a shock he could not sustain and he would again retreat 
into his suburban hide-out. She smiled when she used the word 'hide-out' because the 
Denny she was coming to know scarcely resembled the Denny who was the successful city 
accountant. She vaguely wondered what would become of the business if he decided to 
stay on in Wirril Creek 

Stay on! The possibility of not staying on dismayed her. She felt that they were both 
quietly but emphatically putting down roots. They were coming to know folk. Perhaps the 
craziest miracle of all was the friendship which had sprung up between her and Agnes 
Hayworth. The woman seemed desperate for friendship, and somehow that was connected 
with Rita's death. Perhaps, too, the sudden friendship Esther and Deidre had formed may 
have stimulated Agnes. Whilst Agnes's husband Tom never appeared, Agnes would visit 
Marlene at least once a week, and often even more. When she came, Denny would be 
writing on the verandah, and they left him there, finding another place for themselves so 
that they could talk. Often Denny would drop the writing and join them for morning or 
afternoon tea. 

Shy at first, Agnes soon began to share the past with Marlene. What she told, Marlene 
kept mainly to herself. She, for her part, was anxious to catch up on Denny's past life. If 
she had thought that Agnes had any enmity for Denny, she soon found that impression was 
wrong. Agnes had mostly praise for Denny. 

“When that young couple came,” she said, “they had nothing. I can remember the first 
time Tom took me to their place. You wouldn't believe it. We were poor enough, but they 
didn't even have chairs.” She corrected herself “Leastways, they had only one chair, and 
the visitor always had to sit in it. The floor-boards had been cut out of green tallow-wood 
and they had shrunk. In winter it was cruel the way the breeze used to come up through the 
floor. But that Anna would just laugh, and throw up her hands and say that it made 
sweeping easier. It all went down through the boards! 

“They never worried too much how the house looked. Denny would do his writing in 
the cream-house because that was the coolest place on the hot days. In winter he would put 
bran sacks on the floor to stop the cold coming up into his legs. Then they bought a 
kerosene heater. They didn't have the electricity. Jonas Brown, who lived on the next farm, 
wouldn't agree to let the electricity come through his property, so he stopped it for the 
Cardins. They didn't seem to mind. They liked it like that, real primitive.” 

Marlene said curiously, “What was Anna like?” 

W 
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Agnes's eyes clouded. “A real natural she was. She was so innocent she never 
understood properly what was going on around her. Maybe that helped her too. Denny was 
a natural also, but he was clear-headed. He knew what he was about.” 

Marlene marvelled at Agnes's perception, because Agnes, if anything, was a somewhat 
drab-looking person. Yet underneath the drabness was a sharp mind. 

“Anna used to help by cooking, and giving hospitality,” she said. “We North Coast 
cow-cockies don't give the same hospitality as people in the West or down in the Riverina; 
they live so far apart, and are glad to see travellers and visiting friends. So the hospitality 
the Cardins gave was something to remember. Denny would often take things which Anna 
cooked to people, especially if they were a bit down about things. Some of the young 
couples had come from the city, and were learning how to farm. The Cardins were good 
with them too. 

Agnes and Marlene spent time on other things besides Denny and Anna. They talked 
about life in the district. Agnes talked of their own rise from the days of the bullock-teams 
to their present prosperous dairy-farm. She and Tom had had to be hard-working over the 
years. They had built up from nothing, and all the children had done well. Deidre was 
getting a bit old, but marriage was also in sight for her. All in all, things were going well 
for them. Marlene saw very clearly, however, that Agnes was restless. From time to time a 
flash of bitterness would come, but then she would cover it, as though she did not wish to 
impose it on Marlene. 

“I can share well with you,” she said once. “I couldn't do that with Anna. Anna had too 
much laughter. She delighted in her life too much. It was more than I could take.” 

Marlene watched Denny unfold as the days passed. Only the other day he had asked 
permission to plough a paddock, and Jim McDonald had given it easily enough. “Don't 
mind if you do,” he said with a grin. “Do you want to borrow my tractor and plough?” 

Denny looked at him for a moment. “To tell the truth,” he said, “no! I want to get hold 
of a single furrow mould-board, and do it manually, you know, with a horse or maybe a 
pair of draughts if the soil is heavy.” 

Jim McDonald had pushed his hat to the back of his head, scratched his forthead in 
perplexity, and said, “You must be kidding. What are you about? 'Friends of the earth' and 
all that?” 

Denny grinned. He was more than a trifle shy about the idea, but he was also persistent. 
“I can get a couple of horses,” he said. “I've just got to find a plough.” 

McDonald looked thoughtful, trying to remember. “I guess you'd still find one tucked 
away in some old implement shed. Maybe in one of those secondhand disposal stores in 
Burtville or Kempsey or Coolbucca.” 

Marlene went with Denny in his search for a plough. They had finally found one in 
Coolbucca in a back street, in an old junk-yard. It had been stored away in the back part of 
a dark tin shed, and was covered over with other old 
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implements, most of them being rusted beyond use. Denny delighted in the old-fashioned 
shape of the plough, its flowing main bar which arched over the curved mould-board. 
Wired to the main bar were some shares, and they needed sharpening. He had found a 
blacksmith who could touch up their points, although he had done nothing like that in 
twenty years. The blacksmith had other bits and pieces that would be useful, such as a 
double swingle-tree, and some swingle-bars, and even some trace-chains. He helped Denny 
to discover a couple of old collars, and some hames which did not fit at first but which he 
shaped to the collars. The backhands to hold the trace-chains they could discover nowhere, 
and so these had to be made. There was a leather-worker who sold bridles and saddles, and 
he fashioned the backbands. In it all Denny had been like a child. 

Ken Spaight was delirious. “Man!” he said. “You have the find of the century! I came 
here to start a dude ranch, and the Planning Authority wouldn't let me do it. Now you'll get 
away with it, just by building up a whole show with the antique bits from the past.” He 
waved his arm grandiloquently. “I can see a whole farm filled with horses, and old 
implements, and people will flock to see it.” 

Denny protested. “That's not it,” he objected. “I just want to temper down the pace of 
life, and see how we can live without tractors, heavy machinery and the like.” 

Ken sniffed. “If you don't mind me pinching the idea, I might try it myself.” 
Denny looked at him cunningly. “You going to do the ploughing?” he asked. Never,” 

said Ken. “You wouldn't get me on to that.” 
“Then who will do it?” asked Denny. 
Ken looked thoughtful. “You have a point there,” he said slowly. After a time he 

grinned. “Maybe we had better leave it to YOU.” 
Denny had lost his hiddenness, and much of his intensity. That is how Marlene sensed 

it. She would hear him some nights, clicking away on his electric typewriter, burning the 
midnight oil, and sometimes writing through to the early hours of the morning. 

One day he rushed in to her, excited. “I'm going to try a novel,” he said. He grabbed 
her, waltzed her around the room and whooped loudly. Then he sobered a little. “Do you 
remember Father Tom said I baulked at writing a novel? Well, he may have been right. I 
don't remember consciously baulking. Now I want to write one.” 

She thought: “Of course. You don't have to be all set up to write. People have written 
under the most adverse conditions. Maybe it has to be that way to write properly.” So she 
smiled at him. They both waltzed in the excitement of it. 

“What's it about?” she asked. 
He frowned. “I'm not quite sure. I thought that somehow I would take up Father Tom's 

idea of suffering. That seems to be the deepest dimension.” 
She said teasingly, “Just like that?” 
When he didn't comprehend she added quietly, “You can't just plan a book which deals 

with suffering. Surely the novel has to do that. Surely the characters have to speak out of 
what they suffer. You just can't manipulate them into 
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suffering. That would be artificial.” 
His eyes opened wide, and he stared at her. “Well, what do you know?” he asked 

wonderingly. “That makes tons of sense.” Then he was back in his excitement. “My idea 
was to get aside and let the characters do their own thing.” 

“And if they have never suffered?” Marlene said. 
He looked hard at her. “Everyone's suffered,” he said blankly, and she had to agree. 
Nevertheless she tried again. “Those Russian writers lived in the depths of suffering. 

They ate, drank, lived and slept in it. They died in it. They have a history of suffering. Here 
we just don't have that history.” 

Denny was obstinate. “Everyone has a history of suffering,” he insisted, “and maybe 
you suffer most when you have most.” 

He did not explain what he meant by that, but she thought it over in the days that 
followed. She thought, “Maybe you have most when you suffer most.” She decided that 
suffering might be of various kinds. 

Jim McDonald insisted on being there for the ploughing. Ken Spaight wouldn't have 
missed it for the worlds. Tom Thwaites said there would be murder if Denny tried to 
prevent him coming. Agnes Hayworth begged to be able to help Marlene with the morning 
tea. Somehow Ralph Hicken had heard about it, and so quite a crew was gathering for the 
great event. Jerry Conway had brought a pair of Clydesdales in his great float, and they 
were gentle beasts. He had brought them the night before, and had asked to stay. The 
Conways had trained the animals for the plough. Denny had left the harness and the 
implement with them. 

Just as they were harnessing the two horses, Ralph Hicken appeared. Denny noticed 
with a little surprise that Ralph's hair was silvering. Suddenly he began to think of his own 
age. “Closer to sixty than fifty,” he muttered to himself as he locked the hames over the 
great stuffed leather collars. He measured the length of the chains from the hames to the 
backband, and the backband to the swingles. When he had them levelled to his satisfaction 
he took the reins and clicked gently. “Tschk! Tschk!” he said, and felt a tremble of 
excitement. The two horses stared ahead, their gaze fixed by the blinkers on the winkers. 
They moved slowly and graciously. Denny guided them to the plough. He waved Jerry 
Conway back from the plough and linked the swingles to the main tree. He pulled the bars 
back, slipped in his large S-hook, and gave a slight tug on the reins. The horses went 
forward. 

The men and women had gathered in a semi-circle on the headland of the paddock. 
Denny reckoned it was a five-acre paddock, and, because it was long, he would not find it 
easy to do straight furrows. The night before, he had put in tomato stakes to plot out his 
downward furrow and his return furrow. Ken had agreed to go ahead and remove the stakes 
as he came towards them. 

Denny sensed that he was not the only nervous one. The group had tensed as he guided 
the horses through the gate. The plough he had turned on its side, so that it rode on the 
curve of the mould-board at the headland, and made a thin gash in the pasture as it was 
pulled along. When the horses paused where he had set out the line for his furrow, there 
was a kind of a sigh from the 
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group. Denny straightened the plough, and lifted its handles up so that the 'tip of the share 
met the grass and the soil. He clicked his tongue softly, and the horses lifted their heads. 
Then he equalised the reins on both handles as he gripped them, leaving a slight slackness 
so that the animals were not tightly reined. 

“Giddyap!” he cried fearfully and delightedly. “Giddyap Major! Giddyap Jorno!” Up 
went the ears of the horses again. They took up the slack of the traces, leaned forward 
slightly, pressing their great shoulders against the padded collars, tensing and flexing their 
magnificent muscles. Under the groomed coats the muscles rippled so that the shining coats 
of them gleamed as they moved forwards. Denny felt the share grip the soil, and heard the 
tearing, ripping sound of the grass as it parted from the pasture; and the first sod began to 
slip along the curve of the mould-board and then turn over. There was a silver gleam to the 
black soil, moist as it was, and the sod laid itself almost flat on the unturned pasture. 

The heavy Clydesdales strode forward, keeping the strain on the collars and with heads 
upright. They nodded rhythmically as they pulled and Denny knew he could probably have 
ploughed with a single horse. He kept the tomato stakes in view, whilst Ken ran ahead to 
release them. When he reached the headland, he tugged the left reins and cried, “Gee on!” 
and the noble animals obeyed. They swung to the left, and he slewed the plough as they 
turned. He heard the “Thump! Thump! Thump!” as they turned and pulled, and the next 
moment he had them straightened up, and the share dug in again, and they were on the 
return trip, slicing the grass as the coulter, steady and sturdy on the beam, cut the grass and 
set the line for their ploughing. In his excitement Denny forgot to look in the direction of 
the watching group. Ken had joined them, and they were intent on the man from the North 
Shore who was breathing heavily as he kept up with the two moving Clydesdales. They 
saw him hold the reins and grip the handles, and then, as the second furrow laid itself 
against the first and the plough moved with more ease, hold the implement by one handle, 
and even, at times, simply steady it with a finger. The ploughing was in motion. On the 
second return furrow Denny pulled the horses to a halt at the headland, slipped the plough 
on its side, dropped the reins and came across to where they were standing. His eyes were 
alight. His breathing was heavy, but not enough to interrupt his flow of comments. 

“She's easy!” he exclaimed. “It all came back, in a moment.” He nodded vigorously 
towards Jerry Conway. “You sure trained those two draughts,” he said warmly. “Can they 
ever keep to a furrow!” 

Jerry nodded calmly. “In the old days everyone handled the horses,” he said. “If a 
farmer didn't get a good beast he would sell it the same week. just keep one consistent boss 
for the horses and they will work, any time.” 

When Denny set off back to his furrows, the group moved towards the house. Marlene 
and Agnes began getting the morning tea. Denny followed the great draughts until the 
original, narrow furrows had grown into two wide strips of rich, turned earth, one on the 
right side of the field, and the other near the centre. 
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By the time morning tea was ready, he had brought the horses up into the yard and 
lifted off the harness. He looked at their heaving flanks, and the small dark lines of sweat, 
and the soft flakes of white foam that were gathering. Jerry Conway helped him to rub 
them down a little. “They've been grain-fed,” he said, “and they'll need more if they are 
going to keep their condition.” He and Denny leaned back against the rails and talked 
horse-talk until a gong sounded from the house, and they made their way to the celebration. 

The talking was animated. Denny sat back, breathing heavily but happily. He knew his 
furrows weren't as straight as they ought to be. Here and there he had struck a small stump 
or a stone, where the plough had baulked and they had slid off the furrow, but, all in all, it 
had been a good morning. He listened to Ralph and Ken argue the merits and demerits of 
horse-drawn implements. Ralph was saying, “When I was a boy they reckoned machinery 
would ruin the land. They used to say it was unnatural. Come to think of it, they must have 
said that when steel shares and mould-boards were first used. They must have thought only 
wood was natural.” 

Jerry said, “My grandpa used to say it wasn't natural even to plough the land. He 
reckoned no good ever came of that. He reckoned we should live off it and let it do its own 
thing.” 

So the chatter continued. Ralph was keen to ask Denny his purpose with horse-drawn 
implements, and Denny repeated his principle of a quieter way of living. Ralph nodded, but 
wasn't sure. “What would you grow peas and carrots for?” he asked, and Denny said it 
would be nice to have a market for vegetables close to hand. 

The party began to break up near midday. Ralph quietly separated Denny from the 
general group. He said, “Denny, is this just an ideal of yours, or are you going to try to 
convert us all to the old ways?” 

Denny looked surprised. “Not at all! It's just a hobby. I want time to think and I like that 
sort of life. I don't really believe you can base a whole economy on outmoded ways of 
living. But something from the past is also a witness to its gracious ways of living.” 

“Gracious ways, my eye!” Ralph said, and he laughed. “I can remember the 
competition there used to be when there were horses. It was just larger and larger teams 
and heavier machinery. I imagine our ancestors would have been amazed and even 
scandalised by the business of our parents. 

When Denny laughed, Ralph looked at him quizzically. “Denny,” he said quietly, “what 
are you up to?” He raised a hand when Denny looked like protesting. “No,” he said 
insistently, “I want to know what you are about, because I'd like to help.” When he saw the 
others drifting towards them he took Denny's arm and steered him towards the horse yard. 
“Listen,” he said earnestly, “I'm rotting in our business. It's 'Go! Go! Go!' from morning 
until evening. We are successful, right? But so what? We have all we need and more, but 
the stuffing has gone out of it. Now if you have something to say or something to share, 
then share it!” He looked a little fierce for the normally quiet Ralph Hicken. “I don't want 
to go back to horses, and to drays and even to old T-Model Fords, but I do want something 
which will make life more satisfying than we know it.” 
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Denny looked at him calmly. “I never had it in my mind that my option is anybody 
else's option. Every man has his own, and no one can legislate for another.” 

He saw Marlene and Agnes coming towards him, and Jerry Conway was in tow. 
“I reckon,” he said quickly and softly, “that we have too much too often for us all. Even 

if that doesn't actually hurt us much of itself, it distracts us from getting to what really 
matters. And what matters matters all over the world.” 

“You're still a strange one,” Ralph said, staring at him. “You always were, and you 
haven't changed.” Almost reflexively he looked towards Pirrawarrinni. “I don't think even 
that changed you,” he added. When Denny winced a little he apologised. “I'm sorry I said 
that, but then I have had the feeling that your coming has a lot to do with all that, and could 
mean something to some of us.” 

He moved away as the others drew up. When he was near his own car he turned to 
Denny. “Come over and see us again,” he half-shouted. “We'll finish our conversation.” 

Denny watched him start up the vehicle and drive away. Inwardly he felt a tingling but 
didn't quite know why he should. He certainly was going to go to see Ralph and his wife, 
and old Elias, too. 

He wasn't feeling as though the community was closed to him, any more. Apart from 
Tom Hayworth, it seemed he was being welcomed back. In fact it almost seemed like the 
old days. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 

ENNY was toying with his typewriter, tapping the keys, seeking to evoke a response, as 
though the story lay in his keys and not his head. Marlene had been asking to read his 

stories, and he hadn't let her see them. They were his attempts to get back into the full flow 
of writing. In regard to the novel, he kept thinking of Tom's insistence that he write, but 
somehow he had to be prepared to tackle the widest themes if he were to attempt such a 
long work. 

He began to think about suffering. The strange thing was that when you simply thought 
about it, it evaded you. He was thinking back to the misery in which many whom he had 
known had lived. The image came to him of the return of some of the working parties from 
the North during the P.O.W. days. They had come back to Changi from Burma and 
Thailand. Long before they returned, the stories had come through of terrible treatment. 
There had been the long journey in the cattle trucks of the freight-trains. There were no 
facilities for urination or defecation, except the floor of the enclosed trucks themselves. 
They went hours without food and for long periods without water. Some had been 
overcome with the agonies of dysentery. He thought grimly of the stench of the trucks. 

When they had arrived in the North, having left Malaya, they had to march for miles. 
Some of them had just lain down and died. The will to live had gone, partly because 
formerly they had been promised good food, little work, and an opportunity to rehabilitate. 
The shock was just one more trauma on top of many. So they had decided to die; and they 
did. 

Denny remembered Tom Thwaites talking of Victor FrankI and his experience in a 
Nazi concentration camp. A man had to have something to live for, and, if he did, then he 
could live because he willed to live. 

Denny remembered the night some of his mates had found a soldier. This was after they 
had capitulated to the Japanese. The soldier had crawled into a working camp in Singapore. 
During the action of the fighting he had been wounded. Then a Japanese officer had seen 
him and slashed at him, to kill him. The sword had gashed him deeply on the neck, and 
about the back. The Japanese soldiers had thrown branches and dirt over him in a sort of 
primitive burial. How long later it was he did not know, but he had revived out of his 
unconscious state, and in a frenzy had scrabbled at the dirt and branches and leaves over 
him. He had found his way out and had crawled for miles, finally making his way to where 
some Allied prisoners were. Denny had seen him carried into the camp, and had watched 
the hospital staff wash off the caked dirt and blood. He had seen them pick out, one by one, 
those white, wriggling maggots with which he had been infested. 

What struck Denny was the quiet joy of the man. He was so grateful to be alive. He 
emanated a steady peace, as they treated him. He refused to build up a mountain of horror 
for future years, and rejected the digging of a well of sorrow. 

D
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It had been different with Tommy. Denny had been shocked to see him when the 
working party returned. Tommy had seen so much, and at one point his endurance had 
failed. He had turned into himself. If Denny's own emaciated state had horrified Tommy in 
the early days of imprisonment, then Tommy's state now stunned him. It was not just the 
thinness, nor the emaciation, and not even the pellagrous limbs with gnarled and thickened 
skin that looked like an elephant's hide. It was the lifelessness of the eyes. Physically, they 
were sunken into the skull-like face; but tragically and more deeply, they were recessed 
windows into his empty soul. He did not return Denny's greeting. 

“This,” Denny had thought at the time, “is suffering.” 
Tommy would not talk. He lay there, day after day. Orderlies fed him with the fluid 

food, but he was listless, and there was no real spark of life. Apathy was around him like a 
dull protection. Once, when Denny had found him in a special moment of temporary 
animation, he had talked with him, and Tommy had pointed to a parcel at his feet. 
“Something in there,” he had said. When Denny had stared at him, Tommy had pointed 
again to the parcel. Denny took it from the foot of the bed and gave it to Tommy. Tommy 
lay there, and in an instant a rage welled up in Denny, Tommy was motioning to him to 
open it. 

Denny said angrily, “But you can open it.” 
Tommy's eyes reverted to a blank. Denny felt the rage even more deeply. A man was 

lying there, denying his humanity. Tommy said, with sterile vacuity, “Open it for me.” 
Denny let his rage loose. “Open the damned thing yourself,” he said. 
Tommy's eyes widened a trifle. “You won't open it,” he accused. 
“To hell with you, I won't,” Denny said. “Do you take me for a mug?” 
Tommy had moved his hand piteously towards the parcel. “I can't! I can't!” he said, and 

his self-pity flooded over. 
“You will,” Denny said, and the voice issued between his teeth as he gritted them. 
Tommy opened the parcel. 
Thinking it over, Denny decided that even that wasn't real suffering. Suddenly a 

thought flashed into his mind. “Self-inflicted wounds.” He stood back and looked at it. 
“Heck!” he thought. “Most suffering is self-inflicted.” 

Then, as the brilliance of it threatened to blind him, a grey shadow came across him, 
and in some way it was a protection. It saved him from something he was not yet ready to 
see, something which he must not understand prematurely. 

How did one write a novel concerning suffering? Those Russian writers knew how to 
go down to where men really felt life and lived it. He thought of brilliant contemporary 
writers who had unusual ability to portray the starkness of life: the pathetic minor 
tragedies, the drivelling, pawkish mediocrity of humans who lived without purpose, or who 
made the pathetic out to be great and the dreary significant. 

Again Denny searched in his mind. Then he knew. There was cynicism in such writing, 
and the exploitation of human emotions. These emotions were 
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evoked, roused, stimulated, and brought to anticipation, only to have no answer given.  
This 'Was what Father Tom was talking about. A man had to get down to where people 

feel, and suffer, and cry out for it to be rational, and to have some purpose. Thoughtful 
persons look to see that suffering is not foolish or pointless, but useful and leading to some 
worthy goal. Perhaps they hope the true goal will be maturity. 

Then Denny shook his head mournfully. To see suffering as merely utilitarian was not 
good enough. It was like trying to justify the universe. 

“Justify the universe!” Suddenly Denny saw it. Of course! When you justified the 
universe you were trying to justify God. Denny had a sudden picture of God being 
pathetically grateful that a novelist had justified Him, especially by explaining suffering. 
Another image of God came also, as though God were some jolly monk, laughing behind 
His hand at this tawdry rationalisation of the immense suffering of human beings. The final 
image was of the quiet and serene God undisturbed by suffering, but knowing it was 
indispensable to the passage of human living, and the gestation of the new era, the era to 
come when suffering would issue in glory. 

“Heck!” Denny thought in embarrassment. “You would never get anyone to believe 
that.” 

He contemplated the keys, touching them so that they did not register, his fingers doing 
a gentle dance over them. 

Then quietly, and suddenly, before his eyes came the face of a man, and it was 
contorted with suffering. It was the face of Tom Hayworth. 

“Now,” said Denny to himself, “there is a man who really suffers. His is real suffering.” 
The face withdrew, as though slipping back down a long and dark tunnel. He saw the 
burning eyes in the whiteness of it. Then the face was gone. 

He wondered whether it was the face of Abel the righteous man, who must have been in 
pain over his rebellious and dark brother, Cain. Denny remembered that someone had 
described Abel as a prophet. Prophets suffer, thought Denny. Then it seemed Tom was the 
dark Cain himself, filled with black fury, and gripped in the rage of hatred. Finally it 
seemed that Tom was both Abel and Cain, and when Denny thought about that, then indeed 
it was very strange. 

He stopped tapping the typewriter keys and said aloud, “Very strange.” 
Somewhere, down in the dark tunnel was Hayworth, and Denny had the curious feeling 

that he, Denny, might be the Abel of the piece. He did not care very much to pursue the 
analogy. He was about to abandon the typewriter, and to sit back and work out a plot which 
disguised the true Hayworth and shaped him somewhat differently, when another picture 
flashed before his eyes. It was Anna! In twenty-eight years Denny had never seen even a 
mental picture of Anna. Certainly he had not seen one which was clear. Now he 
experienced a terrible agony, for Anna's face appeared before him, and this time she was in 
anguish. His hands gripped the table and he wanted to cry out to her, to give her relief. He 
searched desperately in his memory for a time when he had seen her like that, and just as 
his mind was slipping away from her, he suddenly saw her in the hospital. She was crying 
out to him, “Denny, oh Denny, help me!” 
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It was the labour ward, and she was in the birth pains for Esther. He had not been able 
to stay with her in the night. In those times this was not permitted, and he had stayed out on 
the river flats at Kempsey with a friend, awaiting the dawn. It was true that he could use the 
phone, but that helped little. At dawn they were glad to admit him into the labour ward, and 
he was able to hold her hand. She leaned heavily on his grip, returning it with a terror that 
seemed to come from panic. Her eyes had grown large, and the white face around the eyes 
seemed to have diminished until she had become beautiful in a pathetic, owllike way. If the 
moment had not seemed tragic, he would have laughed at the sheer elfin beauty that had 
come to Anna. 

The suffering had gone on for hours until the doctor decided to introduce instruments, 
and then young Esther had been born. She looked like Captain Blood with one eye as 
though it had a patch over it, but she was born, and the suffering had given away to an 
intense joy. Anna had shed tears of unspeakable happiness and Denny had just held her 
hand, thinking the world could in no way hold greater joy than that moment. 

Crouched, as he now was, over the typewriter, he relived the ecstasy of that time. It was 
not only in that moment that he had felt he understood the core secret of the universe, but 
time and again since. The core secret was fatherhood and motherhood, the mysterious 
power and fruit of procreation. Whilst he thought, he remembered Esther and their farewell 
of her at the airport, as she had gone back to Sydney. He sighed gently. Esther bad proved 
to be a daughter to be proud of. Yet, in a way, he had not lived out the core secret to its 
fullness, and as yet not to its fulfilment. 

Anna's face, for all his memory of the completed birth, was still with him, and still in 
anguish. It was white and tense, but it had none of the beads of moisture as it had in the 
labour ward. It was a lonely, tensed face, lacking the joy she had always carried. Denny 
puzzled, delving deeply into the covered pain he had had all the years. He burrowed down, 
trying to remember a time when Anna had been like that. Then, suddenly, he probed 
something which flashed clearly upon him. It was Anna's face, her unusual look when he 
had returned from Sydney following the Repatriation medical investigation into the 
post-war state of ex-prisoners of war. 

He had come in, crying out to Anna. She had evidently not heard the bus stop outside 
their home, or she would have burst through the front doorway, running as she always did, 
up the garden path between her azaleas and her petunias, to be lifted up and hugged, and to 
hug and laugh in return. This day he had run into the house, and Anna had been lying on 
the bed. She jumped up when she heard and saw him, and just for one moment had 
hesitated to run to him. Then she had run, but she had clung this time, and there was no free 
flow to her laughter. She had laughed, but it was fierce, and, he remembered, almost 
frightened. He had pushed her back, and smiled at her. 

“Anna! What's different? What has happened?” 
She had let out a fearful cry, a terrible wail, a hard, painful sob. She had said, “Oh, 

Denny!” and nothing more. There was no explanation, no attempt to tell why she behaved 
so unusually. He remained crouched, now, over his typing 

TALL GROW THE TALLOW-WOODS 155

machine, and as he did, something dredged up that he had not thought on in years. It was 
the discovery, next day, that Tom Hayworth had changed the route of his bullock team. 
Instead of coming up the old gulch road on the southern side of Tallow-wood Farm, he 
now veered around the rear of the property, making his way along the sandy track that 
skirted Ginger Jack's small property. 

He sat, his hands still gripping the desk, the knuckles showing white, and beads of 
perspiration forming. It was coming clearly to him. Somehow Tom Hayworth had 
distressed Anna over the time he was away. Something had happened which had alienated 
Tom from them. 

His hands slipped off the edge of the desk, and he lifted a fist and slammed it down. 
The typewriter did a short leap, and then came to rest. His hands were moist, his palms wet. 
His hands clenched and unclenched. His passive theories of suffering slipped away from 
him, but the genuine suffering itself remained. His thoughts raced. It was at that time that 
Agnes Hayworth had ceased coming, and occasionally he would find Anna looking tired 
and lonely, but she always showed happiness to him, and joy at his return if he had been off 
somewhere helping someone else. Now, as he desperately tried to remember, he could 
think of nothing in Anna which spoke of disloyalty within their unchanging love. His hands 
dripped sweat, and he rubbed them against his trousers, drying them on his thighs. He 
heard himself muttering fiercely, “She. did nothing! She did nothing!” 

When he said this he started sobbing, a hard, dry sobbing that had heaving with it. It 
was like the day, recently, when he had gone to her grave, and had wanted her with all his 
being. He had wanted her, not for herself, and not for her body, but to comfort her, to tell 
her that somehow he had failed her, but that he loved her, and had not wanted to hurt her. 

He sat up, alert, as though in the centre of his thought was a warning signal. It was like 
a red light flashing on him, telling him that danger was approaching. He thought of the 
times he had suddenly, around some corner, in a deserted uninhabited place, come across a 
railway crossing. He had not even known it to be a crossing until the red warning lights had 
begun flashing. An eerie silence had greeted him as he had slowed down and cut off the 
engine. Then, as from nowhere a train had burst into sight and roared past him, and was 
gone, the silence folding in on him again. It was like this now. Somewhere there was 
danger. The danger lights were blinking like the solemn winking eyes of a watching 
dragon. 

Then the moment was gone. Anna's face had disappeared. The lights had ceased 
flashing. He was left alone, exhausted and weary, his hands again gripping the desk. He felt 
weak, and, all of a sudden, very, very lonely. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 

om Thwaites was on their doorstep early the next morning. Denny was surprised, and 
invited the priest in. Marlene was preparing breakfast, and the two men sat on the 

lounge. Denny switched off the morning news, and looked at Tom. “What brings you so 
early?” he asked. 

Tom looked a little tired, but also mysteriously excited. “I've been thinking all night,” 
he said. “I've heard a bit of news which might affect you.” 

“Is this for Marlene, too?” Denny asked. 
Tom nodded. “Very much so,” he said. 
Denny called Marlene in and she sat on a chair, near the breakfast table, primed to 

expectancy. 
Tom said, “A deceased property has just come on the market. It is a fine farm, but for 

years has been reverting to scrub. It is the old Tyndale property. Tyndale had it when you 
were here, but he died, and it was bought by a man you would not have met, Allan 
Connelly. He was a single man, a widower, and he farmed it alone. Never lasted long. He 
died, and there has been some lawsuit about the place. The wrangle lasted for years. Now it 
is to be sold as a deceased estate, and will come up for auction in some weeks.” 

Denny remembered the Tyndale property. He also remembered Tyndale, a lonely old 
man whose wife had left him before the Cardins had come to Wirril Creek. The property, 
as he remembered it, was a large one, and a good one. 

Tom looked keenly at Denny. “All last night I was having the idea that you ought to try 
to buy the place. I guess you would get it at a bargain price. As you know, it is a buyer's 
market at this time, because of inflation and the current stagnation of the economy. It 
would suit you and Marlene to a 'T'. It is back up against Pirrawarrinni. It is still in Wirril 
Creek area, even though it is on the edge, and part of it actually runs up into the mountain.” 

Denny wondered. He wondered at the warning light which had come to him the day 
before. He wondered whether his return had been part of a dream. Even now there was a 
sense of the unreality of everything. Yet, at the same time this was old Tom-strong, 
reliable, dependable, a minor Pirrawarrinni himself-sitting there as though he had some 
special guidance for them both. 

Marlene wondered at Denny's hesitation. “Would we like that, Denny?” she asked. 
He started at the shape of her question in the first person plural. Then he nodded. “You 

bet,” he said enthusiastically. He knew just how the property was, and how it would 
respond to de-suckering, and a concerted attack upon the bracken which covered many of 
its valuable acres. He had helped Tyndale in the old days, and so he knew just how rich 
was the land. 

“When is the auction?” he asked Tom. 
“In a few weeks' time,” Tom said, grinning. “But you could get it now if you were to 

pay the reserve price. That is the agreement with the Government.” 

T
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He flicked his fingers. “I know old Gus Crane, the estate agent at Burtville. He has the 
place on his books, and so far as I know he is the only agent.” 

They talked animatedly, over the breakfast. Tom, of course, had not had breakfast, and 
Marlene said it called for a celebration, so all plates were piled with the traditional bacon 
and eggs. Crisp toast and marmalade washed down with tea set them all in contented states 
of mind and body. They watched the sun rise, and the place begin to be drenched in light. 
Marlene could scarcely contain herself, beginning to plan the setting up of a home which 
would be her own from the start, and not just the one into which she had come, at 
Wahroonga. Denny had lived in that for years before. It was a carefully planned house and 
garden, but it had never really been hers. 

Tom suggested they should look at the property before going to Burtville to see Crane. 
They rushed the dishes through the hot water, tidied the place quickly, and were in Denny's 
car in a trice. The place was about four miles from the McDonald farm, and the last of the 
road was poor, quite broken and corrugated as it led to the gates. Denny remembered the 
fights they had had in the past to get good roads, and obviously this was a fight which had 
been lost. He also noticed that the gum-suckers had grown into young trees, and the 
property would need a lot of work. It would cost money to restore it. 

The track to the house was in good shape. The house itself, when it hove in sight, was 
one of the better North Coast homes. It was partly of red sand-stock brick, partly of 
hardwood weatherboards. Whilst it badly needed paint, it was not in disrepair. The place 
was open for anyone to enter. Some furniture was there, covered with white calico on 
which the dust lay thickly. A smell of staleness was through the whole house, but since this 
was characteristic of most unused houses, they were not perturbed. 

The kitchen was of the old type, with a heavy combustion stove against one side, set in 
a chimney place. A rickety kitchen cabinet leaned tiredly against one wall, in the corner, 
and Denny noticed the old-fashioned dinner set placed neatly on its shelves. The sink was 
of worn enamel, showing patches of the black iron beneath. This room would have to be 
changed. Already Marlene was changing it in her mind. She lifted aside the dusty net 
curtains and looked out. She called him to the window and said, “Oh look, Denny. Look at 
that view!” 

From then, it was really settled. Marlene would have a good view from the kitchen, 
especially if they fitted in new picture windows. They found a similar view from another 
room, and they worked it out that that would be Denny's study. Tom grinned at their 
childish excitement, but entered into it with them. He edited a few of their enthusiastic 
suggestions. 

Denny was pleased with the outer buildings. The dairy and cow-bails were in good 
shape. Weeds had grown high in the yards out of the accumulated cowdung, and the usual 
lantana flourished behind the bails, so that some work would be needed to clear it. There 
was a large garage, and a well-built implement-shed. Denny looked for old implements, but 
there were none. There was a tractor, and some modern cultivating equipment. His 
excitement grew as he viewed it all. 

The property was of five hundred acres. At least three hundred of these had 
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reverted pretty much to scrub country. The pasture land was in good shape, especially 
because the land had not been leased since Allan Connelly's death. This pleased Denny 
immensely. He revelled in the thick high pastures. He wanted to know Marlene's thoughts 
about the place; but she had decided, when they entered the house, that this was to be their 
home. 

“Then let's go to Burrville,” Denny said. “Let's go and see old Gus.” 
He well knew Gus Crane, who, in the old days had not been an extrovert auctioneer, but 

an introvert bachelor. He remembered the day Gus had fallen in love, and he also 
remembered his wedding because it had been a Wirril Creek wedding. Denny had the 
writer's mind for detail and humour, and he could have sat down, right then, and written a 
short story about the event. He didn't stop and write the story. Instead he sent the maroon 
vehicle purring along, eating up the miles between them and Gus. 

They found him in his office, and Denny was surprised at the way he had aged. He had 
a great crop of pure white hair. His red face and prominent eyes gave him an air of 
continual, although slight, surprise. He recognised Denny without hesitation, and he hailed 
Tom in his jovial businessman's manner. It was good to see Denny back. He was pleased 
also to meet Marlene. Then he said, “What can I do for you, gentlemen?” 

Denny said simply, “The Tyndale property.” 
Gus's eyes were cautious, but glad. “There's an auction coming up,” he said. He flicked 

through the book as though he didn't know the date. 
Tom cut him short. “Denny wants to talk about a sale,” he said, “and not the auction.” 
Gus's eyes betrayed his happiness. “Well, now,” he said, “that's different. We have a 

reserve price, and the conditions are that if we can get that or over, then we can sell without 
auction.” 

“What's that price?” Denny asked. Gus knew it, and said it. Denny knew the price was 
very reasonable. Gus looked out of his prominent pale blue eyes and said, “To tell the truth, 
gentlemen, if you wait for the auction you might get it cheaper.” 

Tom and Denny said together, “How?” 
Gus said, “Well, it's like this. We are letting the reserve price be known. If we don't get 

that we will pass in the property at the auction. Then it will be the best price below the 
reserve.” He looked at them a trifle defensively. “That's business.” 

Denny thought, “It might go for more at auction, and the reserve price is low enough.” 
He said to Gus, “I'll take it now.” When he said it he could feel himself trembling. 

Gus was gratified at the sale. “You could have gone to the auction, and it might have 
been a lot higher. A man with an eye to a piece of land might well have bid higher. 
Reserves on deceased estates are generally low. In this case the reserve is plain ridiculous.” 

“Tell me,” said Father Tom, “did you want to try out the auction first?” 
Gus nodded. “Auctions can be very dicey things, and then they can be very exciting-for 

the seller, I mean.” He smiled plumply at Denny. “You got a 
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bargain, man,” he said, and Denny nodded. His mind was in a whirl, but it was a whirl of 
excitement and joy. He had known all along, deep down, that one day he would return to 
Wirril Creek. 

Marlene was really excited. “When do we get possession?” she asked. 
Denny smiled in superior fashion. “We have it, now,” he said. “We can move in any 

day.” 
The days that followed were delirious. First they had to fly back to Sydney to arrange 

the sale of the Wahroonga house. They had to spend time helping Esther to move her large 
number of accumulated possessions. Then there was the matter of selecting furniture from 
the North Shore house, and disposing of things that would not be needed at Wirril Creek 

Esther was not at all put out that the home was being sold. Although she had not really 
known any other home, she knew she would find the place at Wirril Creek really exciting. 
When she could arrange leave she would join them. Then there would be the wedding, and 
that had to be in Sydney; the arrangements were booked in the School chapel and at a 
reception place nearby. 

Denny saw little of Marlene and Esther amidst all the Sydney busyness. He had to make 
arrangements for handing over the bulk of responsibility to his colleagues in the firm. He 
wanted to be free so that they would not need to call him back to the city. He noticed that 
Esther and Marlene had grown closer even than before. In his curiosity he asked why that 
was. 

Marlene was a trifle superior. “Oh,” she said airily, “Esther is trying to find out who the 
new man is in our family.” She laughed at Denny's puzzlement. “She can't quite make you 
out. You are a different person. You have stopped being Wahroonga, and suburban, and 
city-businessman, and now you are truly human. You are relaxed. In fact, you seem quite 
free.” 

He thought about those remarks. Sometimes a touch of dread would come to him. It 
was something like guilt for enjoying life so much. Sometimes he would look down a shaft 
of memory and see himself lying on his bed, looking up at the attap of the hut roof, and 
wondering what the future held. Would they be suddenly decimated by the chattering Jap 
machine-guns, or would they reach that incredible heaven of the home-country? They had 
never really known, but they had wondered. 

Life was rich. Life was turgid. Life was busy. Marlene had taken the measurements in 
the farmhouse, and she was utilising stored up remnants, or buying new material for 
curtains and such. Denny was packing his large library of books, and what was now his 
second typewriter. Marlene could type. She could re-type his manuscripts. He was also 
taking his desk. They selected the furniture they felt would most fit and suit their next 
home, and left the other for sale with the house. When they had seen their goods and 
furniture into the pantechnicon, they took their leave of a reasonably composed Esther, and 
flew back to Kempsey, picking up the car from the garage where they had left it. The miles 
from Kempsey to their new home passed in a whirl of speed and excitement. 

When they arrived, it was almost dark. Ralph Hicken had brought over some of his 
workmen, and they had cleaned out the house. Not only had the 
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the dirt been swept, but the walls and the floors had been scoured with water and cleansers, 
and the whole home smelt of a refreshing cleanser. The furniture had been taken on to the 
wide front and side verandahs, and left there, placed in line so that the Cardins could make 
their choice of it. 

 
They turned on the lights, and went from room to room, their footsteps sounding 

hollowly in the empty house. Father Tom had transported their gear from the McDonald 
farm, and it was piled up in the room they had decided would be their bedroom. They 
selected some carpet from the piles of rejected floor-coverings, and laid their sleeping bags 
over these. 

“First,” said Marlene, “we must have something to eat.” 
“First,” said Denny, “I must light the combustion stove.” There was no electric cooker, 

so they lit the old fire. The grate had been cleaned, and on the verandah, near the door, was 
kindling, small pieces of firewood, and then the small chunky blocks which had been sawn 
especially for the combustion stove. They watched the kindling catch, and the first spurts of 
golden blaze, and then the blocks catching, and finally the subdued yellow glow of the 
warming fire. On the hobs the water boiled merrily, and Marlene ran up a fragrant-smelling 
meal. They sat on chairs brought in from the verandah, eating with their plates on their 
laps. 

They were tired. So much had happened in the past few weeks, and now they could 
really relax. So they did, one against the other. In this soporific and contented state they 
remained, sipping their coffee. Then the telephone rang. It was Tom the priest. They 
exchanged hearty greetings. Denny waited for special news, but there was none. “Just 
wanted to welcome you back,” said Tom. “Didn't know when you would return, so I took a 
chance and rang.” He did not tell them he had rung a few times each day for the past three 
days. They were delighted at his concern, and rang the Spaights, the McDonalds, and the 
Hickens. Together they made arrangements for a day of house-warming. 

Ralph threatened, “You'd better work out where you are going to put things. I'm going 
to be over tomorrow, and I'm bringing a couple of men.” 

After the phone calls they were too tired to work out anything. They were glad just to 
talk from within their sleeping bags, and gradually to drift off, leaving the conversation 
suspended in mid-air—that is, until the dawn broke through their uncurtained window, 
telling them it was a new day. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY 

wo days later the pantechnicon arrived, rumbling and swaying over the sandy track, 
pushing its nose through the old gateway, bumbling across the grating of the ramp, and 

pulling up near the front steps of the house. In these two days other workmen had been 
busy putting down carpets and other floor coverings. The old floor coverings they had 
stacked in the big implement shed, up in a loft. Denny insisted that he alone would paint 
the house. They would wait to find out the kind of colours that would suit the outside. 

The removalists moved with practised alacrity. In the process of the work, as they were 
taking in the furniture and packages, one of them stopped and peered closely at the old 
Tyndale furniture. He let out a stream of powerful expletives. Then he saw Marlene, and 
covered up. “Golly, gosh!” he said, with a change of words but not of emphasis. “Flamin' 
cedar, eh?” 

Denny was there on the run. Marlene was mystified, but not Denny. “You sure?” he 
asked the removalist. 

The removalist put out his hands in despair and appealed to the world. “Do I look like a 
mug?” he asked. “Me? Me who is always shifting furniture. and knows when cedar is 
really cedar? I ask you now!” 

One of his mates nodded to Denny. “If he says it's cedar,” he said with finality, “then it 
is cedar. If Jock Hanson can't tell cedar, then no one can.” 

When Denny looked closely, he saw the fine soft grain of red cedar. He marvelled. He 
and Marlene had liked the look of the old furniture, but much of it was scratched and had a 
worn look about it. 

“I tell you what, mate,” said Jock. “I'll give you a couple of hundred bucks for the lot, 
and take it orf your hands, and you're rid of it, see? How about that?” 

Denny grinned. Jock scowled. “Do meself in proper, I do,” he said. “I could have made 
a fortune out of that if I had kept me mouth shut.” 

When they were leaving, Denny gave them each a ten dollar note. They were grateful. 
Denny grinned “That's for the tip about the cedar,” he said. 

Jock winked. -I hope it is cedar,” was his parting, unnerving shot. 

***** 

Two weeks later Denny went to see the solicitor who had handled the purchase of the 
property. He wanted to know how it was possible to get a patient out of the hands of the 
Master-in-Lunacy. The solicitor, Adrian Nobbs, was doubtful that it could be done. “I'll try 
to find out,” he said, “but in the few cases I've handled, the outcome has rarely been 
successful.” 

Next, Denny went to see Matron at the hospital. “Do you think it would be possible for 
us to have the old man at our home for a time? It could be called a short holiday, or 
something like that.” 

Matron thought that was not only possible, but would be profitable for old 

T
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Jack. “We are trying all we can do to get away from the institutional neurosis,” she said. 
“We are changing the colours of the wards, giving the old folk things to do, and trying to 
draw out their interest and renew their social participation. It is certainly bringing 
dividends, but we need money and help, and our resources are limited.” She looked at 
Denny. “I'm sure you do old Jack good,” she said. “He was different for days after you 
took him last time. A few weeks with you could help greatly.” 

It needed an application to the ward psychiatrist, and, since that person had a soft spot 
for Ginger Jack, it was not difficult to obtain permission. The problem, however, was 
GingerJack himself. He said that if he came out he wanted to come out permanently. This 
they could not promise him. Denny said that they would do what they could, but old Jack 
would first have to prove himself, and he couldn't do this until he had been out for at least a 
short time. Ginger Jack said he would come out on one condition, and that is that he could 
go back, often, to his old home. This was promised readily, and Denny felt a little guilty at 
what he was about to do. 

GingerJack would not live in the house. He refused so belligerently that they had to 
accept it. He was very happy when they rigged up one end of the implement shed, and 
covered the floor with the discarded coverings from the house. He would not let them put 
up a partition that was permanent, at his end of the shed. He allowed them to hang a large 
tarpaulin, leaving room for a doorway. A curtain, which he could draw aside, was hung in 
the doorway, and he was complete. They were able to furnish the room with some of the 
old pieces from the house, excluding, of course, the cedar. 

Ginger Jack came to life, if not to new strength. He made his way around the farm, 
giving plenty of advice. He advised on the way to eradicate the smothering bracken, to 
destroy the lantana, and to abolish the huge scotch thistles which threatened to destroy 
acres of good, arable land. This advice was accepted gladly by Denny, who was renewing 
his memories of former years, and trying to become a farmer once more. He also spent time 
soaping and preserving the harness that Denny was accumulating. He could do very little, 
but in a short time the implement shed had become tidy and organised. 

Then Ginger Jack suggested what Denny had not dared to suggest. Denny felt guilty 
over Marlene's treacle tarts, since he felt they must have done a fair bit in softening up old 
Jack. Ginger Jack was not at all deceived. It was as though he had divined, from the 
beginning, what Denny was about. 

“I imagine,” he said severely one day, “I imagine you have been to see my house.” 
Denny admitted he had. “And,” continued the old man, “you have seen all that farm 
machinery I collected.” Denny again acknowledged that he had. The old man nodded. 
“And very good machinery too. Not worth a cracker on the market, except for them crazy 
antique hunters.” He scowled at the thought of them. “I didn't collect them for antique 
hunters. So I want to see some good come from that stuff.” 

He looked at Denny. “You knew I would give it to you, now, didn't you?” he 
demanded. 

Denny looked shocked. “Not give it. Maybe sell it, but not give it.” 
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Old Jack was genuinely surprised. “Go on now! And what would you pay for it?” 
Denny said, off the cuff, “Say, five hundred dollars.” 
The old man was stunned. “You wouldn't,” he said unbelievingly. “I got it for nothing! 

Them farmers gave it to me because it was junk. They thought I was going to sell it for 
scrap.” He paused and shook his head. “Five hundred dollars!” 

Denny knew that it was worth more, and much more. “I'd give you the money now,” he 
said, “but we have to get permission from the Master-in-Lunacy for me to buy and you to 
sell it.” 

Old Jack exploded. He explored some of his expletives which had remained in 
suspension for many years. Denny's ears tingled. “What's that old so-and-so got to do with 
my old implements?” Denny said that it was just that the estate was kept safe in that way. 
Jack glared and said he would give the machinery to Denny. He wasn't looking for money, 
and he wouldn't let the Master-in-Lunacy get his hands on it. It was no use telling old Jack 
that the Master-in-Lunacy was looking after Jack's interests. Finally Jack agreed to sell it to 
Denny, and to allow the money to go into his estate. 

“One day I'll get free of them cows,” he said, “and then I'll give it back to you. 
The next day Denny took Marlene to Burtville, and they talked it over with the 

solicitor. A week passed and permission was given for the sale of the machinery. That was 
the first day Denny had taken Ginger Jack to his past home, and the old man was trembling 
with excitement. They hoped for his sake that he was not really a psychotic, and that he 
would not react from the excitement and fall into a state of depression. 

Marlene had accepted an invitation from Agnes Hayworth to spend the day with her. 
She took the maroon car and said she would be back about supper time. Ralph Hicken had 
brought one of the trucks from the packing shed, and said he would take Denny and the old 
man to retrieve the machinery. 

Ginger Jack was close to tears as they left the farm. He kept his eyes open on the road, 
noting things of interest with evident relish. When they drew close to his place he became 
quite agitated, rubbing his palms together, closing and opening his fingers, and finally 
clenching his fists and keeping them tight. When they opened his front gates and drove in, 
he broke down and wept. He kept covering his eyes with his hands, as though not caring to 
look. They sat in the cabin of the truck for some time, waiting for him to recover. 

Finally they helped him down. He seemed like a broken man. Once he turned to Denny 
and repeated the strange statement Denny had heard from him on a former occasion. “They 
didn't oughter have done it,” he said, and the blue flames were back in his pale eyes. “I 
never did anything, and I never said anything.” 

They took a long time to empty the implement shed of its contents. By the time they 
had filled the first truckload it was near lunchtime. The three of them drove back to the 
farm, and unloaded the machinery. They stacked it at the end of the shed which was away 
from Jack's sleeping quarters. Then they 
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prepared some lunch and began to cat. During the meal, the old man opened up and told 
them stories which went back beyond their own birth, and certainly beyond the memory of 
Ralph Hicken, who had lived in Wirril Creek all his life. 

Denny was fascinated. He was storing away these very valuable stories and 
descriptions, knowing he would use them. He wished he could record what the old man 
was saying, but old Jack would have shut up had they brought out a recorder, so he trusted 
his memory for the material he was absorbing. 

It was late in the afternoon when they set off for their last trip. They had left the 
heaviest of the machinery until the last, and they had to use block and tackle to haul it on to 
the truck. The hour for the evening meal had well passed by the time they arrived at the 
farm. 

Ralph was driving the vehicle, and just as they had reached the farm he nodded towards 
a group of casuarina trees. “There's a ute parked there,” he told Denny. Denny looked 
across and saw it was the Hayworth utility. His first thought was that Marlene had been 
brought back home. Then he remembered she had driven the car. He wondered next 
whether something had happened to Marlene, but then if Hayworth had come, or Agnes 
had driven the utility, there was no need to worry. Marlene would be all right. 

They drove in through the gateway, over the ramp, and pulled up in front of the house. 
No one had heard them, or a light would have gone on. Denny slipped on to the verandah 
and listened. He knew no one was home. Suddenly he became alert as he had that night 
when he had seen red warning lights flashing in front of him. He held up a warning finger 
to Ralph and old Jack, and slipped quietly around the side of the house. There was a faint 
slip of a moon, and just enough of it to see the figure of a man. Denny noticed that he had 
cans of something and was pouring them over brush that was laid in the front of the 
implement shed. He was also throwing the fluid over the shed, shaking the can as he went. 

Suddenly Denny knew what was happening. It was Tom Hayworth all right, and Denny 
divined the cans were petrol cans. Hayworth was going to set fire to the implement shed. 

The words ripped out of him in anger and warning: “Hold it!” 
Hayworth swivelled, saw Denny, and came racing towards him. “You can have some of 

this, too,” he shouted, and Denny knew with a sickening feeling that the man was in a rage 
and was quite irrational. He felt the splash of the petrol as he jumped back. The bulk of it 
swished past him as Hayworth lunged and missed. Denny had an urge to grab the man and 
pound him, but he knew that Hayworth was close to maniacal, and so he slipped back 
further. 

“Now, Mister clever Cardin,” Hayworth shouted. “You can watch it all go up in flames 
like I planned it should. If you don't look out, you'll go up too. You'd better get running or 
you'll be in flames.” 

Denny said quietly, “Tom, you're crazy. Put down that can, and leave well enough 
alone.” 

“'Put down that can,”' Tom mimicked. “Mister clever Cardin might get hurt if I don't.” 
He came towards Denny, and Denny knew he had more fuel in the container. He retreated 
quietly, keeping his eyes on Tom. Tom crouched as he 
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came, as though he were about to do a Rugby tackle. Denny knew him to be a powerful 
man, but Denny was also in excellent health. He didn't really fear Tom. It was what the 
man might do with lighting the petrol that worried him. 

“Tom, you'll be sorry you did anything when it's all over. You'll regret it and you know 
you will.” 

Tom's voice was a snarl. “Oh, no, I won't,” he said. “And you're only getting what has 
been coming to you for a long time. A man that'll leave his wife like you deserves to get it 
in the neck, just like you are about to get it.” 

Denny could not believe his ears. Then the white face of Anna flashed up in his 
memory, and he fumbled towards the truth. He kept backing away from the maddened 
man. Tom was talking away, but more to himself than to Denny. “You've had it coming to 
you for a long, long time.” Then he dropped into muttering which could not be heard. 
Suddenly Hayworth swished the can in a half circle so that much of it flew over Denny, 
soaking into his clothes. The next thing was that Hayworth had dropped the can and was 
opening a box of matches. 

Denny said in a hard, authoritative voice, as though he were back on the parade-ground, 
“Drop that, Hayworth! Don't be a damned fool!” The authority in his voice stopped 
Hayworth only for a moment. Then he lifted a match, and held it above the box, poised, 
ready to strike. It was as though he wanted to torment Denny to the ultimate degree of 
suffering. 

Denny looked at him steadily, in the pale bluish light of the moon. “Don't be an idiot,” 
he said. “You'll never get away with it. You'll ruin it for yourself.” A sudden thought 
flashed into his mind, “And for Agnes, too.” 

He realised immediately he had said the wrong thing. Hayworth shouted in rage. His 
words bubbled out. “I'll get away with it all right,” he shouted. “There's no one here to see 
what is happening. You'll go up in flames, and so will your shed, and, with it, that crazy old 
idiot, Ginger Jack.” 

He stood, crouched and glaring. “Why did you bring the old fool out of hospital 
anyway? That's where he belonged, and now it'll be your fault when he is dead.” He lifted 
the match, and repeated, “I'll get away with it all right.” 

Denny watched, fascinated. He knew that if he rushed the man he would be closer to 
the match which Hayworth was about to strike. If he stayed, the match would be thrown, 
and the fumes would ignite. Then he heard a voice say quietly, “You won't get away with 
it, Hayworth, so drop those matches.” 

Hayworth spun around in the direction of the voice. Ralph Hicken came out into the 
light. “You crazy idiot, Tom,” he said roughly. “This is where your stupid jealousy has got 
you.” 

Hayworth gripped the matches in his hands and backed away. “Where did you come 
from, Ralph Hicken?” he shouted. “What brings you here at this time of night?” 

Ralph said very quietly, “Denny Cardin is my friend, and so is old Ginger Jack, and 
they are both going to live, and you are not going to do them harm.” He paused and then 
said grimly, “Not ever, Tommy Hayworth.” 

Hayworth dropped the matches. His rage and terror grew as he made a swipe at the 
petrol can. At first kick he missed it. The second time his foot connected 
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and the can flew high, almost reaching the implement shed. After that there was a long 
silence. 

Old Jack came into sight. He had been making his way around the house, and now he 
saw Hayworth. He pointed his drooping forefinger towards him, and almost croaked out 
the words, but croaked though they were, there was plenty of solemnity in his voice. “You 
ain't never oughter have done it,” he said. “No one ever did you no wrong, Hayworth, and 
so you ain't never oughter have done it.” 

Hayworth had dropped his hands. Denny felt sorry for him as he stood there, sullenly 
regarding them. 

“So what are you going to do about it?” he asked. The sneer had gone out of his voice. 
Ralph said nothing, waiting for Denny to speak. “Do?” asked Denny, “What do you 

mean, do?” He shook his head. He could scarcely contain his relief that it was all finished. 
He knew the problem still lay there, but the train had passed and the red warning lights had 
flickered down to nothing. 

“We're not going to do anything,” he said, and his own voice sounded strangely tired. 
“We never do do anything.” 

For a while Hayworth stood regarding them. Then he turned and made his way around 
the house. Denny could see him, in his mind, going towards the gate, across the sandy track 
to the clump of casuarinas, and finally getting into his utility. 

The three of them heard the utility start up, give a cough and a roar, and then it was on 
its way, crashing into the night, until finally its sound had faded to nothing. 

Ralph said, “We had better get rid of that brush, and those cans. We had better put a bit 
of water around, too.” 

When Marlene arrived home they had the supper set out. She thought they looked tired, 
and Denny seemed more thoughtful than usual. Ralph was quiet, too, but his usual sense of 
humour was there. Old Jack seemed stimulated beyond the normal state she had seen him 
in. She was a little puzzled too by his muttering. More than once, as they chatted and 
laughed and gossiped, she heard him say, “He just didn't oughter have done it.” 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 

ENNY Hicken, Agnes Hayworth and Marlene Cardin became close friends. They often 
made arrangements for visiting one another, and mostly for coming together as a 

threesome. Sometimes Ralph would come looking for jenny at the farm, and oftentimes 
Denny would have to seek Marlene out at the Hickens, but Tom never came to the Cardins, 
nor Denny to his place, although Marlene went quite cheerfully to the Hayworths. She 
knew nothing of the event that had happened the night Tom Hayworth was apprehended. 
The three women suspected nothing. They lived as a trio of friends, sharing recipes, local 
news and events. They talked about the past. jenny and Agnes would regale Marlene with 
stories about Anna and Denny in the old days. The fragments of information were 
welcome. Gradually Marlene was putting the pieces together. 

One day she invaded Denny's study, and sat on his desk, one leg dangling over the 
front, and the other tucked under her as she sat on it. 

She looked down at him and said, “Tell me all about Anna.” 
She watched him carefully, and noted that his eyes did not cloud. “Tell you about 

Anna?” he repeated. “What will I tell you?” He frowned a little. “Anna would be hard to 
describe, and anyway, you have seen her picture.” He puzzled about the matter. When he 
looked up he said, “What things will I tell you? What do you want to know?” 

Marlene said simply, “You used to say you had a mission. What was the mission, and 
how did you go about it?” When Denny seemed undecided she added, “I was wondering 
whether we are going to be on this mission together, that is, if you want to do it over again.” 

His puzzlement did not dear. “After the war,” he said, “people were struggling. I had 
seen so many, in action and in prison camp, and then when I came home, simply looking 
after themselves and not after others. You would call it selfishness. Anna shared my views 
on what I told her. She was a natural. She just seemed to love people, and she wanted to 
help. So we set out in every possible way to help others.” 

“What were some of the ways?” Marlene asked. 
Denny pondered. “I would go out and help farmers when they were fencing. I would 

fence. Sometimes I would plough. Other times I used the little bit of mechanical knowledge 
I had. I knew how to operate pumps, and even motors. Mostly, however, I used to help 
people who were distressed because they could not make it in their relationships.” 

Her interest quickened. “You learned that in your prison camp, I bet,” she said. It was 
more a question than a statement. 

He nodded. “When I could see what a human being was, under stress, then I guess I 
learned a lot, especially as I was wanting to learn. Also I read pretty widely, and when I put 
the two things together I did discover something of 

J
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what a human being is. All sorts of stresses come upon us from time to time.” He stared at 
her. “They come on us most of the time.” 

Marlene said, “Well, how could you help people now, seeing there isn't much physical 
need? Most people have enough of material things, and can generally get through the work 
they have to do. You couldn't help there.” Denny thought of Ralph's conversation about his 
own problems, and the faint hope that Denny might have some solution. 

“It isn't just giving actual physical help that matters,” he replied, “although of course 
physical help is a good thing too. It is just somehow living so that people see self-seeking 
and human egotism are not what life is all about.” 

“What is life all about?” she persisted. “What do you think it is all about?” 
He looked a little gloomy. “I don't really have a right to say anything to you,” he said, 

“because I have been your husband for eighteen suspended years.” 
She smiled lightly. “Those 'suspended years', as you call them, have had their good 

moments, too, but we are agreed that you are back where you were twenty eight years ago. 
So now we start again. What is our attitude, and what do we do? What is life all about, and 
how do we spell it out?” 

Denny said, “People hate preachers, prigs, and do-gooders. Life isn't all about that. I see 
life as being about faith, and about love. I'm not quite sure where the two come together, 
but I am sure that is what life is about. A man has to have faith, and he has to love.” 

She nodded. He had heard her question before, and she asked it again. “Faith in what?” 
“Faith that all things, ultimately, will work out for good.” 
“Faith in God, or faith in man, or faith in the universe?” 
“Just faith that God works in man and the universe, and ties things off in the right way, 

and completes what needs to be completed. You just can't live without faith. If you live 
without faith in the things I have just described, you still have to make faith in something.” 

“What of nihilists and anarchists?” 
Denny smiled. “They reject absolutes absolutely. They have faith only in anarchy. They 

are sure only that there is nothing to be sure about. They give no real answer because they 
assert there is none. They have faith, I suppose, that anarchy will lead to some kind of 
sense. The state of things now seems senseless to them.” 

She felt the conversation was getting into deep waters, and even into abstractions. 
“What are we to do, Denny?” 

He said, “Live in faith, and operate in love.” 
She asked, “How does this work out?” 
He answered, “In such a variety of ways as to be interesting, even fascinating. Once, for 

me, it was structured method. I had models by which I worked. Now it will be more fluid, 
differing from person to person, and situation to situation. All people are not the same. 
Circumstances change.” 

“But is it faith?” she asked. 
“It is,” he said, “and love aplenty in the midst.” It sounded like a quotation to them 

both, and a bit sententious; they laughed together. Before they knew it, 
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they were embracing, and Denny was musing, “The era of the Anna has passed, and the 
day of the Marlene has arrived.” 

She, for her part, was thinking, “Now we are really man and wife, and this faith and 
love will work out. Anna is at peace, and I am in the stream of a wonderful and frightening 
life.” 

When Marlene left him, Denny was pondering. He was thinking back to when Anna 
and he had first come to Wirril Creek. In a way, they had not really been specific about 
having a mission. They had just wanted to live life as they felt it ought to be lived. It was 
others who had begun to classify their operations as a mission. Denny had certainly not 
thought of it precisely that way. He remembered how, in the prison experience, his own 
faith had gone through the crucible of testing, and of suffering, and how, when he had 
received power that day to live as a man and to love others, he had wanted to share it with 
all men. When he began doing this, there was a response. At first it was like blind men 
groping together for light. Then, together, they began to see. 

just a few of them had met. There was Brett for one; it had been strange to him. The 
quiet dark-eyed Barry Breen from the Literary Group had been among them, and one of his 
fellow sergeants from the mess, Tony Hales. Meetings as such were forbidden by the 
Japanese, for fear of plots and plans, and so they had met in the X-ray room, which was an 
inner room and had its only small window wholly blacked out for the purposes of X-rays. 
Sometimes they just sat and talked. Other times they brought out a Bible, and tried to read 
it as though they had not seen it before. They tried to put away the conditioning they had 
had as children and as young people. They attempted to see it as if reading it for the first 
time. 

No one there was thinking specifically about a mission as such; but, by the same token, 
every idea in the world was being turned over in the reflections of the sick men. They had 
time on their hands. The ones who attended themthe doctors and the orderlies-valued this 
kind of resource as they sought to give out to those who had mental and spiritual needs. So 
the little group had met and talked. In so doing, they found that they all liked, most of all, 
the idea of living simply, and with a sense of purpose. Gradually the group had grown. 
Others had come in. There seemed to be within the group a power of mutual support. 

Denny remembered a particular event. One of the group had been in the wards when a 
strange occurrence took place. Somehow, unbelievably out of somewhere, a cake appeared. 
It was a fruit cake, an incredibly rich fruit cake, and the ward doctor had come down to see 
justice done in the sharing of it. The ritual of its distribution had been a breathtaking event. 
There had been a piece for each patient. Then there had been a piece for each ward orderly. 
Each surveyed his treasured piece with enormous joy. just as the final piece was being 
distributed an extra orderly appeared, having come late on duty. 

The tension was high. Theories of love and mateship were suspended in the high drama 
of the situation. Barry Breen was a patient with beriberi, and he lay on his bed watching the 
drama. One who had not lived in that scenario could 
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not possibly understand. Barry slipped his slice of the cake to an orderly and said softly, 
“Give it to the bloke who came in late.” 

The orderly had not understood at first, but then, when he grasped the idea, he had 
taken the slice and presented it to the late orderly. The medical major who had seen the 
quick action said with relief, “Now enough for everyone.” 

From one point of view, it was a minor incident. From another, it was of stunning 
proportions. Perhaps more than any, Denny knew of the dynamic behind the action, the 
living power of love. It was love that was practical, and not merely abstract. It was not just 
an idea. 

Others of the group worked very quietly, avoiding religious words and pious utterances. 
Gradually they injected a new spirit. It was unobtrusive, gentle. Those who came out to the 
Kranji camp said the atmosphere was different from that in the maximum security gaol. 
Something was different, yet no one could define it. Whatever was there was real; yet it 
was veiled. It was felt, but it was unseen 

When Denny had come home he had wanted to see that same spirit or principle grow in 
the community: not by preaching or even teaching, but by precept; not by way of a cult, or 
the building of an elitist group; not even by careful infiltration, but by living faith, by 
practical action. 

And that was how it was taken. Day and night Denny would be moving around, 
helping. Anna moved with him, and here and there they would encourage a young wife, or 
share meals with a timid couple, or find old Elias Hicken still waiting for his son to come 
out of the army, or old Tracey still suffering from the fear of depression. Denny shared in 
the Service Legion of Returned Men, and Anna helped the local St. John's Ambulance 
Brigade. Something of what Denny had seen in the prison camp began to grow in the 
district. 

Tom Hayworth had come under its magic. He had held Denny in high regard, but 
worshipped Anna. His bullocky's job, which he had always thought to be inferior, suddenly 
took on romance. Anna adored the great team, and shivered with delight when the long 
whip snaked across the backs of the bullocks and urged the leaders into hauling the huge 
logs. Rapt, she listened to the creaking of axle-trees, the creaking of the timber on the 
jinkers, and the musical clinking of the chains as they dropped and tightened, fell and 
lifted. 

Denny, for his part, moved quietly wherever he went. There was nothing ostentatious, 
nothing priggish, nothing moralistic. One hint of anything like that and the community 
would have sensed it and withdrawn. It would have tightened up, and held out on the 
couple and their operations. If Denny helped to form a Progress Association, then that was 
fine with them. If the Association brought pressure to bear upon the Shire Council up there 
at Coolbucca, then it was not simply to get an unfair advantage; it was to win advantages 
previously lost by default. And so the community approved. 

Wirril Rail, known for its general hardness and its lack of community spirit, began to 
move into progressive operations. The sun-dried, paint-peeled old weatherboard buildings 
began to be scraped and painted. There was no hall, and the local Anglican church was the 
only meeting place, so they painted the 
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building until it glowed in its new decoration. Then the Thorgoods, who had Norwegian 
origin, began to collect money for a hall, and the community, which had closed up into 
itself during the Great Depression before the Second World War, began to open its purse 
and heart a little. It relaxed and began to enjoy itself. 

True enough it started with raffles, but a few of the more liberal spirits began to wax 
bolder. They started to give, and this without strings. The Shire President came down with 
his Shire cabinet (so to speak) and they paced up and down Wirril Rail. They measured out 
footpaths and even decided on a little recreation park, although at that time there was no 
water to make a garden live. But they did it, and that, curiously enough, just before the 
ward elections of the Shire. 

Denny set no great store by the physical improvements. They were simple symptoms 
and ready proofs of a deeper sense of well-being. North Coast cockies were a hard breed, 
eking out an existence, often from second-rate soil and third-rate market prices. They 
would send bushels of peas and get back a bill for the selling of them by the agents, and to 
this, sometimes they had to add the freight, so that they were in debt for growing 
vegetables. It was always the agent, the middle-man, who made the money. So the farmers 
often lost spirit. 

Anna and Denny acted as a tiny particle of leaven in the whole dull lump. Gradually the 
dull lump became yeasted and a sign of life began to appear. Hayworth and other 
bullockies began to look to the land for a more permanent form of income. They snigged 
their logs on the side. Some Italian migrants moved in and they began to grow crops that 
belonged, not to the humid moist coastal region, but to the climate which is called 
Mediterranean. After a time many of them migrated to South Australia where they could 
grow almonds and olives, grapes and soft fruits, but some stayed, and experimented with 
vegetables that had not been looked upon as marketable. So a diversity in crops began to be 
accepted within the community. A little sheepishly, the cropgrowers admitted this was a 
good thing. 

Even before Denny and Anna became justices of the Peace, the wide sweep of grass 
outside their front paddock between the road and the split-rail fence was like a modern car 
park. Folk would drop in. Some simply loved the scones, biscuits and cakes that Anna 
cooked endlessly. Others came to get documents signed, and yet others to talk over details 
of a crop, or a sporting fixture. Many did not even state their business. It might have been 
to find out when such and such a sale was on, or where one could get a good Jersey bull, or 
buy a Large White boar. Most came, in reality, just to have the good feel of friendship and 
comradeship, or to bask in the quiet and serene spirit which prevailed around the home of 
the Cardins. 

No one had ever seen either Cardin cheat, lie, or deceive. So far as they knew, Denny 
sought no personal gain or profit. Nor, for that matter, did either Cardin seem to have some 
emotional or psychological drive to be needed. Denny took no cut or commission from 
stock he sold directly to others or via a middle salesman. All the insights he obtained on 
types of fertiliser and their 
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qualities, the brands of new seeds, vegetable or oil-seed, he was happy to share. Anna 
shared her recipes, her triumphs and her failures. The two remained poor, but their farm 
flourished in a regular sort of way. It was a kind of Mecca, a very human Mecca. No one 
preached to another. All were free to come and go, and come and go they did. 

Incredibly enough, this had all grown within a period of four years. Ralph Hicken had 
come in on it just one year after they arrived. That was the year he was discharged from the 
Army. He had been deeply impressed. He knew the old country hoodoo of fatalism had 
been broken, and that the district was now free to flourish in, and with, genuine life. As the 
twenty-eight years had passed he had somewhat canonised Anna and Denny. Anna was 
dead and so her goodness was sealed and certified for all times. Ralph had in no way been 
affronted by Denny's reaction to Anna's death. What Denny had done he had done, and for 
Ralph that remained the true mark of the widower's integrity. When, then, he had heard of 
the return of Denny Cardin, he had been filled with expectancy. 

There were others who felt similarly. Nevertheless, they were somewhat surprised and 
even disturbed by the apparent affluence of the older Denny Cardin. They could not quite 
see what he was about. 

What they did not know was that the same Denny Cardin was also not sure of himself. 
He wanted to assess the past if possible. He wanted to recover from his own failure over 
the death of Anna, and he wanted to renew whatever was ordained for him to be and to 
do-if indeed there could be a renewal. He hoped vehemently that it was ordained for both 
him and Marlene. 

Even Denny had not really assessed the new Anna, Marlene Cardin. Maybe there was 
only one who really understood what this city woman was about, and that was Agnes 
Hayworth. Her husband Tom, with his memories of Anna, was not overtly opposed to 
Marlene. He just did not believe Anna could be, in any way, repeated. He could not believe 
that anyone could supersede her. He did not really know Marlene Cardin. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO 

ETWEEN the house and the outsheds, between the back verandah and the cow-bails, 
the farm machinery was set out. It was being painted. First there had to be the removal 

of the grease with hot water. Wads of old material had been used to clean it so far. Ralph 
had come across from the canning factory day after day, because to him the Cardin affair 
was now something of a crusade. Old Jack could do very little, but he sat in his old 
wicker-work cane chair, right in the centre of it all. He could issue advice here, and a 
command there, but, help or no help, he was in a delirium of joy. Sometimes a tear would 
gather in the corner of an eye and be about to roll down his thin old cheek, but he would 
brush it away with a gnarled fist. If he rose from his chair it was to see whether the spikes 
of the harrows were tightly set, or the tines of the cultivator were sharp enough in their 
miniature shares, and so on. He would run a drooping hand along the line and curve of a 
great mould-board, or test the sharpness of the disc plough or the mould-board coulter. To 
him it was like living in heaven. 

The women cleansed and washed and scrubbed. The men followed up with other cloths, 
and dried and wiped until all the machinery was freed from its encapsulation of heavy 
grease. Then the painting began: first the orange primer, and then the brilliant red and 
green coats, until the implements shone with newness. Ralph, Father Tom, and Denny 
delighted in making the contrast of red and green on the one implement. They did not seem 
to mind the cost of the precious lacquer. They were bringing a past age to life again. 

In the implement shed there had been a flurry of work and reorganisation. A small team 
of itinerant and indolent hippies had reluctantly agreed to help. They had responded to the 
call for urgent work. They themselves were untidy. They were dishevelled. They were 
hair-grown and hair-blown. They were not even normally clean. At first they had simply 
wanted a place to doss for the night-one night. Denny had wondered why they should be 
here, so far back from the road, and wandering around the foothills of Pirrawarrinni. The 
reason for this they had not cared to communicate, so that Denny thought there must surely 
be 'cannabis in them there hills', but he kept his peace. He was happy to let them use the 
large shed. 

One night had expanded into two and then three, and now they had been there a whole 
week. Denny had not minded that. They had their own supplies of food, but were glad of 
contributions from the lady of the house, and these Marlene gave quite cheerfully. They 
had taken the rugs and carpets which had not been used for old Jack, and had made 
themselves comfortable on the dry earth floor. During the day they would sometimes roam 
the farm and the foothills, and bring back their booty of discovered herbs and plants, and 
out of them proceed to make various kinds of tea, salads, and other mysterious concoctions. 

B
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Old Jack revelled in them, as they in old Jack. He was happy to sit in the shed, near 
enough to the opening to see the farm, watch the work, and feel enough sun to keep himself 
warm and grateful. He would spill out his stories of the past and amuse them with his 
eccentricities. They found they had so much in common with him, except of course in the 
matter of work. They were sure Jack was compulsively guilty, a man driven to constant 
work, and they thought that excessively unhealthy. However, they forgave him that one 
great sin in the light of his obvious and accented individuality. What they revelled in was 
his extensive knowledge of herbs, their uses and qualities. For this alone they would have 
bowed at his feet. 

Now they were reorganising the whole of the shed under the eye of their leader. Strictly 
speaking, they did not have a leader, for leadership came, per se, under the heading of 
Fascism. No one should lead. Many of them were fugitives from materialistic parents, and 
they had little affection for the parental roles. They had no time for authority-not in any 
way. In their own way, nevertheless, they were happy. This was a time of life when they 
could be carefree, and they were making the most of it in a vague and undefined way. 

They had caught some of the excitement of the coming house-warming. It was not the 
kind of house-warming that they had seen in their city and suburban homes—a thin medley 
of eats, drinks, Tupperware and fripperies 'for the house'. This was to be a meaty thing, a 
gathering of the local clan, a great barbecuing of a sheep, a pig and a young steer. It was to 
be a looking over the Cardin plan by the local critics, and a gathering together of those who 
had once known Denny and Anna, and who were either grateful to them, or critical of 
them, especially following the death of Anna. 

The idea of the barbecue horrified these gentle children of the earth. They offered, 
instead, to make the salads, to bake bread in the combustion stove, to find their way up the 
foothills to some of the banana plantations, and to gather the odd pineapple or two. They 
would round up what fruit was available. They could make dandelion tea, as well as tea out 
of things of which Denny had never heard. 

They had been handled with adroitness. Denny agreed to them making their special 
salads, and these would be set on a certain table, so that the hippies could remain undefiled 
by the gross foods of the common people, and at the same time offer a new way of life to 
those who were curious. The fruit-hunting would also be in order, but special things were 
not to be added to the fruit. A fruit salad? Yes. But not a fruit-and-herbs salad. 

There was much fun in the preparations, for the event was only two weeks off. The 
house was being painted. Denny had first hoped to do that on his own, but then had had to 
call in others, and so the building was beginning to emerge as a new and shining thing. The 
three women had done miracles inside the house, with their curtains and wallpapers, and 
rearrangements. The cedar furniture had been sent for refurbishing and polishing to 
Coolbucca in a Hicken truck, and was due, soon, to return to its ancient home, and to be set 
out in good order. 

Ginger Jack had to oscillate between the implement shed and the quadrangle 
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formed by the house on the one side, and the various sheds on the other three sides, 
although there was a large gap through which the teams of horses had come in the old days, 
and the tractors in the newer days. Ginger Jack felt himself indispensable in the 
refurbishing of his ancient machinery, and he dared not leave the hippies to their own 
creative ideas. Some of those ideas were psychedelic, and Ginger Jack could not accept 
Eastern esoteric symbols for his traditional machinery. He had to direct them in setting out 
the bays for the machinery, in arranging racks to take the harness and saddlery of the new 
team of draughts. The lethargic and apathetic man of the Burtville Mental Hospital was 
being revived into something of the man Denny had known. 

In the midst of it all Denny asked Marlene, “Would you like to go for a drive up 
Pirrawarrinni?” 

Marlene said she would be delighted, but weren't they excessively busy? 
Denny replied, “What gets finished gets finished, and the rest doesn't matter. 
When the hippies heard, they demanded to go also, and then Ralph and his helpers 

thought that they should go as well. Ginger Jack's eyes gleamed when he heard there was a 
forestry track to the top of the mountain. “Many a time in the old days I was up there,” he 
said, “but now it's a long time since I was there.” 

In privacy Denny said to Marlene, “We'll get off very early one morning, even before 
light, and we'll drive so that the sun is just rising when we hit the mountain. My idea isn't 
to let you see the sight with a crowd of people spoiling the quietness of just us two being 
alone.” 

They knew the hippies posed no threat. They rarely went to sleep before the early hours 
of the morning. They would stay up late, cooking their unusual foods, talking over the 
problems of the world, and then singing away, accompanied by their guitars, the folk 
songs, the wrangling songs, and the sad pieces they knew. It was only when they were 
exhausted that they would fall on their thick layers of bedding and be lost to the world, and 
their own special dreams. 

Denny and Marlene made it one morning. They crept out of their house, into the 
maroon car which had been left standing outside the front verandah. They purred off 
quietly into the waning darkness, gliding along the bitumen road that led to the grove 
where Anna's grave was, and then up into the hill. 

Denny was surprised anew at the vastness of the mountain. It reminded him of the day 
they had had the picnic, and how they had toiled, it seemed, for hours around the hill, 
breaking through thick forest and jungle undergrowth to make their way to the top. 

The bitumen road stopped abruptly about a third of the way down from the top. Their 
car headlights showed up a map of the mountain, and the various forest roads they could 
take. The roads were wide and smooth to begin with; then they all gave way to a lower 
quality one which was really little more than a track. Nevertheless the car could make it 
easily enough, especially as it was an automatic. The light was beginning to penetrate 
through the gash of the road which had been cut through the forest giants. Denny felt 
irritated that he had 
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forgotten the names of certain varieties of the eucalypts. He remembered just enough of 
them to appear knowledgeable, but when it came to the softwoods his memory failed him. 
Here and there he could point out a cedar, but beyond that he was unable to explain the 
flora. 

Sometimes they would stop, and open the windows to hear the cries of the birds. They 
would just sit and listen in the quiet dawn. Denny loved the long drawn-out call of the whip 
bird as it built up to its last slashing cry and ended with the crack of its whiplash. Some 
birds simply chortled, and some gave long, liquid cries, whilst the finches fussed with their 
domestic twittering, and the wax-bills made a concert with their thin, piercing whistles. As 
the parrots awakened, they sent their harsh cries across the forest, to be answered, more 
deeply within the glades, by crying currawongs. 

Once they saw a fox run between the walls of forest, and he was picked out sharply in 
the headlights, but for the most part they saw little fauna. As the car toiled the circuitous 
route of continuous turns and bends, the dawn slipped away into the trees, and they were 
able to switch off the headlights. They could then see the cabbage palms, and the trailing 
vines, and the masses of mistletoe that blossomed out on the tall gums. Eucalypts still 
persisted, but new varieties of rain-forest softwoods began to appear, and different kinds of 
palms, some with spiked leaves, and some with smooth. Crowding their way through all 
these were the giant tree-ferns, some of which had grown up to twenty feet. 

Once Marlene said, “Denny, however did you get to the top that day?” 
He replied briefly, “There were tracks, you know, but because few ever travelled them, 

we often had to use a parang to cut our way through.” For some time he had been thinking 
to himself, “It really was a suicide trip that day.” 

As they drove they could see the giant pylon of the coaxial communication tower. Now 
it seemed huge, through the trees, and the road became steeper, its incline increasing as 
they neared the tower. When they came around the last bend, they saw there was a sizeable 
building at the foot of the tower. They had to drive very carefully, for the side of the road 
dropped away into a precipitous gully. The skirt of the car was on its very edge. Marlene 
shivered deliciously as Denny carefully manoeuvred the vehicle. Finally, to their relief, 
they were on the top of Pirrawarrinni. 

They had become stiff in the climb. There had been delight, but there had also been 
tension. They stretched their limbs, and loosened up, and then Denny took Marlene's hand 
and led her to the edge where a look-out was fenced in with heavy gauge wire-netting. 

They wondered whether there were folk in the building behind them, but since all 
seemed locked and still, they decided the workmen came only during the day. They could 
see the stairway up the side of the tower which was used both for firespotting and for 
communication. More than half-way up the tower was a cage for the firespotters. 

Denny marvelled at what had happened. He knew that if they were to climb into the 
crows nest up the tower they would see, simply by turning in a circle, the whole of the 
North Coast region, from south to north, and then from the Pacific Ocean in the east to the 
wheat-lands and New England in the west. As 
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it was the eastern look-out in which they stood, it permitted them to look south to the 
coastline for hundreds of miles, and north to the coastline for a similar distance. The effect 
was more than breathtaking. They both marvelled at the wide spread of rich green of 
pasture and forest, of rolling hills, scrub, and waterways. They could see the thin, crisp line 
of the surf as it rippled against the intense yellow of the sandy beaches. Here and there they 
saw vast stretches of mangrove swamp. They saw towns nestling at the estuarine points of 
the rivers. They would catch glimpses of villages beside the coiling ribbon of the Pacific 
Highway or small hamlets tucked away in the undulations of the hills. The sheer, extensive 
beauty of it was quite overwhelming. 

Marlene remained silent, drinking it all in, gripping Denny's palm firmly, and adding, 
from time to time, communications of delight as she gave him intermittent squeezes. They 
would look first from the eastern look-out and then from the western. They never tired of it. 
Finally Marlene said, “Let's have that coffee.” 

They opened the picnic basket and brought out coffee and rolls, with butter and 
marmalade, and finally a couple of the bananas which had ripened on the tree, and not 
artificially in the carbon dioxide chamber. They sat on their folding chairs, looking across 
at the rolling miles of glorious country. Behind them, and even above them, were the 
chitterings of small birds, and the occasional noisy clangings of the currawongs. 

They saw the sun rise above the ocean line, and send further light across the broad 
Pacific. It gave out a burnished glitter and then flooded into a shimmering sheet of gold, 
breaking up into multitudinous twinkling as the tiny waves sent up flickerings of reflected 
light. To the west they could see a great milk-lorry with its multi-gallon tank moving along 
to a farm, its saver container outlined on the red road. Here and there other tiny vehicles 
were taking their drivers into the beginning of the day. 

They sat and lazed, thought succeeding thought. Sometimes they would look across at 
each other with a flicker of mutual interest, and then their thinking would lead them away. 
The past fussing about small things seemed quite out of context in this high, broad 
perspective they were sharing. If there had been trivia, they died in these new dimensions. 
Marlene was thinking about the day of the picnic, but Denny's thoughts were far from that. 
He was remembering the day he had conducted his first funeral. It had been on the crest of 
the small hill above the Kranji camp on Singapore Island. In a way it was one of his most 
unforgettable experiences. That was partly because, that day, the whole group had come 
with him to the top of the hill, For them it had been a different event from other events: it 
was the very first burial in that camp. The hill, in contrast to Pirrawarrinni, was small. By 
comparison with their camp below, it was high. That day, also, Denny had gained a new 
perspective. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE 

ometime,” said Marlene, “will you tell me about that picnic day?” 
“What's that?” asked Denny, awakened from his reverie. “Will I do what?” 

When she repeated the question he nodded his head. “Yes, of course,” he said 
obligingly, but she knew he only heard her absently. She saw him fold his look inwards, 
and rest back in his chair. She rested back too, for she knew his ways of ruminating. She 
knew that, for the moment, she had lost him even as he had answered her. 

***** 

The sky had been brilliant. Rarely would you see a Singapore sky which was totally 
blue, for rarely was the sky wholly cloudless. Sometimes it would be so, and that day it had 
happened. It was a deeply emotional experience, emerging from the camp, and wending 
their way up the hill through the rubber trees, until they came to that slightest of clearings. 
The stronger men, men of the work-party, lifted their chunkels and the tools bit into the 
ground. Others shovelled out the earth. The funeral party rested, but their eyes looked 
eagerly across the Island. It was not that they were mindless of the dead soldier, sombre in 
his white shroud. They were deeply conscious of him. However, they were, through him, 
tasting a little freedom, in fact a whole new view. They looked out to the Straits of Johore, 
with the silver shining of the silent waters. They had not seen water of this kind since they 
had left Changi, and Changi was a long way to the east. To the west was the area where 
they had faced the Japanese invasion from the johore side of the Straits. He remembered 
them coming across in their landing craft-flat barges which had held them in hordes. As 
they had approached, the artillery had sent a barrage plunging into them, but still they had 
come, and come, and come. They had leapt ashore, with wrist compasses set on a village in 
the Choa Chu Kang area, and nothing could stop them, Not even the machine-guns. After a 
time they had stopped the machine-guns, the yammering dying to a splutter and then to 
nothingness. 

Denny, standing on the hill above Kranji, reflected that that had been a long time ago. 
Now, when they were burying Clayton Smith, it was almost two years after their capture. 
Clayton had been a friend of the group, and a most serene man. He had died very 
peacefully. He was worn out with sickness and disease, and amoebic bacteria had pierced 
into every part of his body. Constant malaria had weakened him. Lack of food had laid him 
open to beriberi. Finally he was so tired that his body could support him no more. Clayton, 
however, was not really tired. When he had died he had smiled at Denny and Brett and 
Aubrey and then closed his eyes. Aubrey had wept, his large eyes luminous with sorrow. 
Denny had noted with a gentle shrug that not too many wept. 

“S 
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Death was so familiar. However, it was the first death in the Kranji camp, and Aubrey 
had asked him to conduct the funeral. In a way he had been surprised, and thought Aubrey 
ought to have asked Long John, who was the other chaplain, but that was not how it 
happened. Perhaps Aubrey had asked because Clayton had shared in the little group. 

In the camps-there at Kranji or in Changi or the working parties in various centres-the 
prisoners had been contained in their own small areas. Their confinement had limited their 
perspective to some degree. When the great bombers soared overhead it seemed that their 
camp must be surely hit, so large it was. It was their world. 

Up on the hill all that changed. The camp below seemed so small, so infinitesimal. 
Denny had lifted his arms, thrusting them heavenwards, and thus enlarged his vision. When 
they finally came to the brief service, read from the Army manual, Denny knew with an 
inrush of certainty that no human being needed to be circumscribed by limits of time or 
space. Each was really a creature destined for something more than mere terms of 
measurement. Time and space could be measured by those who wished, but man was a 
creature of destiny. He suddenly knew there was no fate, only destiny. 

***** 

When he looked across and saw Marlene resting with her eyes closed he thought, “She 
is unusually beautiful!” He wondered how he could have lived with her those eighteen 
years and been so unfeeling about her, as though she were some character out of those 
sterile, sexless books written decades ago by unenterprising English novelists. He knew 
such novels were rarely produced, now, and that the pendulum had swung far to the other 
pole. He wondered what it was that worried him about the potent sexual novels, and he 
decided it was the blatant exposure of an act and relationship which had its true meaning 
only in private intimacy. To expose it was like pointing your lens into the sun. The result 
was a blank, a total loss of image. 

He called out to her, “About that description you wanted of the picnic day. Do you still 
want me to tell it to you?” 

She opened her calm violet eyes and nodded. “I'll just keep my eyes closed while you 
talk, and I'll be able to see it much better,” she said. 

There had been weeks of heat before the day of the picnic. By 'heat' Denny meant days 
that were dry as well as hot, and these were not typical of the North Coast, not even in 
summer. Not week upon week, and without break. The regular humidity was absent 
through those weeks, and so the crops had dried in the hills. Even the maize had yellowed 
and the sorghum leaves were hanging and rustling with the slightest breeze that visited 
them. The pastures which were generally green in summer became dried to a wisp. Often 
Denny saw the parrots panting in the trees, their beaks wide open and their breath coming 
in gasps. The creeks dried to a mere trickle of water. His own dam had almost emptied. 
Some of the poultry succumbed to the unusual heat, and they had to be boiled up for the 
two house pigs he was fattening. 



TALL GROW THE TALLOW-WOODS 180

There was a certain amount of uneasiness in the district, but no alarm, for this had 
happened before. From time beyond memory the cocky had developed a certain state of 
self-protective fatalism. He knew, vaguely, that the powersthat-be had everything under 
control, but he also knew the same powers delighted in vagaries. They would keep things 
dry so that the young poddies would thin down almost to dying, and then they would give 
rain so that the pasture would become succulent, and in the fresh greenness of it all the 
same poddies would have diarrhoea. For the farmer it was merely a matter of shoulder 
shrugging, a gloomy acceptance of the dry wit of those controlling powers. 

They had arranged the picnic months before, and so they kept to its scheduled time. 
Denny and Anna had looked at the heat time and again, and thought of calling it off, but 
they knew there would be disappointment. Anna had prepared well for it by special 
cooking, but she knew it would be impossible for her to go, Esther being so small. She was 
not prepared to leave her with anyone for the day, and Denny agreed it would be best for 
her to stay behind. 

Agnes and the children had wanted to come and Tom had agreed, This was a surprise to 
Denny and Anna, since, for some considerable time, the Hayworths had kept well out of 
sight. However, to their further surprise, on the day of the picnic the Hayworths had failed 
to turn up. It was agreed the hill-hike should start from the Recreation area, just below the 
Cardin farm, and by about eight-thirty an assortment of vehicles had gathered. Denny knew 
the community well, and whilst he saw new faces, he also missed the faces of some he had 
hoped would be there. One was old Ginger Jack, but then Jack was an individualist and 
generally refused to do what others did, especially if they did it corporately. Hence Denny, 
though disappointed, was not surprised. 

By nine o'clock the picnicking group was assembled. Some had come in lorries, some 
in utility trucks, others in farm trucks, and some in drays, buggies and sulkies. They had 
taken out their horses from their vehicles and were letting them graze. Some had tethered 
them with loose bridle and feeding bags. There were also plenty of dogs, mainly of the 
kelpie or blue heeler cattle-dog varieties, but there were others of less specified breeds, and 
some which incorporated many breeds. They, too, wanted to be in on the picnic. 

Long before that day the details had been worked out. There was a forward party which 
was going ahead to lead the way and to choose a place for the folk to gather and share the 
lunch. They would also take water with them. The others were to take their own tracks to 
the summit. They could cut into the hill where they wished. Some picnickers had friends 
who had banana plantations in the foothills. Yet others had friends who lived a little higher. 
They would go via their places, and take the tracks these hill-veterans would show them. 

Denny remembered the air of expectancy that had been through the group. Some had 
never climbed the great mountain, whilst others had climbed it numerous times. Ginger 
Jack had sat with Denny many times and plotted out the track he should take. His 
conviction-and bet-was that Denny would reach the top first. To reach it first was the main 
idea, although many had no aspirations for such an achievement. They looked forward to 
the fun of the 

TALL GROW THE TALLOW-WOODS 181

social event. Rarely did the district come together in this way, and they were determined to 
make much of it. 

At nine someone asked what would happen if there were a fire. He was shouted down 
but persisted in his question. “It has happened before,” he said. “Ten years ago one side of 
the mountain burned. It burned for weeks, and there was no hope of putting it out.” 

Someone else pointed out that that was before the Afforestation Department had taken 
it over, and begun to work on it. The cynics pointed out that the Department did dash-all on 
the mountain. What could the foresters do, anyway? Some of the old bullockies agreed that 
it could be dangerous for small children, and that, if a fire did break out, it would be a 
problem to evacuate them. There were cries of protest from the children. They surely 
wanted to go. 

Finally it was decided to leave the small ones behind. It was agreed that none under ten 
should undertake the adventure. There had to be a hurried rearrangement of plans. A few 
adults agreed to stay behind, in the Recreation area, and look after the children. There was 
the Show Pavilion and also the cattle sheds. Each building had a tank attached and so there 
was no water problem. There was the Recreation Ground itself where they could play. 
Some of the adults, especially those who were parents, felt relief at the arrangements. The 
rest of the company was ready to move off. 

Looking at them, Denny had mixed feelings. He knew each family, and most of the 
persons within them, intimately. The picnic represented something like a climax in his four 
years of life with the community. When he and Anna had first arrived, they had been a 
community without much of a core. They had lacked co-ordinating factors and powers. 
Only when provoked by some unhelpful decision from the milk factory or victimised by 
some political trick, would they come together to demand their rights. For the rest, the little 
village at the Creek and the other at the Rail struggled on, devoid of leadership, and lacking 
a genuine spirit of community. Anna and Denny had not set out to create a community 
spirit, but yet this had grown. It was a useful spin-off of the caring and sharing which had 
quietly grown up, Ralph Hicken had remarked once that since life was primarily a matter of 
relationships, then this was what people hungered for, even if some were themselves too 
shy to initiate or even stimulate such relationships. Looking at the group Denny was 
decidedly happy. It was evident to him that they had grown into a real community. 

His happiness, however, was mixed with some kind of dark spirit. For weeks he had felt 
a sense of foreboding, but had put that down to the weather conditions. All of them were 
feeling the heat. He was soaked to the skin with his own sweat, but then he had been 
moving about a lot, ensuring that arrangements were completed, and even pacifying small 
children who could not contain their disappointment. He had promised they would get 
ice-cream for their lunch, from the local store. He would pay for it himself. These and other 
details had to be worked out, yet, busy as he was, he had a sense of premonition behind all 
his thinking. 

Finally they had set out. At that point his foreboding dissipated. There was a release of 
fun and laughter in the hikers. Hiking was not a country pursuit, but 
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today the community was coming together and walking together, notwithstanding the 
children who had been left behind. Denny, freed from the group, caught up with Ralph and 
jenny Hicken. They had arranged to go via Ginger Jack's route, and this passed his shack. 
They shouted to him, and he answered them without emerging. They plunged through the 
bracken and blady-grass until they found the track, and they began hurrying towards the 
peak. They learned very quickly to avoid the rough lantana, and to skirt much of the 
undergrowth. Denny and Ralph took it in turns to slash any impeding fern or grass, and 
even some of the slim saplings that had grown across the old track. 

As they climbed they could hear laughing and shouting to right and left of them, but 
little, if any, ahead. They could hear singing and chanting, joking, teasing and chiacking, 
but they kept silent as possible, not wanting to give away the secret of their own track or to 
indicate their whereabouts. For the most part, old Jack's track led almost directly upwards, 
and did not zig-zag as most mountain tracks rightly do. This gave them instant height, but 
made physical demands upon them. They pressed on, panting and breathing hard, with the 
sweat pouring from them. Denny had reckoned the forest would be cool, especially with 
the great eucalypts that rose above them, almost blotting out, at times, the sun which was 
now moving overhead. However, because of the unseasonal drought, the heat had 
penetrated the jungle itself, pervading everything. That was why the trio felt it so much. It 
was a dry glowing heat, quivering up from the shimmering pastures and farms, the 
undulations and flats below. It pervaded every part of the mountain forest. Day after day, 
and even partly into the night, the heat throbbed on. Very little cooled during the night and, 
if it did, the next hot day penetrated into every nook and cranny and crevice, again filling it 
with its heat. 

Somehow, curiously enough, the physical discomfort seemed to stimulate the climbers. 
They sang, they laughed, they joked and they sweated. They stopped sometimes for a swig 
of water, or to lie back in the ferns and undergrowth as though they would rest on old 
Pirrawarrinni, come what may, whether he welcomed them or not. It was as though, too, 
the climb was symbolical. Here was man rising above his own circumstances, climbing to a 
height which had always been above him but which he was destined-and equipped-to 
conquer. So the community toiled up like a colony of animated and purposeful ants, but 
with an ancient intelligence hidden beneath their outwardly simple exteriors. 

The meeting at the top was unforgettable. Ginger Jack's secret path certainly gave them 
an advantage over others, but a number of the other men had been through the mountain 
time and again, and they also knew direct tracks. When the three hikers emerged, they saw 
two of the old bullockies seated on a rock, staring out across the vast vista of the 
countryside, and smoking their blackened pipes. For a moment Denny worried about the 
tinder-dry foliage, and the danger of fires. Then he dismissed the thought of immediate 
danger. These bullockies were wise men and pipes were fairly harmless. 

There were hearty greetings, some joking and teasing, and the newly arrived trio 
relaxed, lying back against the peak, waiting for the next batch of climbers. Within an hour 
they were all there, counted and checked out. Not one had been 
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lost. Many who had not previously seen the view were quite stunned by it. They were also 
most appreciative. Denny had a notion that many of them were very much in the position 
he had been in, on the day they had buried Clayton on the hill above the Kranji camp. It 
was the sort of thing that happens to a person who takes his first aeroplane trip, and sees 
the new perspective of his world below. These would never quite revert to their provincial 
view of the district. 

A great deal of time was taken by the vista-gazers in working out the various roads, 
by-roads, and farm locations. Here they could see Wirril Rail, and there Wirril Creek. They 
could look up to Nambucca and down to Beachy Head. It was all very exciting and 
interesting. Following this, of course, was the time for eating. The day was wearing on and 
some of the farmers would have to get back for milking. Going down would be 
comparatively easy, and would take less time. The large group sat around, eating and 
drinking, gossiping and chatting. This time the grand rural custom was not observed of 
men sitting in one place and women in another. They mixed freely and in many cases two 
or three families would sit in a group. The plan they had made, months before-to boil the 
billy-was impossible because of the day. They could actually see three or four small fires, 
thankfully at a great distance; they did not dare to light one themselves. Even the men who 
smoked were watched carefully by others. Most of them understood that Pirrawarrinni, in 
its present tinder-dry state, would ignite easily. There would be an explosion and in no time 
a raging forest fire. The most feared times of all were those when the fire moved up into 
the heights of the trees, and spread there, leaping and racing across the mountain. If to this 
were added a hot, dry westerly, then the fire would work down the slopes and out to the 
coast. Given a change in wind direction, it could move across the ranges, and even on to 
the plains. This sense of danger lay behind all the joking and chiacking, so that when 
Denny and Ralph suggested it was time to leave, there was quick agreement, and the crowd 
soon melted away. 

Denny, jenny and Ralph made their way back along their special track, down on to the 
foothills, and then through old Jack's place and across to Tallow-wood Farm. Denny had a 
sense of restlessness, and after greeting Anna and Esther he drifted across to the Recreation 
area where the children who had enjoyed themselves were being taken away by tired 
parents. In no time the crowd had gone, and Denny was left alone. He sat, dangling his legs 
from the top rail of a fence, and tried to assess what had happened. He felt that the 
community spirit was less self-conscious than on former occasions. He was glad that 
farmers, storekeepers, labourers and bullockies had all joined together. It had been a family 
affair. 

For some reason or other he could not shake off the sense of foreboding, and, feeling 
restless, he wandered across the Reserve towards the farm. As he drew near to it, he saw 
Anna running. She was waving a note in her hand. “Hurry, Denny!” she was shouting. “It's 
important. Someone's lost on Pirrawarrinni!” 

 

***** 
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Denny looked across at Marlene. “That was the picnic,” he said, and he gave a soft 
sigh. “If only it had been that and remained that, matters would have been different.” He 
looked at her and added gently, “Anna might never have died.” 

She was thinking, “If Anna had not died, then many lives would have been different.” 
She began to wonder how different her own life would have been, but then dismissed that 
line of thinking as fruitless and futile. Speculation on the 'what if' never helped. That was 
only pointless for people who will not face up to what has actually happened. 

“So that was the day of the picnic?” she said. 
Denny nodded. “The beginning of the day,” he said. “It is what happened from that 

point-when Anna came running with the letter-that is the real story. 
Marlene realised they were moving towards a climax, and she was not sure she would 

like it. However, she knew Denny had to tell her, and she was aware that she had to listen; 
so she did. Denny began to speak again. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR 

 NNA had been in the cream-house when Denny had returned. She and Esther had set 
themselves up with cool drinks, toys and books, to escape the heat. The cream-house 

was between two great pear trees, and was reasonably cool under their shade. Also the 
cream-house was designed to remain cool. That was where Denny would write his stories, 
especially on hot days. When they heard that the dairy-inspector was around in the district, 
they would clear it out and retreat to the house. 

Anna had started off by settling Esther down so that she slept. Then she had gone out to 
watch the members of the picnic make their way up to Pirrawarrinni. She might as well 
have saved herself the trouble. Because of the tall grass, the high bracken, the scrub and 
then the forest, she scarcely saw one climber. After a while she fell asleep. Later she had 
awakened, and both of them ate lunch. Esther was happy enough, and played for a time. 
When Denny had returned with jenny and Ralph, she had welcomed them. They, too, had 
come into the cream-house. When Denny went across to the Recreation Reserve, she had 
seen Ralph and jenny on their way, and taken Esther into the house. She had sat at the table 
and not noticed the printed note which  was lying there. Someone had left it, unknown to 
her. Then she had seen it, but even as she was reading it, there was a knock at the front 
door. 

She left the note and hurried to the door. It was Jed Cowdrey's wife, Marion, and she 
had come to buy eggs and to leave the Saturday mail. Anna was a little worried and 
brought her into the kitchen. They read the note together. Anna went pale. Marion asked, 
“When did this come?” 

Anna didn't know. She had been asleep some of the morning. She had not been into the 
kitchen. Anna said, “If it was left just now wouldn't you have seen someone along the road, 
or someone going out?” 

Marion shook her head. “I walked down from the Creek, so there was no one going that 
way. I saw no one.” 

Anna said, “Well, wed better not sit around talking. I'll go across and see if Denny is at 
the Reserve. Do you mind watching Esther for a few moments?” Marion, of course, did not 
mind. So Anna had run, her heart pounding with the news. 

“Denny,” she gasped. “Someone's lost up on Pirrawarrinni. They are getting every man 
to go and search.” 

Denny frowned at that, for he was sure all the children had been checked out. No one, 
so far as he knew, was missing. Then a thought struck him. Suppose one of the children 
under ten had wandered off from the Reserve and had gone to the mountain? 

He took the note. Some sixth sense warned him that there was something wrong. The 
note was clear enough: 

 
A child has been lost on Pirrawarrinni. 
All are asked to search. 

A
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Don't take time to pass on this note. 
just hurry. It is urgent. 

 
Denny asked himself, “Hurry for what?” The answer was obvious. “Hurry and search.” 

Of course. Then there would be others. It was obvious he must join them. 
“Anna,” he said urgently, “I must go. Others may be there already. We'll find each 

other, and we'll comb the mountain.” 
Anna said, “Denny, I'll come with you.” 
He shook his head. “You will have to watch Esther. We can't leave her.” 
Anna agreed. “But Marion is there. She came for eggs. She would watch Esther.” 
Denny nodded. “Let's talk to her.” 
Marion was anxious to see them away, and pushed them off. “I'll handle Esther,” she 

said. “You go quickly.” 
They had hurried past old Jack's place, and Denny did not call out. He knew Ginger 

Jack would spend precious time talking and opining about this and that. He and Anna 
plunged into the track already marked by the comings and goings of the day. They found 
their way into the forest and began to move up the side of the mountain. 

From the beginning they developed a cry, “Where are you?” It was like the fragment of 
a song. They would sing it out, but, at the most, they would hear a short echo. Their voices 
seemed lost in the undergrowth. After a time Denny wondered why there were no 
responding voices from the other searchers. Surely they, too, would be on the mountain. 
Yet the only noises they heard were those of birds, or animals in the undergrowth. In fact, 
because of that, many of the birds were absent that were normally on the old hill. 
Sometimes all they would hear was the unbroken silence. 

Once Anna stopped Denny. “Denny,” she said, “there is something very wrong. That 
child may even be dead. I have a feeling, deep down within me, that there is something 
quite awful that has happened or is about to happen.” 

This fitted in with Denny's premonitions and his sense of foreboding. He encouraged 
Anna. “Let us get going,” he urged. “Minutes may make the difference.” 

At the same time there was a sickening feeling within him. He worried because there 
seemed to be no other searchers. Had the note-writer been injured after leaving the note at 
the house? Had the other men been unable to come? He knew those who were dairy 
farmers would have to milk, and that they would come later. Yet the afternoon was 
drawing on, and no one seemed to have come. 

One time they had stopped, exhausted. They were well up on the side of Pirrawarrinni. 
Another half hour and they would be at the peak. The frustrating part was that the child 
might be on the other side of the mountain, having wandered around it, drawing away from 
where the climbers had made their way, upwards, in the morning. Commonsense argued 
that the child would follow the tracks used by others. He didn't see how it could be 
otherwise. Then he remembered that lost children often experience states of panic and do 
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irrational acts. 
When they stopped, Anna clutched his arm. “Denny,” she said, “the feeling that 

something very terrible is about to happen is still with me.” 
He took her into his arms and comforted her. “Nothing will happen,” he said, but he felt 

the hollowness in his own voice. His words went ringing away into some deep cavern. 
Later they came back to him. 

They were about to cry out again, “Where are you?” and add, “We are here!” when the 
first smell of smoke came to him. He said nothing to Anna, but she had smelled it also. 
“Denny,” she asked, “can you smell the smoke?” 

He nodded. There was no point in pretending the smoke was not about. Then they heard 
a crackling noise, and Denny knew it was fire. He could have sworn that at the same time 
he heard a crashing noise, and he ran towards it, thinking it would have been the child. 
When he called out, there was no answer. Instead they heard the sound of fire, not just 
crackling, but giving voice in a low threatening roar. Denny's first impulse was to retreat, 
or to try to race ahead of the fire and beat it. 

Anna had a different impulse: “Denny, if we go below it we may be leaving the child 
above. Then it will be caught.” 

Denny loved her for that. He had been dreading to hear the cry he had so often heard in 
the crises of war, “Every man for himself!” That cry had been a warning to others as well 
as the announcement of a breakdown in the group operation. Even worse than that was the 
cry, “Blow you Jack, I'm all right,” or even the Naval one, “I'm in the boat. Push off!” 
Anna had thought only of the child. Even though the moment was urgent, he knew 
suddenly how much he loved her. He knew that others had often said Anna simply imitated 
him, but he knew now this was Anna herself speaking. Anna had never really imitated him. 
Her morality was her own. She had only added hers to his. In spite of the foreboding, 
something sang within her. 

They went higher. Then they had to go even higher, because, as they tried to beat the 
fire, they found it was always ahead of them. If they retreated they might be confronted by 
it. It was now, perhaps, even higher up the mountain than they. As they went they cried out, 
“Where are you? Where are you?” but they heard no reply. 

Then the entire forest seemed filled with smoke. It was everywhere as a thick cloud, 
blue and choking. It was difficult to tell where the actual fire was, or, as they had come to 
realise, where the fires were, because it was evident there was more than one. This puzzled 
Denny. 

They had felt something of a hot breeze moving in from the west. Fortunately it could 
not rightly be called a wind, for that would have had the fire raging through the forest in 
short time. 

Denny held Anna's hand, not letting her out of his sight. Suddenly he heard a cry 
coming from around the eastern side of the hill. He said to Anna, “Don't move. I'll be a 
second and then be back.” He knew he could hasten unimpeded and find the child. Then, as 
he ran, he realised the voice was not that of a child, but that of a man. He almost sobbed 
with relief, because it meant that at least one of the other men had arrived, and that they 
could join forces to search. 
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Together, they would have a better chance against the encroaching fire. So he persisted 
in following the call. 

He swore later that he had heard the voice time and again. There were some 
superstitious ones who had other than ordinary explanations. A few even said the voice was 
that of demons, leading him further into the flames. The further he went, the more he 
became anxious for Anna, for he had no knowledge of how the fire would act. He could 
almost be sure that the slight wind emanating from the west was now increasing in force, 
and might become the dread westerly itself. The voice puzzled him and yet he dared not 
ignore it. He plunged on and on until he heard it no more. 

He turned back to find Anna, but could see her nowhere. Suddenly he heard a great 
roar, and he saw a whole thicket of undergrowth explode in front of his eyes. The heat 
forced him back, blasting against his face, and, as he knew later, singeing his eyebrows and 
eyelashes. He wondered how the forest could explode so suddenly. It was not happening 
elsewhere. He saw, also, what he had hoped he might never see-the flames roaring into the 
higher branches of the eucalypts, and then running a path of red up into the tops of the 
trees. Then the westerly had suddenly come and in a moment they had a ceiling of fiery 
material as the flames leapt from tree to tree. The sparks and burning material came falling 
on the dry undergrowth, and in a moment there was another extraordinary explosion and 
the forest had become a roaring, raging inferno. 

Old dry trees which had never been cleared, and some of which had been white-anted 
and were rotten, suddenly flared up with billowing smoke until, out of their centres, shot up 
crimson shafts of flame. Their long-dead trunks glowed with a renewal of red, angry life, 
part of a wild, incoherent holocaust. It seemed the very timbers melted, and here and there 
a branch would come crashing down, to set off yet another blaze. 

Denny kept crying, “Anna! Anna! Where are you?” He neither heard her cry out to him 
nor answer his call. The smoke billowed thickly, spewing out from between the great 
eucalypt giants. Palms flared and dripped with flame, treeferns melted when the fiery stuff 
ran like trailing demonic forces up their dry trunks. Denny had almost lost his sense of 
direction; he ran where he had thought she was, yet never a sight of Anna. He began to feel 
all the elements of nightmare were about him. He kept wondering why the forest suddenly 
exploded, and whether it might do that under her very feet. When he was most despairing 
of all, he came into an area which was strangely devoid of undergrowth. It looked like a 
pad the cattle had made, as though they camped there at night, and had beaten down the 
earth with their treading and lying. He saw a patch of white and knew it to be Anna, but 
before he reached her he knew there was something wrong. There was something terribly 
wrong. He felt the hard pains in his chest as he fought his way across the clearing. He 
wanted to fly, to reach out and pull her away, for the great branch had come crashing 
down; he had heard it, only a half-minute before he arrived. It had torn through the softer 
branches below, a thick, dead branch that had survived at great height for many years, but 
was now dislodged by the burning. 
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He knew without a shadow of doubt that Anna was dead. One part of him wanted to 
turn away from looking. The other part wanted to tear at the great branch and free her. 
When he reached her, he saw that things were more horrifying even than he had imagined- 
A smaller branch had fallen, and had pinned her down, so that she had not been able to 
move when the larger one had crashed onto her. 

Later he could not believe he had lifted that huge, dead branch from her. The smaller 
one he could believe he had removed, but not the larger one. Two or three men would have 
had difficulty in getting it off Anna. He had felt a great power of anguish and fear come 
sweeping through him, and his arms had gripped the round bole of the heavy timber. He 
had lifted and dragged, and dragged and lifted. He had felt an immense, fierce pain searing 
in his chest as he strained and sweated and wept. He knew she was dead, but he had one 
thing in mind, and that was that she should not be incinerated. He tugged and heaved at the 
large branch until it was clear of Anna. He stood for a moment when it was free of her, and 
the sweat poured from him as his breath sobbed through hot, tight nostrils. It panted 
through his open mouth. He heaved and cried and the sweat was salty and blinding in his 
eyes. Then he went back and lifted the smaller branch, heavy though it was. He dragged it 
clear, and then went back again to Anna. He stamped at the stubble of grass that was 
burning about her, and he took broken pieces of a branch and scraped clear the area about 
her. Then he fell on to her body, crying and calling out to her, and feeling the gentle 
softness of her in her death. 

That was where they found him, hours later. It might have been minutes later for all he 
knew, for he lost sense of time, and even of life, but not of grief. He went through the 
process of demanding her back, of cursing himself for having left her, and crying out in 
anguish at the unbelievable cruelty of her fate. Even while he was doing these things, he 
knew that they were contrary to what they both learned and believed. He wanted to die, at 
the place where she lay, but he knew that was not how it was going to be. For some reason, 
he had yet to live, and then go on living with this memory, this most dreadful of all 
happenings. The suffering he had known in former days seemed but a dribble in 
comparison with this mighty roaring ocean of trouble, this sea of anguish and despair. 

They found him draped over her, not unconscious, but bound with terrible grief. Ralph 
was the first to lift his face, and Father Tom the second to see it. The priest raised him 
gently, and then knelt beside Anna. Denny felt, rather than saw, his lips moving in prayer. 
There were others who looked as though they would have prayed had they known how, but 
their heads were bowed. With shirts, singlets and other clothing, they made a stretcher for 
Anna. They hacked at some of the lath-like saplings and made a base for her to lie on. 
Ralph took the weight off Denny's feet, and another joined him, and they half-lifted, 
half-dragged him through the scarred forest. 

Sometimes they chose areas which had not burned, plunging through the thick 
undergrowth. At times they had to cross where the fire had been, but the ashes were dead, 
and they could pass. When they emerged from the side of 
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Pirrawarrinni they were a blackened band, and the only thing that had any white was the 
body of Anna. Nowhere, strangely enough, had the fire burned her. Her crushed body lay 
lifeless, and it was to her the waiting women ran and knelt. Some wept freely, some sobbed 
and others prayed. Denny, back in the shadows, felt he had had his time with Anna up there 
on Pirrawarrinni, alone, and now, in some way, she belonged to all of them. 

The doctor from Burtville had come in order to certify the death of Anna and to help 
Denny. Denny remembered his coming as he remembered all things until he reached 
Sydney. He remembered them in a blur. He could recollect later that he had been given a 
needle, and he had drifted off into an area of sterile oblivion. Nothing came to him there to 
help him, and nothing came to cause him hurt. He felt nothing, but he was not relieved of 
his hurt. He remembered-in this blurred state-Ralph and jenny coming and going, and, at 
one time, Agnes. 

Father Tom had not come. He had just not left Denny. All the time he was at his side. 
Denny had known but had not cared. His emotions and senses were suspended. All he 
knew was that he was both numbed and hurt at the same time. 

When he had become conscious and his mind cleared enough for him to think, he had 
made very simple arrangements. They had acquiesced, but mainly because they were 
puzzled and did not know how to do otherwise. They booked his ticket on the train. They 
set little Esther beside him. They rang Sydney and told the senior Cardins that Denny was 
coming. The old couple had not been able to be there for the funeral. Denny's brothers had 
come and gone, by car and by road, but they had not dreamed Denny was going to leave 
the farm. They had been unable to penetrate that white mist in which he was hidden. Their 
voices sounded dead in Denny's ears. Even the appearance of Jeanine, Anna's sister, and 
Ted her husband, drew only the faintest flicker. 

“Shock,” the doctor had said. “Reaction,” was what Tom had murmured. Ralph had 
said Denny was hurt more than any man he had known. jenny said quietly that no man 
should be hurt like that, but Ralph shook his head. He didn't know. 

Tom and Ralph had often discussed it later. The community was deeply grieved by 
Anna's death, but they were crushed by Denny and his reaction to the event. It was not 
what they had expected of him. He, with Anna, had joyously invaded their community with 
his vitality of love, and he cared in a way they had not known before. He and Anna had 
opened up a new dimension of life to them. At first these North Coast farmers had been 
suspicious, but the couple had won them. 

Then he had gone. He was still numb when they put him on the train. He had looked at 
them as though he had not known them. They waved to him and he nodded and waved 
back, but it was simply a reflexive motion. There was no life in it. 
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Denny paused. He kept staring out to sea, as though reliving the events. Marlene had 
kept her eyes closed for a long time, visualising it all, and leaving him free to tell her 
everything. At one point, when she had opened her eyes and looked at him, he was so 
reliving the events that the old emotions were chasing one another across his face. She saw 
the old agony in his eyes as he told of his leaving Wirril Creek. 

Now he was able to smile. He looked across at her. “That was where I failed,” he said, 
“just where I should have succeeded-“ 

She was puzzled, and said so. “Father Tom was right,” he added. “He said I had a 
short-story mentality, a mind which moved from picture to picture, person to person, 
incident to incident, but I lacked continuity. I lacked the breadth to see everything as a 
whole. He was right of course. I could never have written a novel. 

“And now?” she asked. 
“Now,” he said slowly, “I am writing a novel,” 
After that they stacked the picnic equipment in the car. They stood, having one last look 

at the magnificent scenery. As they were leaving, the Communications staff were arriving 
for the day's work. They drew their vehicles up in the parking area. Denny knew none of 
them but he nodded. They nodded back, curious to see this couple so early in the morning. 

Marlene held her hand softly over Denny's as he drove carefully down the forest track. 
Then they came on to the better road, and at last on to the bitumen. 

“I'm glad you took me up there, and let me know everything,” she said. 
He nodded, and for a long time they remained silent. As they came to the gateway of 

the farm, he turned and smiled gently. “I'm glad too,” he said very quietly. Then, as though 
he were remembering, he added, “Oh, yes, and also I am free.” 

She looked up at him, her hand still upon his. “What does that really mean?” she asked. 
He said simply, “It means I can face what went wrong the day Anna died.” He took her 

hand gently into his. “Something went wrong. Something went terribly wrong. Even now 
I'm not sure that I know.” 

They stayed like that for a time, silently thinking. Something like a sigh escaped from 
him, but there was nothing of sadness in it. It was a fine joy, even though mingled with 
deep pain. “But I guess I will know,” he said, and they drove through the gate. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE 

 FTER the meal that evening, they settled down to watch the local news. Denny 
scarcely saw, let alone heard it. For some reason or other, the image of Tommy kept 

coming up in his mind, the Tommy of those prison days. He excused himself and went to 
the room that served as his study. From it he could see the winking eye of the red pylon 
light. Not long ago they had been up there. They had conquered Pirrawarrinni. He smiled 
quietly at that. Pirrawarrinni was a mountain, not a person. It was an entity, but not a 
personality. Men read their ideas into hills and mountains and plains. If beauty lies in the 
beholder's eye, so do the romantic notions of the mind get introjected where hills and plains 
have their being. 

Brett it was who had first talked about doing something for Tommy. The hospital 
psychiatrist had said it was plain neurosis, but they wondered what plain neurosis was, 
anyway. 

Brett said, “It's shock of some kind or another. Something up there on the railway 
shocked him.” 

Someone added, “It was Terry's dying that did it.” Another voice disagreed: “Tommy 
was OK when Terry died. It wasn't that. I was with him when Terry died. He took it real 
good. It was other things.” 

There was silence in the group under the naked light bulb. Fine insects dizzied 
themselves about its yellow shining. Denny felt the men reaching out to Tommy in their 
minds, but baffled by not being able to help. 

Then Brett said, “If Tommy won't help himself, we'd better get him to help someone 
else.” 

Although no one spoke, they all felt the sense of the idea. “He'll have to do it himself,” 
Brett said. “No manipulating.” 

Tommy would sit in his charpai bed, day after day, staring into space which was 
no-space. He seemed to see nothing. Even the meals which were greeted eagerly by others, 
he barely tolerated. When someone gave him a special titbit he would stare at it soullessly 
and often not even eat it. Incredibly he would leave it. Sometimes the men would get 
angry. Their own stomachs cried for that bit of food. After a time they would simmer 
down, feeling sorry for Tommy. 

The psychiatrist gave them a week. “After a week we'll put him in the Special Ward,” 
he said. Once admitted to the Special Ward none ever emerged. The group were uneasy 
about the prospect. 

They gathered each night in the X-ray room. All the time their minds would be filled 
with Tommy, his abject face and figure. 

One morning Brett was in a rigor. His bed was two away from Tommy's. Even Tommy 
could hear the thump and shake as Brett trembled and shook. Denny detected a faint gleam 
of interest. “Brett's in a bad way,” he said. 

Tommy looked at him, “What's he got?” he said. 
Denny said softly, “I guess it's dengue.” 

A
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“Dengue?” Tommy echoed. “That's ruddy bad.” 
“Bad all right,” Denny said. “Brett won't be able to take much of that.” 
After a time Tommy went back to his staring, and Denny moved down to Brett. Brett's 

eyes were hot, and he shook heavily. His lips chattered. “For God's sake get me some 
blankets, Denny,” he pleaded. 

Denny took the single blanket from bed after bed. No one objected. Anyway, it was not 
cold. He piled them on Brett. Brett felt no warmer. “It's killing me!” he gasped. 

Denny sat on the side of the bed while the sick man shook. He himself had suffered the 
dengue when his leg was in the splint, strung up in its extension. 

It had hurt, and he would never be able to tell anyone how it had hurt. His leg had 
shaken and his bones had rattled. Now he felt for Brett. Once he laid his hand on the large 
man, and Brett had quietened for a few minutes. Then he had gone into spasms of 
shivering, his teeth chattering, his jaw trembling. 

In the afternoon Tommy had wandered down. At first Denny thought he was off to the 
rose-bowls, the large black urinal pots where the valued liquid was stored. It was the only 
plant food they possessed to feed their precious but rain-leached vegetable gardens. Even 
with this fluid fertiliser the soil produced only meagre crops. Tommy was not going out of 
the hut. He was not off to the rose-bowls. He came to where Brett was and stood staring 
down at him. After a time he had said, with great effort, “How'ya, Brett?” Brett had 
shivered and said nothing. Tommy kept staring. Finally he said softly, “Rattles your bones, 
don't it?” 

Brett nodded, and heaved. “Rattles your bones all right,” he said. His teeth chattered. 
Tommy stared down again. “You need blankets,” he said. Brett had about six blankets. 

Tommy went back to his bed and returned, dragging his blanket. He worked at it, spreading 
it over Brett. His eyes were soft. At the same time his movements were painful, like a dead 
man trying to live again. 

Brett watched him out of half-closed eyes. “Is that Tommy?” he asked, and his hands 
gripped the edge of the blanket. 

Tommy nodded slowly. “It's Tommy all right.” 
“Tommy,” Brett gasped, “would you get me a drink?” 
Tommy stared for a minute. Then he roused himself. “Drink?” he asked. “Get you a 

drink?” He thought about it for some time. Then he said, “A drink? Yeah, I'll get you a 
drink.” 

He took Brett's empty jam tin that had wire around it for a pannikin handle, and he 
trudged off. His feet flopped and shuffled, his ankles swollen with beriberi,. and his legs 
still rough with pellagra. We heard him say, “I'll get some water right enough.” 

Brett whispered, “Denny!” When Denny bent down he said, “Get out of this, man—I'm 
going to get to Tommy.” 

Denny went back to the bed, but watched for Tommy. When he came back he had the 
pannikin filled with water, slopping it a bit. He stopped at his own bed. Denny saw him 
fumble in a tin. Then he saw that Tommy had a lump of 
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gulamalacca in his hand. This was the sweet brown sugar of the palm. Gulamalacca was 
very precious. Tommy gave the water to Brett. Brett tried to sit up, but the effort was too 
much. He let his head fall to one side, and Tommy tried to get water into his mouth. Two of 
the men came across to help, and Brett's teeth chattered on the rim of the tin. He looked 
grateful. Tommy pushed the brown lump into Brett's hand. 

“Gives you strength, this stuff,” he said. There was a long silence in the ward. One of 
the men walked away, tears in his eyes. 

After a time Tommy went back to his bed. This time he didn't sit on it. He was 
fossicking in his belongings. After an hour or so he came to Denny. He had a small stubby 
volume in his hands. “Fancy me keeping that all the time,” he said, and he thrust it towards 
Denny. Denny knew the volume very well. He had read it a number of times before 
Tommy had gone north. It was a volume of Robert Browning. 

Tommy sat on the bed. “Amazing things in that book,” he said, shaking his head as he 
remembered. “Never wanted to lose it, you know.” 

They sat, saying nothing while Denny leafed through the book. Brilliant phrases of 
Browning kept winking up at him, and he knew he would never have understood it, but for 
the things they had suffered. Suffering had made it intelligible. 

Before he left Denny, Tommy had said, “You can have that, Denny. I guess it's your 
special kind of thing.” 

That had been hard for Denny to believe. No man surrendered his own special book. 
Some men seemed to live by their special book, and Tommy had lived by his. His impulse 
was to return it, but the look in Tommy's eyes warned him. In fact it was more like a 
pleading than a stare of defiance. Denny understood. He gripped the hand of his friend. 
“That's good, Tommy,” he said. 

Tommy went over to Brett, who was sucking fiercely at the brown sweet lump. Brett 
was staring at Tommy as he revelled in his gift. Every so often he would have to relinquish 
the sucking whilst he shook with the rigor. Then he would suck again. After a while 
Tommy went back to his bed. Denny heard him rummaging again. He remembered when 
Tommy would not open his parcel after returning from the North. 

Next morning Tommy was in the little vegetable garden, digging feebly at a bit of 
untilled soil. Denny stood staring down at him from the steps of the hut until Tommy called 
him down, and they both shared their little strength, stirring up the rain-leached earth. 

Panting a bit, and still self-conscious, Tommy said, as they poked and prodded, 
“Denny, it's good to be back.” 

***** 

Later that night, when they were both drowsy, Denny said to Marlene, “I think I know 
where I went wrong.” 

Marlene said nothing, listening. 
Denny said, “When I should have helped someone else, I was hurt for myself.” 
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His mind went back to the cavalcade of suffering he had known, there, in the prison 
camp. Then it travelled north from Singapore, in accordance with the stories men had told 
about the building of the Burma-Thailand railway. “Every steeper a dead man,” someone 
had said. Others had told of the unending pain and sorrow. Some had just looked hard and 
said nothing, but they were really telling it all. Suffering had made some bitter but it had 
softened others. 

Marlene said sleepily, “Who would you have helped? Who needed help just at that 
time?” 

Denny thought about that, but by the time he knew, she was asleep. So he said it to 
himself, and even when he said it he was surprised. “Tom Hayworth,” he said. “I should 
have helped Tom Hayworth.” 

As he drifted off, he had a faint vision of the former bullocky. This time, instead of 
hatred and bitterness, he saw the man as he had first known him, broad-chested, head held 
high, strong, and cracking the long whip across the backs of the beasts he loved. Tom 
Hayworth looked like a good man. Denny slept with the words on his lips, “A good man!” 

Denny awoke feeling strangely fresh and strong. It was like having a whole new flush 
of life penetrating his mind and body, and flowing to the extremities of his being, so that he 
wanted to be outside, and into some kind of action. He dressed and went into the early 
dawn, leaving Marlene to continue her sleep, unawakened. When he went out into the 
quadrangle formed by the house, the implement shed, and the other out-houses, he was 
struck by the gentle quietness of everything. For some reason or other, this morning, there 
were no silent cries of parrots, no chortling sweetness of the magpies, and even the usual 
fussy twittering of the wrens and finches was muted. He liked the freshness of the air, the 
faint warmth that was beginning to promise a day of life and movement. 

The old implements looked anything but antique. Spread across the quadrangle, they 
gleamed with their coats of fresh paint, shining and immaculate in their green and red. 
Even an old lorry they had resurrected from the back yard of a Burtville farm was shining 
in brown and green, the wheel hubs picked out in ferris-red. He had a moment of 
wondering how all this had come to be, but then left the thought and peered into the 
implement shed. The covey of counter-culture young people were sprawled in various 
attitudes across the floor, sleeping heavily. Some were on old mattresses, but most on the 
worn carpets. Sleeping like that, they seemed devoid of the inner puzzlement and protest 
which seemed to mark them uniformly when they were awake. He noticed with some 
satisfaction that the girls were separated from the boys, and there was a margin of space 
between the two groups. He slipped past them to see whether old Jack was sleeping. 

Old Jack was missing. This did not worry Denny. He emerged from the semidarkness 
of the curtained room, and made his way to the horse yards. Someone had fed them, so that 
they were over their troughs, chomping and crunching the chaff and grain. They looked at 
him as he passed through. 

He was wondering where old Jack might be. When he could not locate him in any of 
the sheds, or even down at the bails and cream-shed, he felt a slight 
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touch of alarm. The thought came to him that perhaps Ginger Jack had set out to reach his 
old farm. Denny reckoned that would be about five miles directly through the bush. He 
scoured the area about the house and sheds to see whether he had missed the old man, but 
there was no sign of him. Now he was vaguely troubled. He had the choice of making his 
way across country by foot, or by horse, around the foothills of Pirrawarrinni; or of driving 
around via the road to the old farm. He decided the latter was quicker. Old Jack would have 
travelled some distance, and even if he had not reached the shack, Denny could wait for 
him there. Still troubled, he wrote a note for Marlene, leaving it on the kitchen table. He 
drove off in the maroon car. 

The air was pleasantly cool as he drove, and even though the road which led behind 
Tallow-wood Farm was longer than the direct route through the bush, it took him little time 
to arrive. With a deepening sense of premonition, he left the car and went towards the 
shack. The door was open, and he sensed that the old man must have come. He stood for a 
moment, hesitating outside the door, not wanting to intrude on some experience the old 
man might be living. If Ginger Jack was there, then it would be the first time he had come 
on his own to his old haunt. 

Inside all was silent. Denny entered quietly, and looked around. Old Jack was not in the 
main room, so he went on to the verandah, and then, with a sense of dismay, saw the old 
man, sitting against the wall, his head drooped on his chest. Denny had a first wild hope 
that old Jack was simply sleeping, but when he went closer he knew his hope was void. 
Ginger Jack was dead. He was dead, leaning up against the age-old, dry, split-slabs of the 
wall, his head into his chest, with his eyes dosed. 

Denny felt that old sick feeling he had known on so many occasions when he had seen 
a man who had died alone. In past times he had often flared with inner anger, hating the 
stupidity of it all. Even now he could not hold back the tears. They slipped out and were 
hot as they rolled down his checks. He had really come to have great affection for old Jack. 
He had wanted that housewarming and the farm-warming, with the demonstration of the 
old implements and the horses, to be a wonderful time for the old man. The ideas wandered 
aimlessly in his mind as he looked at the still form. He bent down and touched the white 
head, feeling its coldness, and knowing that the old man was gone from them. The pulse 
was still; the flesh was cold. Ginger Jack was dead. 

He knew he would have to put in a call to the Burtville hospital, and that the Master- 
in-Lunacy would instigate an enquiry, and that the property would be disposed of. For a 
moment Denny sat without movement. The shock of the death having abated somewhat, he 
felt the peace of the old shack about him. Old Jack had passed into death peacefully 
enough, sitting against the wall. 

The initial numbness of his mind passed. He suddenly noticed an old hurricane lamp 
burning daintily, wisps of black carbon sooting the upper reaches of the glass globe. With 
faint surprise, he realised that the old man had been in the shack during the night. It struck 
him that the old fellow, knowing the paths around the mountain, may have come on many a 
night, and returned early in 
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the morning. Everyone knew old Jack loved his ancient shack. It struck Denny as strange 
that the old fellow should have sat on the floor, out on the verandah, when he could have 
rested on the worn divan in the main room. 

Then he saw the papers. He recognised them instantly. They were the old Northern 
Courier newspapers that he had glanced at idly, the first day he had examined the shack. 
They were in a semi-circle around the old man, as though he had been reading them before 
he died. 

Denny remembered that the papers had been neatly packed in a pile with old tools and 
junk surrounding them. He remembered now that he had actually unearthed them from the 
pile of old iron and implement pieces, and had covered them over again when he had left. 
At first he was not interested to read them, but, knowing Jack must have had some deep 
interest in them, he picked one up, and his heart almost stopped. The first article was one 
written about the day of the picnic on Pirrawarrinni. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX 

IRRAWARRINNI! Denny read the first article and its contents. It was written  in the 
language of a reportage that was almost thirty years' old. It was the quaint, stilted, rural 

style, with traces of Edwardian and even Victorian stiffness, yet florid in the choice of 
words, and quite unrelated to the casual style of North Coast people and their way of living. 
It lacked idiom. It lacked raciness. But what Denny read did not lack the power to set his 
heart beating madly. 

He dropped one paper for another, the next for yet another. How long he read he did not 
know. At times his lips set hard, and then they would relax, and once or twice he felt the 
same sensations as he had felt at Anna's grave after he had returned to Wirril Creek, As he 
read he realised how little he had known, over the years. He had been sent a copy of the 
coroner's enquiry. This had taken place some days after he had left, and, by rights, he 
should have been present at it. But his solicitor had taken a sworn statement, and had 
represented him, and because the coroner knew him personally he had been allowed to 
leave the district. He remembered with shame that he had not read the report. He had been 
emotionally fearful. Even later he had not read it. 

Now, when he read the account of the enquiry, and the questions which had been asked, 
the whole affair of Anna's death began to take on a new aspect. He read and re-read, almost 
unconscious that old Jack was sleeping the sleep of death, immobile beside him, whilst he 
devoured the news from the aged and yellow newsprint. 

Strangely enough, when he should have been red with rage, he was not. In spite of the 
deep emotions which kept sweeping over him, he was not angry. He felt no hatred as the 
truth began to break in upon him. The truth was that Tom Hayworth and his family had not 
gone to Pirrawarrinni that day, for the picnic, The truth was that Agnes and the children 
had remained at home, and Tom had not. He had disappeared. No one knew his 
movements, but someone had seen him in his ute, driving via old Jack's shack towards 
Pirrawarrinni. In the rear of the ute there were petrol cans, and Tom had driven past those 
who had seen him with a set face. His usual careful way of driving had been replaced with 
an unusual recklessness. One witness had told the coroner that his driving was 'frenzied'. 
The reporter had added his own flourish, 'with a manner, almost, of madness'. 

What had added to the mystery was that Tom Hayworth was missing for days following 
Anna's death. His absence from the funeral had been noted. Finally, when he had returned 
home, Agnes would let no one see him. She said he had been trying to buy stock further 
down the coast, south towards the Hunter Valley, but without success. Now he was tired. 
Also, she said, he was upset by Anna's death. The rural journalist reporting this had made 
something of it. He had suggested that Tom had deliberately 'decamped' at the time of the 
events. 

P 
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The coroner had not called Tom Hayworth to the enquiry, and in his summing up had 
made no reference to him. The police had not pursued the matter, apart from a routine visit 
to the Hayworth farm. They had made routine visits to other farms, and so Tom Hayworth 
was under no official suspicion. Nevertheless Denny knew that Tom Hayworth had been 
involved in Anna's death. His mind had leapt back, in memory, to the sudden explosions of 
flame in the forest fire. There was only one explanation for them, now, and that was that, at 
certain points, Hayworth had poured petrol into the undergrowth. It also accounted for the 
rumour of the missing child. Denny remembered the strange note, unsigned, which had 
been left. It all fitted together. 

He sat, partly stunned, partly alive. He was stunned at the enormity of it, but alive to the 
liberating reality which was filling him. It cleared the mists which had been about him for 
twenty-eight years. Then he remembered how he had gone to sleep the night before, with a 
faint vision of Tom Hayworth, not as the murderer but as the strong, clean man of their first 
encounter, the solid bullocky, happy with his team, and generous towards him and Anna. 

He knew it was wrong to sit there, ruminating beside Ginger Jack, who was now dead. 
His first impulse was to gather up the newspapers and stack them as they had been before, 
but he realised that there would be a coroner's inquest. He had better not touch things. He 
had better leave them much as they were. Nor ought he to handle old Jack again. He had 
one last look at the dead man, and then made his way to the car. He drove to the farm and 
broke the news to Marlene. Then he rang the Burtville police, the mental hospital, and Tom 
Thwaites. After that, he took Marlene with him and they returned to the shack. Father Tom 
arrived almost at the same moment, and they went in to the old man. 

The first thing that struck Denny was that the newspapers were missing. The old man 
had not been touched, and all other things seemed undisturbed. Denny was puzzled at the 
strange disappearance of the papers. He waited whilst Tom and Marlene paid their respects 
to their old friend. They stood staring down at him, and thinking in silence. Denny said 
nothing, and after a few moments disappeared, going outside. He looked around the 
overgrown plot which had once been garden and orchard, but there was no sign of anyone. 
He knew intuitively that Tom Hayworth must have been the one who collected the papers. 
Thinking about it, he shrugged his shoulders and returned to Marlene and Father Tom. 

Marlene was saying, “Well, he looks to be at peace.” Father Tom and Denny did not 
have anything to add. They left the body and sat in the other room, waiting for the police. 
When they came they were men unknown to Denny, but of course known to Tom 
Thwaites. Denny described what had happened. The sergeant, Ron Gardiner, was interested 
to know why Denny had come to the shack. He hastened to reassure Denny that there was 
nothing suspicious, so far as they could see, about old Jack's death. “There will be a 
post-mortem, of course,” he added, “but I guess he just died from old age.” 

Denny said he knew the old man loved the place and probably had come before, 
perhaps many times. He told them about the hurricane lamp, and how 
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it had been burning. The lamp was now dead and cold. “Something must have made him sit 
out here all night,” the sergeant said, puzzled. “He'd have been better off on the divan 
inside.” Denny agreed but said nothing about the papers. 

They took the body away in an ambulance which had been sent by the mental hospital. 
Denny remembered that old Jack had talked about his will, and he wondered whether it 
might be hidden somewhere in the building. He doubted whether it mattered, anyway. 

Tom Thwaites came back with them for a cup of tea. They chatted about old Jack and 
the curious events of the past night. No one felt there had been foul play of any kind, but 
the three of them sensed the strangeness of the event. Tom and Denny reminisced about the 
old days, and they talked about some of Ginger Jack's eccentricities, but they had no desire 
to laugh at them. These idiosyncrasies of the old man only served to endear him, now that 
they were discussed in retrospect. They were interrupted, time and again, by the phone 
ringing, as friends and neighbours, having heard the news, made enquiries. 

One of the calls was from Agnes Hayworth. She wondered whether they had seen Tom. 
When Marlene said they had not, she sounded troubled. 

“Tom went out late last night, and hasn't been back,” she said. Then she added, “Don't 
say anything for the present. He might have taken it into his head to go south, after stock 
purchases.” She didn't sound convinced. 

Marlene pressed her. “Do you think it might be in any way connected with old Jack?” 
Agnes replied, but her words were really a mumble. She and Marlene had talked a lot about 
Tom, but Marlene had kept these things from Denny. Agnes had told her that for some 
months Tom had been strange, more so since the Cardins had returned to Wirril Creek. 

Marlene seemed troubled when she rang off. She sat with the two men, tracing patterns 
on the table with her teaspoon. Finally she looked up. 

“Denny,” she said, I really don't like what is happening.” 
Denny had heard something of the phone conversation. “You mean in regard to Tom?” 

he asked 
Marlene nodded. “Agnes and I have talked about it for weeks. For months now he has 

been so queer.” She looked vaguely at Denny. “He really hates you,” she said sadly. Father 
Tom nodded in agreement but the two men said nothing. The three of them sat, pondering. 
Marlene kept tracing invisible patterns with her teaspoon. 

Suddenly Denny said with vigour, I know why he does.” They both looked at him with 
surprise. He nodded. “Old Jack had been reading newspapers last night,” he explained. 
“They were scattered about him. The hurricane lamp had been burning, and was nearly out 
of kerosene oil. The papers were past numbers of the Northern Courier, and they were all 
about the events of Anna's death and the day of the picnic. Old Jack must have been 
reading them. Why, I wouldn't know.” 

When Thwaites and Marlene said they had seen no papers, Denny agreed. “They were 
taken, between my leaving the shack and our return to it,” he said. “Someone must have 
called in after I left. That person has collected the 
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papers.” He looked at them. “Now why would anyone do that?” he asked. 
Thwaites nodded, understanding. “Tom Hayworth,” he said briefly. “He would be 

interested in those papers.” 
Denny agreed. He looked keenly at Father Tom. “I read them,” he said simply. “I read 

them, although old Jack was there dead, sitting up against that wall. I read them because 
they told me all I had never known about the day of the picnic.” 

Father Tom stared keenly at Denny. “You mean what all the papers said about Tom 
Hayworth?” he asked. 

Denny nodded. “They said plenty.” He looked at the priest. “It was those papers which 
told me why Tom Hayworth hates me.” He looked at them both and said gently, “The 
papers didn't say it, but suddenly I knew why he hated me. I even knew when it began.” 

Marlene looked bewildered. “Why should he hate you?” she asked. The two men 
exchanged glances. 

Denny said gently, “Maybe it will all come out, soon.” Marlene felt his sigh rather than 
heard it. The three lapsed into silence. 

The news buzzed around the district. It was just a fact of life, and the district, that most 
tidings emanated from the post office, and Denny received calls from that centre, though 
usually under pretext of some other matter. The postmaster wanted to know details about 
old Jack which the police had asked from him. One call merely spoke of a parcel being left 
at the office. The parcel was addressed to Denny. Since the parcel had not been sent by 
post, the postmaster was anxious to know what it could be. At least, this was what Denny 
read in his voice. Denny sensed the intense curiosity of the man, so he said he would call 
later for it. Then the postmaster asked whether he had seen Tom Hayworth. That enquiry 
surprised Denny, but he was careful to sound casual. He simply said, “Tom Hayworth? No, 
I rarely, if ever, see him. No, he hasn't been around this way.” 

At midnight they heard the phone ringing. Denny stumbled out of bed, leaving Marlene 
in a state of half-waking and half-sleeping. He was bedraggled himself as he lifted the 
phone. “What is it?” he asked. He recognised the voice of Agnes Hayworth. 

“Tom isn't back,” she said. 
Denny was about to say something when he heard a faint click. That would be the 

postmaster, all ears to hear and gather a morsel of local gossip. Denny tried to disguise his 
voice. “I'm coming right now,” he said. 

Marlene watched him sleepily as he changed into his denims and farm boots. Later she 
wondered how he had sensed he might need them. Then Denny was gone. Vaguely 
troubled, she could not sleep at first, but, not long after, she slipped away into a disturbed 
dreaming. 

Denny kept his eyes opened as he switched from road to road. He had a faint hope he 
might see Agnes's husband, but at that time of night he had a glimpse only of a rabbit or 
two, and once the rare sight of a loping fox. He found Agnes red-eyed and anxious. “I'm 
just hoping Tom hasn't done anything to himself,” she said. “He has been so strange 
lately.” She caught Denny's hand. “It's you he 
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hates,” she said, “but he has no call for that. Once he just loved you. He loved you both, 
Anna and you.” 

Denny nodded. “We loved him very much,” he said. “Anna went close to adoring him.” 
He saw Agnes's lips tense and tighten. He waved a hand in a negative gesture, “There was 
nothing between Anna and Tom,” he assured her. 

She stared at him for a long, quiet minute. Then she said, “Nor on Anna's side, no 
doubt, but Tom loved Anna very deeply.” 

Denny felt a queer tremor run through his body. It was as though something he had 
known unconsciously was catching up with him, and he would have to come to terms with 
it. “Anna?” he said, “Tom loved her?” Then he smiled. “I guess most people loved Anna,” 
he observed. 

Agnes felt the wild hope in his voice, and shook her head. “Not like that,” she said. Her 
voice was fierce now. “He loved Anna like he never loved me.” 

Denny felt weak and sat down. He put his elbows on the kitchen table and rested his 
head on his hands, staring down at the smooth white Formica surface. “How could he have 
loved Anna like that?” he asked. 

Agnes's voice had lost its fierce intensity. She was gentle. “Denny,” she said, you were 
always blind to many things. Tom had never seen anyone like Anna. None of us had ever 
seen anyone like Anna.” If possible, her voice became even more gentle. “For that matter, 
we had never seen anyone like you,” she said. “You two were more than we had known.” 

He tried to keep the hot flush from coming, but he could not. It thrust up from within. 
He felt his cheeks mantle, and his blood burn. He felt the strange mixture of triumph and 
tragedy as it flooded him. He kept staring down so that she would not see his eyes. They 
were feverish, burning hot. He knew he was about to face something which he had evaded 
for a long time. 

Finally he looked at her. Her anger had quite gone, and she was pitying him. “I guess 
Anna never failed,” he said, “but I did. I failed just when I shouldn't have.” 

She was puzzled. “It doesn't matter much for the moment,” he muttered. “Tom is what 
matters, but if I hadn't run away after Anna's death I might have been able to help people.” 
He looked at her. “I might have helped Tom.” 

She nodded quietly. “You could be right,” she agreed. “But I don't really think you 
could have helped him. He just hated you. He was relieved when you left. He got some 
peace after you went.” 

Denny's eyes shone. “Did he really?” he asked. When Agnes nodded, he said, “Well, 
that is good.” 

They sat in silence, with just a few sounds of the dark morning about them. There was 
an occasional bark, or a plaintive bawl from a calf, but not much more. After a while Agnes 
said, “Denny, Tom didn't ever have real peace. He's carried a burden all these years.” She 
looked at him, her eyes filled with mute pleading. “You know why that is, don't you?” 

He nodded. I guess I do. He had to carry a heavy hatred.” He knew it was more than 
that. He knew that he and Agnes both knew the story of the picnic day and Pirrawarrinni. 
He remembered a saying of Aubrey's: “It isn't natural to 
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a human being to hate. Man was made to love, and to hate is unnatural.” Somehow it fitted 
Tom. Tom, like others, looked best when he wasn't hating. To use Aubrey's thought, a man 
didn't look his natural self when he hated. 

“Where do you think Tom is?” he asked. He knew the answer before she said it. They 
both knew the answer. He knew that Agnes not only knew the answer but that she knew he 
knew also. 

She said it nevertheless. “Pirrawarrinni.” 
He asked, “Do you think he'll be at Anna's grave?” 
Her eyes were bright. “Could be.” She came over to Denny and looked him in the eye. 

“Tom has come to love me again, over these years,” she said. He heard the break in her 
voice. “If only he could get clear of the past,” she said in a strained voice. He felt the strong 
wistfulness of her tone. 

She looked at him again. This time her voice was almost a whisper. “If anyone can help 
him, Denny Cardin,” she said, “it is you. You can help him now where you couldn't help 
him before-in those past years.” 

He waited, knowing she had more to say. “If you can't,” she said, her voice desperate, 
“then I don't know who can.” 

He picked up his car keys from the table- “I'll try,” he said simply, and his words 
echoed in his ears as he turned the maroon car into the road, the black bitumen road which 
led to Pirrawarrinni. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN 

 
ARLENE Woke only when she heard the rapping on the door. It was Ralph and jenny 
Hicken. They had come across to help with some of the preparations for the 

house-warming. The young people were still asleep in the implement shed. Ralph had 
expected Denny to be up and about. He had known old Jack would not be there, and that 
had been an added reason for coming. Marlene set about making coffee, and then put on 
some toast. jenny helped tidy up the kitchen from the night before. They listened while 
Marlene talked about Denny going off to Agnes. She had been too sleepy to understand all 
he had said, but it was something about Tom's disappearance. 

Ralph seemed to comprthend immediately. “Tom has gone off in one of his moods,” he 
said. When Marlene looked surprised, he explained that Tom had been known to disappear, 
sometimes for a week or two. When he returned, he either refused to give a reason or 
would mumble something about cattle purchases down south. Marlene remembered that 
Agnes had told her this, but what she had said had been veiled. 

“Where do you think Tom will be?” she asked. jenny was pouring coffee and Ralph 
spooned in his sugar and stirred it. 

“Could be anywhere,” he said with a shrug. His eyes went towards the mountain, and 
Marlene's gaze followed his look. 

“Up there, eh?” she asked. 
Ralph shrugged again. “Could be,” he said evenly, as though he did not want to be 

committed. 
“Denny must have gone after him,” Marlene said. Ralph kept his eyes on the coffee, 

stirring it. He said nothing. jenny looked a trifle troubled. 
After the coffee, Ralph said he could go down and stir the young people. He would get 

them moving on to the work. Since old Jack was not there, they wouldn't know what to do. 
Marlene and jenny busied themselves about the house, levelling curtains, and lining the 

shelves. All the time Marlene's thoughts were on the mountain. She wondered whether 
Tom Hayworth would prove dangerous. When she thought about it, she realised how very 
close she and Denny had become over the past months at Wirril Creek. In many ways, 
Denny had previously been a stranger to her, a gracious, almost suave sort of person, 
well-regulated, but nevertheless a stranger. Lately she had been shown much of his past, 
and had explored the secrets of his former life with Anna. Some things Denny had told, and 
some things she had learned from Agnes and jenny. 

She realised, within an hour, that she was immensely restless. She and Jenny decided 
on a diversion, a regular Wirril Creek diversion-collecting the mail. They left Ralph 
superintending the final touches of paint on the machinery, and the tidying up of the 
implement shed. This included taking down the rugs and tarpaulin which had constituted 
Ginger Jack's quarters. Ralph found some 
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of the girls sniffling whilst they were working at it. The men seemed unusually quiet. He 
looked at them with new interest when he realised they had come to love the old fellow. 
Secretly, he had had little time for them, but now, suddenly, he was seeing them as very 
human. He thought, in a puzzled way, that the old man must have represented something 
special to them. Maybe it was the past, which had been stable, coming to them, in the 
present, in the eccentricities of the old fellow. Ralph worked along with them, picking up 
their casual remarks. They seemed to have a language of their own, but he thought he 
caught the drift. 

Sometimes he would straighten up, and look towards Pirrawarrinni. He had often 
remembered the tragedy of that picnic day, but today, for all one knew, it might be the 
scene for a new one. Once the thought crossed his mind that he should ring the police at 
Burtville, but it was an unwritten law of the Wirril Creek community not to call the police 
unless the problem was deeper than they could handle. Ralph had confidence that somehow 
Denny could handle his own situation. He had little confidence in the confused and bitter 
Tom Hayworth. 

The postmaster was a-twitter to hear what was happening. He tried in various ways to 
extract information from Marlene, but did not succeed. He then tried jenny, but experience 
told him he had little hope of getting her to divulge gossip. His eyes stared hungrily at the 
well-wrapped parcel which. had been left on his counter the day before. It was addressed to 
'Mr. D. Cardin', but since it had no stamps on it, he could not tell who had left it, or from 
where it had come. 

The two women looked at each other after they had climbed into Jenny's car. Then they 
burst out laughing. jenny's blue eyes brimmed with merriment. “He was crazy with 
curiosity,” she said. 

Marlene nodded. “It's a wonder he didn't open it a little and have a look!” 
Jenny grinned. “Well, what is in it?” she asked. 
Marlene pouted. “It's addressed to Denny,” she said. “I can't open it.” jenny nodded, 

and they headed towards the farm. 
At the house they prepared refreshments for the mid-morning break in the work. The 

young people lounged in the sun on the front verandah, eating their cakes and biscuits. For 
some of them it had been forbidden food, but, after being at the farm for a time, most had 
succumbed. They preferred fruit juice to the coffee and tea. 

When Ralph's eye fell on the parcel, he looked a trifle startled. 
“Do you know who sent it?” he asked Marlene. Marlene shook her head. “I think I 

know,” he said. “It might be best to open it up.” 
Marlene tried to untie the knots but they were beyond her. Even the cord seemed too 

tough to cut. Ralph took it, and, with a few deft twists, freed the parcel from the cord. He 
slid his hand along the pouch wrapping and opened the parcel. Aged and yellowed copies 
of the Northern Courier fell an to the floor. The young people looked curious. Ralph 
covered the papers over with the wrapping and took them into the rumpus room. He called 
Marlene and jenny. 
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They began reading the papers. Marlene suddenly remembered that Denny had talked 
about newspapers with Tom Thwaites and her, the morning before. Whoever had sent these 
papers had seen old Ginger Jack after Denny had left the shack. When she told Ralph he 
nodded. For a time he sat, thinking, and looking into the air. Then he began to look 
troubled. When Jenny asked him what the matter was, he just shook his head. After a time 
he stood up and walked out on to the verandah. He stood staring at Pirrawarrinni. Finally 
he returned to the room. 

“I guess Tom Hayworth sent those papers to Denny,” he said. “I guess he wanted him 
to know everything.” 

Marlene had been reading with interest and some astonishment, but after a time she felt 
repulsed and pushed the papers away. jenny had also been intrigued enough to read, but 
after a time, she, too, followed suit. The three sat around the table, strangely quiet. 

“Hayworth's just got to be up on that mountain,” Ralph said. “And what he is about up 
there won't be good, either.” 

Marlene was puzzled. When Ralph said nothing she pressed him. “I must know, 
Ralph,” she said. “Can any harm come to Denny?” 

Ralph rubbed one side of his cheek in a characteristic gesture of puzzlement. “I don't 
know,” he said thoughtfully. He paused for a moment, still rubbing his cheek. Then he 
looked at Marlene. “I really don't know,” he repeated. 

***** 

For some reason Denny had driven directly to Ginger Jack's old shack. He had parked 
the maroon car inside the slip-rails, put up the rails, and gone into the house. He always 
carried a torch in the glove-box of his vehicle, and, with it, extra supplies of batteries. He 
withdrew it from the glove-box, switched off the headlights of the vehicle, and sat for a 
moment, thinking. Then he made his way to the shack. He wasn't given to emotional 
impressions very much, but he felt suddenly the eeriness of the moment. So far as he could 
see, no one was in the shack. He moved about cautiously. Once he heard a sound, but 
found it was a large-eyed possum looking down at him from the rafters. He wondered what 
he could do, making his way up into the mountain in this early morning. It was still dark. 
What could he accomplish? He sat on the old divan pondering, and, after a time, decided it 
was scarcely worth it. He lay back on the couch, and flicked off his torch. In the dark, he 
wondered what he would be able to do if he caught up with Tom Hayworth. Then his 
thoughts became a little jumbled. It seemed that a great weariness had descended on him. 
He struggled to fight it, but was defeated. He remembered floating off into 
semi-consciousness and then beyond that state. In fact he slept peacefully. At the same time 
Tom Hayorth was never far from his mind. Nor, for that matter, was Tom's wife, Agnes. 

 
It was a noise that awoke him. Not knowing for the moment where he was, he 

reflexively slipped into an old army habit. He lay quiet, not moving. Now conscious, he 
remembered quickly where he was. He could hear the sound of 
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someone moving on the verandah of the shack. He could see the faint flicker of a light 
through the dry split slabs. 

Suddenly he called, “Is that you, Tom?” At his cry, absolute silence fell. He raised 
himself quietly. When he stood he made a slight sound. The torch outside flicked off. He 
snapped on his own flashlight. There was a scuffling sound, and someone dashed through 
the room and out into the night. Denny rushed after the intruder, flashing his light. Its beam 
caught the figure of a man slipping through the rails of the fence. He rushed across to the 
fence calling out Hayworth's name, but by now the person was rustling through the 
undergrowth and the scrub. His sounds were growing fainter as Denny slipped through the 
fence at the point where he had seen Hayworth disappear. He cried out, “Tom! Tom! Wait! 
Tom! It's Denny, Denny Cardin!” 

His voice was muffled in the thick undergrowth. He felt the harsh, dry bracken brush 
across his face, and the rasping blackthorn tear at his hands. He held these hands up 
protectively against his face and pushed through the thicket. He heard a sound slightly 
upwards of where he was, and he made in that direction. He kept calling Hayworth's name, 
but there was no response. Finally, when he stopped, there was no sound. He flicked off his 
light, and stood, listening. He heard sounds which he thought must be of some animal 
scuffling in the undergrowth. Then even that died into silence. 

He stood, remembering his army days, trying to get his directions. He. was surprised to 
find there was little, if any, need for a torch. The first light of dawn was breaking. He 
estimated where he was and began to move in a northeasterly direction. He was 
remembering the old path that Ginger Jack had once showed them Perhaps now it was 
overgrown. Then came the memory of the new road, and the new pathways cut by the 
Afforestation Department, and he knew they would provide an easier route. On the other 
hand, it was likely that Hayworth would keep to the covering of undergrowth, away from 
known tracks. As he moved quietly, he came to a small, open patch, where the grass was 
short, and the bracken only knee-deep. He sat down to consider what to do. 

First, there was the matter of Tom Hayworth. Why had he come to the shack? Why had 
he been in the shack the morning Ginger Jack had died? Denny knew there had been no 
foul play. He was sure that Hayworth had taken the old newspapers. Why had Tom left 
Agnes and not returned? Denny turned these things over in his mind, trying to discern the 
nature of Tom's motives and actions. He had always thought of Tom as a tough person, 
able to cope with most emotional situations. Even now he could scarcely believe what 
Agnes had said about Tom loving Anna. 

Despite his sense of urgency to find Hayworth, and his desire to be single-minded about 
it, Denny found all kinds of thoughts invading him. Sometimes his attention would be 
caught by the life on the mountain itself; sometimes his memories of the past would claim 
him. Now his mind went back to the morning before, and what he had read in the papers. 
There was no doubt in his mind that Tom had been on the mountain that fated day. In 
addition, he had almost certainly brought fuel for the fire, and probably it was because of 
him 
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that the fire had got away. He was still reluctant to believe that Tom had lit it. He wanted to 
be fair. Fire often started spontaneously in the bush: a piece of broken bottle, and the glass 
focussing the sun to a pin-point, so that the hot, tinder-like rubbish ignited in a moment. 
This was the story of a thousand bushfires. 

As he thought of these things, the past suddenly became alive, real, and close to him. 
Anna's picture rose before him again-the laughing Anna he had known. He felt a fierce 
ache for her, a yearning to run to her and sweep her up and crush her to himself. The 
feeling passed quickly enough, but left him sobbing under his breath. He thought of Tom, 
up in the scrub. Suddenly he had a desire to shout out to him and tell him to be finished 
with the whole thing, that it was like some crazy, unreal dream, and that they were both 
sane human beings. Then he thought of his sudden impulse to see and hold Anna again, and 
he wondered whether there was something of this also in the mind of Tom Hayworth. Anna 
seemed to be with Tom and him, and something had to be done to heal the past. He knew 
Anna would want it to be that way. 

He sat, head bowed, in the dark green of the bracken. He could hear the early morning 
cries of the currawongs. He remembered a little of his old bush lore, that where currawongs 
came there would soon be rain. They said that, too, about the red-cheeked black cockatoos. 
When they gave their dry, raucous screech, rain was close at hand. He could hear the shrill, 
sharp honking of the flights of green parakeets as they whistled through the tall 
tallow-woods, and swooped out across the undulating Wirril hills. In the blackthorns, 
smaller birds were moving, ignoring him, and small flocks of Sydney Waxbills were 
settling in broken flights, hanging on the tall native grasses and extracting the seeds. He 
wondered, with a pang, what Marlene would be thinking, and he knew Agnes must have 
rung her. He thought about the young hippie people, and his Clydesdales, needing to be 
fed. He hoped Ralph and jenny would have come across for the day. When he thought of 
Father Tom, he suddenly wished that the priest was with him. They had never really talked 
out the CardinHayworth problem. Even at that moment, Denny still felt the slight sting of 
some of Father Tom's words. Father Tom had made demands of him, but he had not spelled 
them out clearly. 

The sun broke into the bracken-fern. It gleamed on the shiny green of the leaves. He 
noticed, with surprise, the higher and softer ferns which he had thought would be found 
only further up the slopes of the mountain. Perhaps he was higher up than he had thought. 
He also saw the clumps of tawny lantana, and the harsh, dry bushes brought back a rush of 
memories. Whilst he pondered these memories, he also wondered at his own lethargy. Why 
did he not hurry after Tom? Then his surprise drifted from him. All the time, at the back of 
his mind, had been the idea that he needed to plan some kind of overall strategy. It would 
have to be a search strategy. Then he would have to have some kind of plan to capture 
Tom's interest and acceptance should he find him. He needed to hold Tom long enough for 
him to hear what he, Denny, wanted to say. 

Wanted to say! Denny wondered at that. What did he want to say? Probably 
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Tom Hayworth would not know that he, Denny, knew about him, Tom. He would not think 
Denny had read the newspapers. In fact, Denny began to feel the whole thing was a 
fantastic piece of idiocy. One part of him wanted to go down the mountain, get into the 
maroon car and drive back to the farm. Then he thought gloomily, “What would be 
accomplished? I would feel the old uneasiness I used to know when I let people down.” 
That had been a chronic restlessness which would come upon him, Somehow the matter 
had to be decided. As he thought about that, he suddenly felt hungry. 

That feeling sent his mind off on another tangent; he thought of Marlene making 
breakfast. He decided to stifle his imagination, a technique he had learned in past years. He 
had had to do it those many thousands of times in the prison camp. He looked about for 
something to eat, but the bush held its secrets from him. Twenty-eight years had dulled his 
memory of how to live on the natural fruit and produce of the bush. He was again tempted 
to go back to the car, but again resisted the idea. He stood up, brushed his denims, and 
moved upwards, keeping to his north-easterly direction. He kept an ear for sounds that 
were not bush sounds, but he heard none. 

Water was no problem. The season had been good, and he found springs running out of 
groves of ferns. Huge butterflies flitted past him with seeming nonchalance. Sometimes a 
bird would swoop, just missing him, and he would know he was near a nest. A jenny-wren 
tried to seduce him away from a. nest by pretending she had a broken wing. He smiled at 
her pitiful cries, knowing her for the hypocrite she was. He reflected that he might have 
enjoyed it all had Marlene been with him. He thought wistfully that it would have been 
good with a picnic basket, Marlene, and no worry concerning Tom Hayworth. 

His gammy leg began to ache painfully by about mid-morning. He lay down on some 
soft maiden-hair fern, and slept. When he woke he knew the sun was reaching high into the 
North Coast sky. There was not a trace of cloud to be seen through the high boles and 
branches of the eucalypts and softwoods. He kept himself occupied trying to remember the 
names of the trees he had known so well three decades ago. Some of their names evaded 
him. Surprisingly, others returned. He played the name-game, passing the time until 
something should happen. 

By midday he had reached the top of the mountain. He was tempted to seek out the 
communication and firewatching workers and ask them whether they had seen Tom, but he 
shrank from this. The whole matter was personal and private. Somehow he had to convince 
Tom that he had no hatred for him, and that they had better let bygones be bygones. For the 
life of him he could not see how this could be. Then he began wondering whether old 
Jack's funeral was scheduled for the next day or not. They ought, both of them, to be 
present at it. All Wirril Creek would wonder if they were not. 

The hunger pain began to leave him in the afternoon, and he felt strangely peaceful. If 
anything, he felt that he floated, at least at those times when he lay down to rest his leg. He 
had not noticed his own limp in years, but the uneven ground was playing havoc with his 
walking. He tried to devise a means of favouring his gammy leg so that it could last the 
distance. 
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Secretly, he was despairing of ever finding Tom. He watched the sun swinging over to 
the west. Late in the afternoon he heard the faint roar of the Landrovers as they made their 
way down the mountain roads. He heard that noise die out. Then came the later afternoon 
twitterings of the finches as they explored for small insects amongst the plants, or slipped 
the seeds from the feathery grass-heads. He heard the carking cry of an occasional crow, 
and then, finally, the evening began to slip into silence. He felt in his rear pocket for the 
torch and was comforted by its smooth touch. 

It was about that time, as he rested in silence, that he saw the dark figure of a man cross 
the line of his vision. He was some distance from him, and Denny could not be sure it was 
Tom. He felt, as he looked at the silhouette, that it must be Tom. He wanted to cry out, but 
something warned him to remain very still, and he obeyed. 

The truth was that Denny was not yet ready to talk to the man, nor Hayworth in any 
state to listen. They each needed more time, alone, on the mountain. 

When the figure passed out of sight, Denny had a sudden feeling of loneliness, and with 
it hopeless despair. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT 

ENNY was surprised that the night did not feel cold. He had always considered the 
coolness of the glens, during the day, as an indication that they would be cold at 

nights. Perhaps in the winter that was so, but now, as he nestled in the grass, ferns and 
other growth, hidden from anyone passing, he felt cosy and secure. He realised that for 
many years he had never been alone. He had always had Anna or Esther or Marlene. He 
had always had relationships with others, however superficial they might have been. Now 
he was truly alone. In a way he enjoyed this aloneness. His mind was catching up. If only 
the Hayworth affair were not there to trouble him. He sighed gently and reclined. 

His thoughts began to weave a pattern. He would dart back to the past, when as a boy 
he had wanted to write, when as a man he had dreamed of travelling to countries outside 
his own, gathering material for his projected novels. Then memories would come to him 
from war days and prison-camp days, and the days with Anna and later with Marlene. For 
some reason or other, his mind was preternaturally clear. His ideas came in quick 
succession, and not one of them was fuzzy. He remembered the times he had pondered-as. 
had millions before him-the whole fact and problem of man. In the prison camp he had 
read hundreds of books in his pilgrimage of faith, and had marvelled at the relative 
brilliance of the various religions and their rationales of truth. He had been captivated by 
the clarity and nature of the world views they represented. Behind it all he had pondered 
man, until his mind had grown weary. Then he had pondered God until the event of the rice 
cakes, when he knew God to be true. From that time, until Anna's death, he had known 
God was present to every atom and molecule, every fibre and filament of a man's being. 
Indeed he had believed God to be present to all men, no matter how atheistic, agnostic or 
hedonistic they had chosen to be. Even in the suspended years, from Anna's death until 
these last months, he had known the fact of God's presence, even though, for him, his 
present operation of faith was a dry and static thing. God being present to a person could be 
threatening. He realised that. However, the alternative-God not being present-was too 
fearful to contemplate. He thought wryly that an atheist would be thwarted if there were no 
actual God to denigrate and hate! 

The past weeks had catapulted him into an unexpected series of events, indeed into a 
fascinating way of life. The events had not only stirred him with memories of Anna which 
he had needed, but they had shown him the human need for the love he had discovered 
through his act of faith in Kranji. He had seen afresh the indispensability of such love. 
Ordinary human love was so frail and insufficient. This was what he pondered as he lay in 
the nest of the forest, pressed up against the silent bosom of Pirrawarrinni. The past months 
had brought an exciting resurgence of life, a resurrection. The word 'grace' was one he had 
rarely used, but he seemed, now, to understand the never-failing supply 

D
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of that element. One could fail a Million times, but this grace-element somehow covered it. 
It was only as he lay, now, in the quiet of the mountain night, that Denny knew the 

completeness of that. He knew it in a personal way; that his own failure of all those years 
ago was wiped out by this grace-totally; that the same would be true even if he failed now. 
That was what Tom Thwaites had been trying to get him to see. Somehow, if Tom 
Hayworth were to know this, he would be set free from his round of bitterness, and from 
his dark despair. 

How long Denny lay there he did not know. The warmth and the serenity of his 
experience were unforgettable. This was a memorable moment in his life. His thoughts 
now moved on in quiet order, one succeeding another, like the trucks of a goods-train as 
they pass the watcher. It seemed he watched them until the last one, the rear-van of them 
all, twisted away from him, and the thinking was done. His mind clear, he lay there. It was 
then he heard the noise. 

In his position he was virtually covered by the grass, ferns, and short undergrowth. Also 
he was against the ground, and he could hear the slight “thump!” of the footsteps as they 
came near to him. These sounds were to the right of him. To the left of him was a path on 
which he had walked in the afternoon. It was a little-used one, and he had walked on it to 
save his tired, gammy leg. From the direction of the path came soft flickers of sound and he 
wondered what it was. Suddenly a brilliant light flared, and there was an exultant oath. 
With the same flash came a roar of sound. Someone had fired a rifle. 

Denny expected that he had been found, but this was not so, He was unnoticed. The 
man who had the rifle rushed forward with a harsh muttered joy. Denny dared not move. 
He heard the words, “Gotcha, you little beauty!” Denny twisted slightly where he was, 
looking towards the light of the torch. He saw Hayworth crouched over the twisted body of 
a rabbit. With a sharp twist of the neck Hayworth had finished the life of the wee animal. 
He had pulled a jack-knife from his belt, snapped the blade into action and was skinning 
the carcase. Denny's neck pained slightly in the twisted position, but he watched, 
fascinated. With a few flicks, Hayworth had nicked the skin, slit it down from neck to tail 
across the belly, and now he was pulling the slim carcase from its furry cover. The warm 
animal was decapitated, and its shining red flesh lay on the carpet of leaves that were thick 
across the pathway. 

Hayworth did not even look for a better spot to deal with the freshly slain rabbit. He 
drew dry leaves towards him, and gathered a few sticks. With his jack-knife be trimmed 
two forked sticks which he pressed into the ground. He passed another green stick through 
the disembowelled animal, and fitted it into the forks of the two uprights. Coughing 
slightly, he scraped a match against the box and lit the small heap of leaves and twigs. He 
coughed again as the smoke spiralled upwards against his face. He made a feverish dart 
towards the undergrowth, snapping off dried twigs and placing them on the fire. Then he 
sat back on his haunches and watched the fire. 

Denny was fascinated. Now that the blaze had grown and the light had spread, he did 
not dare to move. Hayworth's rifle lay near the fire, its black barrel gleaming dully. The 
dark sheen of the stock showed that it had been 
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used regularly. Denny knew instinctively that he could easily receive a bullet if Hayworth 
were to discover him. It would depend on the frame of the man's mind. Even so, he could 
not but be entranced by the staring attention of Hayworth's eyes as he gazed at his spitted 
rabbit. He kept making his small coughing noises, and muttering to himself. Denny could 
not hear the actual words, but he knew Hayworth was at least temporarily delighted. He 
had made his catch. He sensed, too, that the man was hungry. He would lick his lips, and 
then pass a great hand over his mouth, as though to temper his desire. His eyes gleamed as 
they stared into the fire, and at the small carcase. Small though it was, it must have had 
traces of fat, for every few moments the fire would spit and leap slightly as grease dripped 
from the animal. 

The fragrance of the spitted rabbit began filtering through to Denny. At first it merely 
interested him. It was twenty-four hours at least since he had eaten anything. Nevertheless, 
before Hayworth's coming he had felt comfortable enough. The afternoon pangs of desire 
had gone, vanquished by his cosiness. Now, as the rough fragrance of the roasting flesh 
came to him, he felt the pangs awaken. He wished fervently that this crouching man would 
be finished with his ritual, would lift the impaled rabbit from the fire, and take it down the 
track to eat it. Already Denny knew it would be an agony to watch him eat the prey he had 
caught. 

Hayworth was clearly not conscious of Denny. For this reason he did not know the 
exquisite torture he was inflicting. His mind evoked a hundred scenes for Denny. They 
came spilling to him out of the past-memories of times of hunger. He chopped them off, 
quickly and sharply as they came. He had no desire for a build-up of hunger-anguish which 
would topple him into a meeting which he now realised would be premature. He 
disciplined himself to watch without salivation. He was firm in his stoicism, and he 
watched to the last detail. 

He saw Hayworth lift the hot, green stick from the fire, and lay it on a smooth pad of 
ferns. With Hayworth, Denny waited until it was somewhat cooled. Hayworth picked up 
the stick, slid it with a sharp motion from the impaled rabbit, and threw it away. He pulled 
off the two cooked legs, and laid the rest back on to the fern. Denny watched the enormous 
enjoyment of the man as he bit and tore at the two small limbs. He made chuckling noises 
as he chewed and swallowed. Denny resolutely refused to let himself be quite carried away 
by his desire to join in. Hayworth threw the tiny bones into the bush, grasped the carcase 
and ripped and tore at it until he was finished. Then, in good bushman fashion, he stamped 
on the fire until it was out. He switched on his torch so that there was light, and scrabbled 
at the soft earth on the side of the path, scooping it up in huge handfuls, and covering over 
the fire that had been. Then he took his rifle and lumbered down the path, away from 
Denny. 

Denny breathed with relief. The ecstasy of turning over into a comfortable position was 
almost agony at first. He had a foolish thought of turning on his own light to see whether 
Hayworth had left an odd morsel of meat on the discarded carcase. He decided that there 
was no point, and lay back until Hayworth's noises had drifted into the silence of the night. 



TALL GROW THE TALLOW-WOODS 214

After a time the hunger pangs settled down, and Denny was able to think. He was 
remembering Hayworth's gleaming eyes, and his evident zest for life. What was behind the 
man's coming up into the mountain? Denny tried to reason it out. Clear ideas would not 
come His own thoughts were like a surrealistic muddle. A thought would come that Tom 
had some irrational fixation on Anna and so must come and visit her grave. Hayworth 
would have the guilt of that picnic day on his mind. Somehow he would hate Denny in his 
guilt. He was up on the mountain, trying to think it out, trying to work out in his mind what 
he could do. Denny was also remembering the hatred of the man when he had held the 
petrol can and then hurled its contents over him. Denny could recall the man's bitterness as 
he took the match to light and throw it and immolate the object of his hatred and 
resentment. 

Suddenly Denny thought about Tom Thwaites. In addition, he remembered old Aubrey, 
now long dead, and the dry, tall Long John with his unerring discernment of men. He had a 
yearning to talk to these three. It came to him quickly that he could talk to Father Tom, 
even if not to the others. He sat up amongst the ferns, alert in his mind. He would see 
Thwaites. Then there came a clear accusation: he was committed to sharing Tom 
Hayworth's vigil on this mountain. Vigil! First the thought came as an exclamation. Then it 
was a question. Vigil? Was that what Tom was about? Was he trying to find an answer to 
his complicated problem? Denny shook his head, feeling slightly dizzy. It made him want, 
all the more, to see Father Tom. His mind was confessing, in unaccustomed humility, that 
he did not know how to handle this event at all. He moved back, downwards, taking a 
south-westerly direction. While he was moving quietly and cautiously his thoughts were 
running in orderly fashion. He was asking questions. Was it right to leave the 
mountainside? Hayworth must have known he was here. His bushmanship would show him 
signs of Denny's presence. Was he right to see Tom Thwaites? Should he not work it out 
on his own, on this hill? Would his leaving detract from the fact of a shared vigil? His 
thoughts ran on. Even when he came to Ginger Jack's shack and saw his maroon vehicle 
standing, unharmed, he wondered whether he ought to use it. Suppose it were gone and 
Hayworth, knowing it had been there, decided he had gone for the police? These thoughts 
scurried about in his mind, but he drove the car out and along the road towards the shack 
which was Tom Thwaites's home. 

Tom was asleep but wakened to Denny's knocking. Denny must have looked tired and 
unkempt, with his dark and grey stubble of beard, Tom took it all in and said, “I'll get 
coffee.” 

Denny protested, although he would have liked the coffee. “I want to get back,” he 
almost whispered. “Tom, it isn't coffee but talk I've come for.” 

Tom seemed to understand. He nodded. “Well,” he said, “let's get cracking. You lead, 
Denny, my boy.” He seemed unworried about the disturbance from sleep. He leaned on the 
table, watching Denny. 

Denny let it pour out. “Tom, I just don't know how to handle what I am about. Tom 
Hayworth is up on Pirrawarrinni, trying to accomplish something.” 
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“That's right,” said Father Tom. “He's trying to work out his guilt.” The old man was 
unsmiling. “You intensify his guilt, and he is tempted to murder you, right?” When Denny 
nodded, Tom added, “Yet he will not murder you.” 

Denny lifted his eyebrows. “How do you work that out?” 
Tom kept staring at him. “He's learned from his daughter's death,” he said. “I suspect he 

doesn't want any more sorrow. It would work out if he could eat humble pie from you, but 
he can't.” 

“I guess not,” said Denny, “But then, there is no need.” 
“He doesn't really know you,” Tom said. “He thinks you are nothing but a confounded 

prig.” 
“Prig?” Denny stared back at the priest. 
Tom nodded. “He had to think that way. I guess lots of people have had to think about 

you that way. Your fussy way of working out love forced them to that.” 
Denny shook his head, bewildered. Tom leaned forward and said gently, “Denny, when 

you were here you had a mission of faith-is that right?” When Denny nodded he went on, 
“But you know it was not so much faith as it was love.” 

Denny thought he understood. “Could be;' he agreed. 
Tom spread his hands on the table, pressing on them. “Denny, you were never really 

clear, you and Anna. You wanted your utopian kind of thing to live and grow here, in this 
district, but utopias are dangerous.” 

“I guess they are,” Denny agreed. “But I never consciously thought of a utopia.” 
Tom seemed frustrated as he pressed even further on his hands. “Denny,” he said, 

“don't you see that you were right out of this world? Don't you see that it was all so 
airy-fairy to people on the one hand, and yet so incredibly practical on the other? Don't you 
see that you both attracted and repelled people at the same time?” 

“I used to feel that sometimes,” Denny agreed. “But I could never understand why.” 
“That was because you were so confoundedly guileless,” Tom said. “You worked out 

your rationale of love and faith in the prison camp, and then you wanted to work it out in 
the community of Wirril Creek.” 

Denny nodded eagerly. “That's right,” he said, “but Anna and I never had any idea of a 
utopia or an ideal community. We just wanted to work it out in our own lives without 
demanding that others do the same.” 

Tom stared at Denny for a moment. “Is that wholly true?” 
Denny nodded. “Yes it is,” he said. “We never asked anyone to reciprocate. How could 

we? If you love in action and demand a response then that negates your own action.” 
Tom's eyes suddenly gleamed. “I wish I had known that was the way you saw it,” he 

said. “I wish I had known that years ago.” He paused and looked at Denny. “It didn't 
always come through like that.” 

It was Denny who was now excited, remembering the days of their arrival and living at 
Tallow-wood Farm. “We felt so much at peace, just being simple,” 
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he said. “Anna and I really loved that. We didn't think of it as a mission at first, but then, 
when people saw it that way, I guess we agreed. Maybe, at that point, something changed.” 
He looked pleadingly at Tom. “Father Tom, we never looked on it as a mission. Will you 
believe me?” 

Father Tom said, rather coldly, “What if it was a mission? What was wrong with that? 
Maybe Christ looked on what he did as a mission.” 

Denny shook his head violently. “I don't agree. He just knew that love was the way 
things were when men live together truly. To him it was just unnatural not to love. That 
was why it was so wrong to hate.” 

Tom nodded. “You may be right,” he agreed. “It is just the angle you see it from.” He 
paused, and then said, “Now, Denny, back to Tom Hayworth. He hates you because Anna 
died that day on Pirrawarrinni and he feels responsible for Anna's death.” When Denny 
started at that, he said, “You ought to know. You read those old newspapers. They told you 
the story.” When Denny finally nodded his agreement Tom said, “Tom Hayworth just does 
not understand you. If he did, he might get free. The problem is that, although he doesn't 
want to kill you, he might have to.” 

The coldness that Denny should have felt just did not happen. He wasn't thinking about 
Tom Hayworth having to murder, he was thinking of the torturous guilt of the man, and his 
misunderstanding of him, Denny. He knew that both Thwaites and he did not believe 
Hayworth would come to murder. He also knew that Agnes did not believe it would 
happen, or she would not have sent Denny on to Pirrawarrinni. Denny stood up to go. He 
looked at Father Tom. “You know, Tom, I still do not have my answer. I thought you could 
help me. I thought you would help me to get more into Hayworth's mind, but I guess even 
you can't do that.” 

Tom came and pressed him back into his seat. “You sit there while I get you something 
to eat,” he said. “You need a meal before you go back there.” 

Denny began to protest. Tom snorted at him. “You have a strange idea that if you fast 
and starve yourself that, somehow, the Almighty will conclude the deal,” he said. There 
was no sneer in his voice. He shook his head. “There's no need for that. Even Tom 
Hayworth is eating, eh?” 

Denny caught the inflection of his voice. “I guess so,” he said. 
Tom began moving around the kitchen, collecting frying oil, eggs and bacon on his 

way. He heated the pan and slipped the bacon into it, waiting until it was partly done before 
adding the eggs. Denny suddenly felt the hunger pangs come back, and they were nearly 
excruciating. Tom dropped slices of bread into the toaster, and buttered them hot when they 
emerged. Denny needed no further encouragement. He felt different when he had eaten. “I 
didn't really think one ate on a vigil,” he said, looking at Tom over his cup of tea. 

Tom grinned. “Sometimes fasting can just be a dirty big bribe to God,” he said. Then he 
sobered. “If I'm not wrong, you'll be hungry again before Tom is played out and ready to 
listen to you.” He looked at Denny. “Hayworth has a guilt ritual to go through. Your eating 
won't alter that.” 

Denny nodded in agreement, and smiled wryly. “I guess there was some of that in my 
not eating. Maybe I was going through my own ritual.” 
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Before Denny left, Tom promised to ring Agnes and Marlene, and also to let Ralph 
Hicken know. He put both hands on Denny's shoulders, looked him in the eye and said, 
“Denny, this is the biggest test for your love thing. Remember, neither you nor I really 
know Tom Hayworth. Maybe he doesn't know himself, either. We hope Agnes is right, and 
we believe we are. But all you have, in the ultimate, is this love thing you've talked about.” 

When Denny agreed, Tom let his hand drop. “Denny,” he said, “I'm not really a 
religious man. I barely hold on to faith much of the time. I need all my rituals and 
sacraments to keep me going. Yet I know somehow that you are right, and that what is 
behind the whole universe is this love thing. It must be, or God help us.” 

Denny waited whilst the old man finished. Tom went on, “I have only ever partly 
understood the revelation of love. It took men like Dostoevsky and Tolstoy to show me 
some of that, and, lately, Solzhenitsyn. I have also understood a little of Kierkegaard. 
Luther is too meaty for me, and Calvin too precise. To tell the truth, I saw it most of all 
through you and Anna, but then it broke down in the end.” The last phrase echoed in 
Denny's mind: “It broke down in the end.” Tom was still talking. “Someone said, 'Love 
never fails,' and he must be right. If it does, then everything else fails.” 

Father Tom slipped an apple into Denny's pocket and followed him through the door, 
down the steps and to the car. When Denny looked behind, he could see the old man 
standing and staring after him. He remembered the last words, “Love never fails,” and 
suddenly he knew who had said them. It was a man named Paul who came from a town 
called Tarsus in Asia. He felt strangely comforted by the thought that such a man thought 
love never, in the ultimate, failed. 

He headed the maroon car towards the mountain called Pirrawarrinni. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE 

 
ENNY, approaching from the western side, saw the dawn beginning to light up behind 
the dark mountain. He drove the car through the opening of the slip-rails, and put up 

the rails behind him again. He felt a mixture of apprehension and elation. He barely 
glanced inside the shack before making his way up the hill. He had renewed the batteries in 
his flashlight, testing the bulb to see whether it worked. He decided to make his way 
around by the south-east track, and, as this was new to him, he made his way carefully. The 
food had made him feel strong. Some of the intensity had died within him. He was looking 
forward to meeting Tom, but although he made his way through the forest until 
mid-morning, there was no sign of Agnes's husband. Denny picked out a rounded basalt 
rock, a great boulder jutting out from the side of the hill, but shaded by the eucalypts from 
the sun. From this vantage point he kept his eyes roving the mountain-side, hoping for 
some sight of the erstwhile bullocky. 

Later in the morning he found a 'camp' which might have belonged to Hayworth. There 
were traces of another rabbit, cooked and eaten, and the ashes were easy to uncover. Denny 
made his way up the mountain-side, veering deliberately to the east, all the time. He had to 
go by the sense he had, that sooner or later they would meet. In the late afternoon he ate his 
apple. He heard the vehicles from the communications centre as they made their way down 
the hill. The Landrovers were in low gear. At dusk he saw a fire to his left, and towards the 
crest of the mountain, but it had been put out before he arrived. He felt the earth and it was 
warm, but there was no sign of anyone. Nothing had been cooked on this fire. At least there 
were no remains of food. Denny wondered vaguely whether he had surprised Tom, and that 
he had vanished, postponing his cooking for a later time. 

Sometimes he had to fight the idea that the mountain was an actual personality. As he 
let the thought penetrate and grow, he found more than a touch of the mystical in his 
thinking. It was something akin to terror, something of man's ancient fear of such things as 
spirits. He knew many of the locals did look upon the mountain as a being, almost 
personal. There had been a time when the last of the full-blooded Aborigines had talked of 
their rituals on the great hill, but that had been long before even his earlier years there, over 
three decades ago. The communications pylon, the bitumen and earth roads and the various 
tracks had changed all that. Even the legends were being forgotten. Nevertheless, some of 
the mystery remained. He kept telling himself that earth and trees, bush animals and birds 
do not forge a personality for nature. Creation must be functional, and romantic views of it 
must be man's imaginative invention. Men can make mystery and idols out of almost 
anything. 

In the night it rained. As on the previous night, the atmosphere was warm enough. He 
had bedded down for a time, but from a vantage point higher in 

D
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the hill. He felt too excited to sleep, and when he had sighted the storm out to sea, he had 
made towards the communications building on the peak of the mountain. It meant climbing 
through the dark. He tried at first to avoid the road, but as the storm approached, he knew 
that he would have to use it. He broke away from the path, and took to the dirt road. 
Lightning was flashing now, flaring out in great sheets, and with it was the low growl of 
the thunder. All of it, though far away, spoke of a heavy storm. He hurried as best his leg 
would allow him. By the time he arrived at the peak he was desperately tired. He wandered 
around the buildings, which were secured with locks, and could find no place for shelter. 
Finally, he crept under a large water tank which was on a concrete base. The base formed 
three walls, but was open at the front. It was dry inside, and he was glad to know that the 
water didn't overflow into the shelter. He wished he had kept his apple. He remembered its 
sweetness wistfully. 

He would have slept, so tired he was, but the storm was soon about the hill. It was 
noisy, hasty and belligerent. At first the air was alive with the dry crackling of the 
lightning. Then the heavy clouds came, and the lightning was not playing any more. Once 
he heard the crash and explosion as it struck somewhere in the forest. The thunder broke 
and smashed about the pylon, as though it hated this modern intrusion upon the ancient 
mountain. The wind played furiously amongst the tops of the forest giants, and finally the 
rain came in an angry deluge. For the most part everything was blotted out, and only when 
the lightning played on it could he see the scene-the wild tossing of the giant trees and the 
rain pouring its brilliant silver over the buildings, the car park and the recreation area. He 
huddled back as far as he could, not wanting to attract the bolts of lightning. 

It was one of those times, when there was a brilliant and prolonged flash of lightning, 
that he saw the man. At first he thought it could not have been Tom Hayworth, for, large as 
Tom was, this man seemed larger. He loomed like some crazed giant, towering up in 
Denny's sight. Later Denny realised that he had seemed larger against the background of 
the storm and the perspective from which he had viewed him. This man had his rifle held 
aloft with one hand, and he was staggering and stumbling towards the buildings, shouting 
and crying as though he were demented. Denny caught no actual word, but he knew the 
man was in a desperate state. It was as though he were defying the very elements 
themselves, screaming wild imprecations and demanding personal battle with them. In 
another flash of brilliance, Denny saw him shaking the arm that held the rifle, shaking it 
towards the heavens and challenging them. The skies kept splitting about him, and the 
deluge increased, yammering down upon the scene and flooding the man about with 
gleaming pools of water, and flushing streams that raced down the yellow road. 

For a time the darkness closed over, and there was no lightning. Suddenly, however, it 
flashed again, and Denny saw two legs just outside his shelter, legs clothed with soaking 
moleskins and heavy farm boots. The sight was momentary, and, when next the lightning 
flashed, the legs were gone. Denny felt enormous relief that the crazed man had not seen 
his shelter. He could hear 
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the defiant cries as Hayworth moved on, but Denny was troubled. The storm, in some way, 
seemed to correlate with Hayworth's own inner anger and confusion, and he was spilling 
out his guilt and his terror in irrational defiance. Denny wondered, with a kind of empty 
despair, how he would ever contact the man and be able to tell him about Agnes and her 
fears. Even as he thought of that, he dismissed it from his mind. He knew, in a way, that the 
situation would dictate what he said and how he communicated. Hayworth would be 
difficult to handle. Denny remained huddled in the shelter, under the tank. 

The storm was gone as quickly as it had come. He could hear its growl west of the 
mountain, and see the brilliant bursts of light that accompanied it as it travelled. The tank 
was overflowing, some of the water making its way through the overflow downpipes, but 
most of it simply spilling over the top. He was partially wetted as he slipped out from the 
shelter. He paused for a moment, making his way towards the yellow road. The night was 
not totally dark, punctuated as it was by distant flashes of light, but he needed his own 
torch as he edged towards the road. He had no sooner switched it on than he heard the 
crack of a rifle. He felt something whip past him, and then he heard a shrill chuckle. He 
hastily flicked off his torch. 

“Don't move, Cardin,” the voice said. “Just stand there. Don't move. You are right in 
my sights.” Denny knew he couldn't be in anyone's sights because the night was dark. He 
dropped silently to the muddy ground, inching forward softly. There was a another chuckle 
that had more than a touch of the maniacal, and another crack of the rifle. Then the voice 
cried, “Why don't you stand up, Cardin, if you're not afraid?” 

Denny wondered for a moment whether Hayworth could see him in the dark. Suddenly 
there was a searing flash of lightning, and, although far away, it lit the scene faintly. Denny 
saw the bullocky standing over against the communications building with the rifle at his 
shoulder. He saw the faint yellow colour as it spat. He heard the whistle of the bullet. 

“Go on, Cardin,” the man shouted. “Run! Run for your life. Your thing don't work. Go 
on, run!” 

Denny found himself calculating whether Hayworth really wanted him to run, or not. 
He felt clear in his mind. He decided Hayworth really wanted him to run. He desired 
Denny's humiliation. Denny, in that split second of time, debated whether to satisfy 
Hayworth's twisted desire, or whether to do what he had known he would have to do. He 
decided on the latter. He rose slowly, switched on his flashlight again, and began walking 
towards Hayworth. There was silence from Hayworth's direction, and Denny knew he was 
thinking, trying to calculate Denny's mind. Denny walked on steadily. 

Suddenly Hayworth's voice stabbed the night. “This is it, Cardin,” he said. Denny heard 
the crack of the rifle again, and he did not even pause. He kept the torch down so that he 
was not provoking Hayworth. He walked steadily towards him. 

As he did, Hayworth shouted, “You're crazy, Cardin. You're just asking for it.” After a 
silence there was another cry, but Denny thought he heard a note of desperation. “You'll 
get what you're asking for,” the voice said, but there was 
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no crack from the rifle. Denny remembered again the night he had been wounded during 
the war, the sudden splatter of fire, the shell's impact in his leg, the whole sheer surprise of 
it, and then the failing. Behind him had been the yammer-yammer of the guns as he had 
spun to the earth. Then there had been silence. It had been only a temporary silence-one of 
those strange and uncanny moments that happen in war-time. 

Now there was again such a silence. Denny walked on, each step covering an infinite 
space of time, and yet time not dragging for him. On and on he walked, waiting for 
movement from the silent figure ahead. He uttered no word. He just walked on. Still no 
barking from the rifle, and most strangely of all, no word from the waiting man. 

Denny let the light of his torch trail forward as he walked. An age had passed since he 
had stepped from the muddy, yellow road. Light gleamed on the small pools as the beam of 
light fell on them. The only sound was a faint tossing in the tops of the trees. The storm had 
receded some distance, and its growls were deep but faint. Finally Denny's torch fell on the 
empty footmarks of Hayworth's boots. Denny hesitated to flick the torch upwards, but even 
without doing that he knew Hayworth had gone. 

He felt relief at the discovery, not simply because Hayworth had not attempted to kill 
him, but because Hayworth had not wanted to kill him. He stood for a moment, flicking the 
torch about him, and craning to hear any sound. Hayworth was a practised bushman, and 
Denny heard nothing. Hayworth could be hiding, and any sudden movement from Denny 
might bring another burst from the rifle. In truth, however, Denny felt, in his depths, that 
Hayworth would not use the rifle again. 

He flicked off the torch, standing in the dark, and waiting to hear some chance sound. 
He heard nothing, and when he had waited for a time, suddenly, a great weariness 
descended upon him. He wanted to drop on the muddy road, put his head between his 
hands, and seek some kind of mental eclipse, some temporary oblivion so that his tired 
mind could be restored. 

The road was muddy and he did not drop. He turned again, towards the road that led 
down the mountain. He knew he was not going to track down Hayworth again that night. 
He knew by instinct that Hayworth either had some hidden refuge on the mountain, or that 
he would go to old Jack's shack. He himself knew that was where he should go. His great 
weariness still clung to him, and he shuffled, favouring his tired leg. He was cold and stiff 
and emotionally drained. It seemed like an eternity, going down the mountain, taking first 
the earthen road, and then the bitumen, until he was nearly down the hill. He knew where 
to turn off to go towards the shack, and when he did, he became soaked from the wet 
bushes and ferns and undergrowth which brushed at his denims or caught at him as he 
passed. The cold raindrops on the blackthorn scratches were a constant irritant. He pressed 
on, trying to separate his tiredness from his disappointment. Somehow he had failed, yet 
how he had, or for what reason, he did not know. 

He had a peremptory glance at his car in passing, as he arrived at the shack. No one had 
touched it. He flashed his torch about, wondering whether Tom 
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Hayworth had parked his own vehicle in the area. He knew it could be parked anywhere, 
perhaps even near Anna's grave. The thought stimulated him for a moment, with a faint 
trace of anger, but then he dropped that and went into the shack. No one had been there 
since he had left it. Nothing was disturbed. 

For a moment he sat on the divan, and tried to think. When thought would not come in 
the dark, he flicked on his flashlight and looked for kindling to light in the old hearth. 
There was plenty of rubbish around, which would serve the purpose, and from the verandah 
he brought in split tallow-wood which was soon crackling and blazing, drawing on the 
supplies of oil within it. He felt the warmth of it reach up to him, fanning out from the 
flames. After a time, the denims began to steam as the moisture evaporated. He felt a cosy 
glow grow within him. He stared for a long time into the fire, as though it might help him 
to understand the mystery of Tom Hayworth. Once, when he was almost asleep, he thought 
he heard a sound, but saw no one. It did, however, serve to switch his mind from what he 
had thought was the mystery of Tom Hayworth, to the mystery of himself. He felt a tired 
sense of surprise. When had he become a mystery? He felt drowsy astonishment. Surely he 
was no mystery! He certainly wasn't to himself. 

When the fire dropped into rich, glowing ashes, he felt he could sleep, but the motion of 
getting up and putting new logs brought him fully awake. His mind started to think again. 
He found himself going back over the events of his life, but not in the bemused way he had 
over the past few months. Somehow his thinking was clarified. The weariness had dropped 
away from him. His mind was alert. He remembered wryly that, in the prison camp, in the 
midst of hunger, he had been able to think very dearly. 

He found it curious to know that in all his years of suspended life-those twenty-eight 
years after the death of Anna, including the ones when he had lived in his new marriage-his 
thoughts had not really been suspended. They had been years of steady self-accusation. He 
had busied himself with study, and Esther, and even Marlene, trying to push back his 
destiny. He saw that clearly now. He had been born for a destiny. He even knew that every 
man has a destiny. That came to him as a gentle surprise. Tom Hayworth, too: he had a 
destiny. To think of destiny was not megalomania. He thought wryly, “No destiny; no real 
humanity.” 

When he had thought all these things through, he felt his weariness return. Again he 
heaped the logs onto the fire, and watched them catch quickly, burning with the peculiar 
blaze of the tallow-wood timber. The weariness closed about him. He lifted his feet onto 
the old divan, surrounded with all the reminders of old Jack. He put his head back and 
slept. 
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CHAPTER FORTY 

OMEHOW he was not surprised when he opened his eyes. It was as though he had 
expected Tom Hayworth to be there. Maybe that was more than he could have hoped 

would happen. At the same time, when he had taken the trail back to the shack, he had 
somehow known they would meet. Tom Hayworth was there, standing, and looking down 
at him. His rifle was held loosely in the crook of his elbow. It hung there, carelessly. Tom's 
look was intense enough, but there was nothing maniacal about him. The bullocky merely 
looked extremely weary. 

Denny lay there, looking up at the bullocky who had hated him. He knew he was an 
easy mark for the man, but somehow there was no fear. When he thought about it, he had 
never really feared Tom Hayworth. Somehow, too, the man had known that. 

Hayworth stood staring at him for a moment. Then he went across to the fire. Denny 
saw that he was not soaked with the wet of the forest, but that his clothes were superficially 
damp. Hayworth had found a nook last night. Perhaps he knew of some cave on the 
mountain, or maybe had gone back and slept in his utility truck. Denny watched him draw 
a block of sawn tallow-wood, placing it near the fire. Without looking at him, Hayworth 
spread his palms towards the fire. It still glowed, even after the hours Denny had slept. 

Denny said quietly, “Throw a bit of wood on the fire.” Hayworth obeyed mildly, 
placing the dry tallow-wood with deft movements. The dry crackling of the split timber 
was the only sound in the shack. 

Finally Hayworth turned to him. “You have guts, Cardin,” he muttered. “At least I'll say 
that for you.” 

Denny did not move, except to put his hands under his head. The divan was hard, 
stuffed with heavy, dry fibre, His neck ached where it had pressed against the old piece of 
furniture. 

Hayworth went on. “I could have killed you last night, easy as falling.” He shook his 
head. “Don't know why I didn't,” he said, and he shook his head doubtfully. Denny still did 
not say anything. He knew it wasn't his moment. 

After a time Hayworth stopped spreading his hands. He turned the fingers inwards and 
gripped them in the palms. “If ever I've hated anyone's guts, it's yours,” he said, and he half 
turned towards Denny. Denny still kept silent for the moment. 

When Hayworth sat, saying nothing, Denny spoke at last, surprising even himself: 
“Maybe you hate your own guts more than you hate mine.” 

He saw the incredible surprise in the eyes of the other farmer. “How would you know 
that?” Hayworth asked. Denny didn't know how to answer that, so he remained silent. Then 
Hayworth went on, “You're right.” His voice even sounded agreeable. “I've been working 
out a lot of things on this mountain, and the only conclusion I can come to is that we are 
both fools.” 

S
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Denny listened as Hayworth talked. “You were the fool of all fools,” Hayworth said 
savagely. “You went and left your wife. No man has a right to leave his wife.” 

Denny stared at the man. He wanted to ask the question, “But haven't you left yours? 
Don't you do that regularly?” but he knew instinctively that the question would not even 
register. Hayworth was away somewhere in the past, the time when Denny had been called 
for. the research which the Repatriation Department had made into ex-POW rehabilitation. 
He had had to leave Anna then. He had not wanted to do that, but there was no other way. 

Hayworth suddenly laughed, and immediately Denny was alerted. Hayworth would not 
look at him, but kept staring into the fire. “I guess you know I had an affair with Anna that 
time.” 

For a moment Denny's heart went cold. This he could not believe. He would have 
known it when he returned. In any case, Anna was not like that. He heard Hayworth's voice 
over the top of his own pain. “She was a beautiful little woman, that Anna was,” Hayworth 
was saying. “You never deserved her. just leaving her like that to another man.” 

Denny thought, “He's crazy. He's just kidding himself. He never knew Anna.” 
Hayworth was saying, “It wasn't easy to talk her into anything. I'll grant you that. She 

was crazy about you. Lived in the mists she did.” Then he laughed. “The mists went that 
week. No doubt about that. They went all right.” 

Denny wasn't lying on the couch. He saw the satisfaction in Hayworth's eyes as he sat 
up. Hayworth pretended to be still looking at the fire. He had not missed the clenching of 
Denny's hands, but he talked as though he had seen nothing. Then he shot his heavy, 
hardest bolt: “I guess that makes me Esther's real father,” he said softly. 

Denny was stunned. He was trying to think quickly, but this had prevented him from 
exercising his usual discernment. Suddenly he remembered Anna's look, almost of terror, 
when he returned from Sydney. She had clung to him, as though frightened. He 
remembered again that, from that point onwards, Hayworth had not brought his bullocks 
past the farm. He had swung away towards the hill, using the back road. Anna had been 
strangely quiet about the bullocky she had admired so much. 

He was trying to remember the day when Anna had announced she was pregnant. 
Something kept blurring before the eyes of his memory, something he could not recollect. 
He looked up and saw Hayworth's eyes were upon him, and fiercely intent. He looked 
back, feeling cold inside, and after a moment the former bullocky looked away, staring 
back into the fire. 

Denny said, with a dry throat, “Esther? You Esther's father? You must be mad.” 
He began to think about Esther, and the deep love they had developed over the years. It 

was true, of course, that she looked more like Anna than like him. But then she had 
gestures which were his own. He felt sick as he tried to argue fiercely that she was his. 

Hayworth was saying slowly, “I'm not mad, and you know I'm not. I loved 
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Anna like I never loved anyone. I had never seen anyone like Anna until you brought 
her here. There never was, and there never will be, anyone like Anna.” 

Denny's mind was an arctic waste. It was filled with tumbled, irregular, frozen waves of 
coldness. Every bit of this man was bearing down upon him, and he knew he could not 
cope. He could not even fight the battle of loyalty. He was crying out to Anna, asking her 
to tell him the truth. The recollection he sought was just evading him. Then it crashed up at 
him like a hard, mountainous ocean wave. Anna had said to him, softly, “If it is a boy let us 
call him Thomas.” 

Everything in Denny froze. At the time he had thought nothing of the name. It had been 
easy to agree. Now it seemed like sheer affrontery. “Call him Thomas.” He stared at 
Hayworth, feeling heavy and sick within. He tried to rise, but his body seemed like lead. 
Fight as he would, he could not rise. He sat back, breathing deeply. He saw the unholy joy 
in Hayworth's eyes. 

“Call him Thomas!” Commonsense told him that if there had been disloyalty then that 
was the last thing Anna would have said. Yet he felt helpless against the waves of 
loneliness that were bearing up against him. 

Somewhere, some place in his mind, a warning bell was ringing. It was faint, 
very faint, but it alerted him. He looked again at Hayworth and could see the 
dark glee of the man. Hayworth had given his attention to the fire, his hands 
fanned out before the flame. His hands gripped and ungripped, and his whole 
body was quivering. Denny realised that the man was in an orgy of exultation. 
He knew it to be an unnatural and unholy joy. 
He kept thinking of the things Tom Thwaites had said, and he tried to pierce to the 

mind of the man opposite him. Then he realised that the warning bell was not about Tom 
Hayworth: it more concerned Denny himself. He remembered the last time he had been 
stunned. It had been the day of Anna's death, something he had not believed could happen. 
He remembered the farewell at the station when they had all looked at him with pitying 
eyes. He knew now, clearly, that part of the pity was for themselves. They had lost 
something when he had lost something. He knew that, in some way, he must not be lost 
again. He must not react. Another part of his being argued fiercely, and said this was 
beyond human endurance. He saw the dreaded god of justice raise its head, and in a flash 
remembered his own heavy demand for justice when others had sought to preserve 
themselves in the days of terrible starvation. Then he had the strange and unbelievable 
thought that if he failed now, Tom Hayworth was doomed. That was the thought which 
came like a cold douche. At the same time, it thawed the frozen wastes within him, and 
gave some slight renewal. It was very little, but enough to help him regain sanity. 

Even so, when he talked, it did not sound like his own voice, and he could scarcely 
believe it was he who was speaking. His voice was so calm, so regular and steady. He was 
saying, “If Esther is your daughter, then I guess she is your daughter.” 

At that Tom Hayworth swung around from the fire. His eyes were glowing. “Then you 
accept that she is my child?” he said. 

Denny looked at him wearily. “You accept it,” he said. “If it is true, then it 
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will take me some time to accept it.” 
“And what of Anna?” the other man asked cleverly. 
“Of course,” thought Denny. “I can surrender Esther, if that has to be. But how can I 

surrender Anna? It means Anna betrayed us, somewhere along the line.” Even he noticed 
that he had used 'us' and not 'me'. He stared at Tom, “If Anna was wrong,” he said gently, 
“then I have to accept that too.” 

He felt that Hayworth had reached a zenith in emotion that he had never believed could 
be possible. Hayworth was quivering with an intensity of joy. Yet, at the back of his mind, 
the bell was ringing, and Denny knew there was something unclean and wrong about the 
joy. 

He said softly, “Even if Anna did fail, that makes no difference to my love for her.” 
Hayworth rapped it out like a pistol shot. “What do you mean-'makes no difference'?” 
Denny suddenly knew what he had never known before, that, no matter what another 

does, it make no difference to love. He felt giddy with the understanding. Some kind of 
power was growing within him. 

He stood and walked over to Hayworth, staring down at him. “Once I made a mistake,” 
he said. “I let something terrible make a difference. It's not going to happen a second time.” 

The light went out of Hayworth's eyes. He even looked nervous, fiddling with his own, 
strong fingers. Denny said calmly, “I made a mistake when Anna died. I let it make a 
difference. I should have stayed and lived with it, and gone on loving like before.” 

Denny felt the sickness rise up in the other man. Hayworth was not looking at him. He 
was gazing, unseeing, at the hearth where the small sparks glowed in the accumulation of 
the fine ash. Finally he said it, but in a voice that was lack-lustre: “Do you mean you love 
Anna, even though she has been unfaithful to you?” 

Denny nodded silently. “That's about the measure of it,” he said. 
The former bullocky stood, but he was slumped. His eyes were still not on Denny. He 

said with slow anger, “Any man who loved his wife would kill an intruder.” This time he 
looked at Denny. “If he had any guts.” 

Denny was trembling, not from fear, but from the ordeal, the conflict still within him. 
Years ago he might have fought this man. He might have killed him. But not now. 
Suddenly he knew the grim and great power of the love he had formerly only glimpsed. He 
had a sudden picture of Tom Thwaites, with his hand on Denny, saying, “But in the 
ultimate it's all you have, this love which you talk about.” They had agreed at the end, “If 
this fails, then everything fails.” 

Somehow he had thought that, at the pinch, love would be hard. He knew that, as yet, 
he did not know the truth about Anna. The man had seemed convincing, but Denny could 
not know for sure. Yet he knew intuitively that if it had been this way-Tom and Anna-that 
he had in fact forgiven her. It was more than gratuitous forgiveness. It was love itself. He 
knew he had loved Anna, and that he still loved her. Loving Marlene at the same time was 
no problem. It was a different thing. 
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He went back to the couch, and hunched over his knees as he sat. The silence of the 
room was long and powerful. Occasionally there was a resinous spit from the fire, but 
nothing more in the way of sound. 

Finally Denny said, “I guess you want Esther to know she is your daughter.” 
He detected a slight look of alarm in Hayworth's eyes. The man said, “That would be 

hard on her.” 
Denny shook his head. “You don't know Esther,” he said. “She's solid gold. She'll 

accommodate. She'd be loyal to you.” 
He saw Hayworth sag, and wondered why. Then Denny said slowly, “I guess Agnes is 

going to find this hard.” 
“Agnes knows,” Tom said. With that, the grey blank folded around Denny again. The 

arctic coldness gripped his heart and held him in a firm, killing vice. If Tom had told Agnes 
then it must be true. He asked, wearily, “Why did she never try to have Esther back in the 
Creek?” 

Tom sat for a time. He looked sullen now. His emotions seemed to have ebbed. Even in 
the heat of the fire he gave a shiver. “She loved Esther when she was up for the funeral,” he 
said, He seemed to have no desire to sneer. “Didn't you see how Esther and Deidre made it 
so well together? That's how sisters are naturally.” 

Denny could have debated that. One of his favourite subjects was sociology, but he 
remained silent. Cold as was his heart, he felt no antipathy for Tom Hayworth. He 
remembered with faint surprise that he had never hated the Japanese. He had desired to 
know what they thought, and why they acted as they did, but he never felt hatred. Now he 
was not hating Tom. He was trying to understand Tom and why he acted the way he did. 

Love! Well, that was just a common word. For most people it spoke of special softness 
for chosen objects. It spoke of desire fulfilled, or one's own love returned. But it was a 
fiercely human thing. The love man exercised looked for its rewards. This was not the way 
he must love. 

He stood up and came across to Tom Hayworth. He held out his hand, steadily. “You 
could be right about Anna,” he said. “Maybe I shouldn't have left her. I don't have anything 
against Anna, and that isn't because she is dead. If she were alive I wouldn't have anything 
against her.” In the midst of this act, his misery was deep. The sudden thought of Anna 
being alive almost overwhelmed him. He saw the other man through a mist of tears. He 
said, feeling Hayworth's hand hard and dry in his, “If Esther is your daughter, then that is 
that. That is how it is. I accept it.” 

He could see the anger rising in the other man's eyes. He felt Hayworth's hand drop, and 
suddenly he felt the blow of the same hand against his face. The blow spun him around, but 
he stood his ground. He knew that it would have been easy to hit Hayworth, and he also 
knew he had no fear of the man. Once he had warned Hayworth off, and he knew, at that 
time, that Hayworth had had fear. He knew, in some strange way of a moral instinct, that 
he must never hit the man. He waited for Hayworth to strike another blow, but the man 
could not. His hands were still clenching and unclenching, but his face was filled with 
amazement. Finally he tried to show Denny he despised him, but 
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Denny was not buying that form of derision. The sneer died on the face of the bullocky. 
Denny walked to the door of the shack. He turned to have a last look at the man who 

had struck a blow such as he had never known in all his experience. Hayworth was 
standing looking down at the floor, unconscious that Denny was leaving him. 

Denny walked out of the shack, towards the car, but as he did he heard a cry that was so 
terrible that Denny thought later he never wanted to hear the like again while life lasted. 
Denny had heard the cliché, 'the cry of a lost soul'. It had always seemed to him to be 
melodramatic, too unreal to be true. He had heard unforgettable cries which had issued 
from the insane ward in the camp, but then, terrible as they were, they were the cries of 
men in irrational states. This terrible cry from Hayworth was that of a man in a rational 
state. It was frightening. It froze him. 

“Denny,” shouted Hayworth, as though he were crying out of some private hell. 
“Denny, come back. For God's sake don't leave me!” 

Denny walked back slowly. When he came to the doorway and saw Hayworth's face, he 
knew there was something terribly wrong. Why there should be, he did not exactly know. 
He entered quietly, and came up to the trembling man. Hayworth was speechless. His 
tongue seemed paralysed after the dreadful shout. Denny waited until the trembling 
subsided somewhat. Then Hayworth said, “Sit down, Denny. Sit down, man. I have to tell 
you something.” 

It was a long time before Hayworth could talk. Denny had gained confidence from the 
way in which Tom had called him 'Denny'. That was how it had been in the old days, the 
days before he had gone to Sydney, to the hospital. Tom had loved Anna, he knew that. Yet 
so had other people. If Denny was right about those days, then Tom had affection for him 
also. 'Love' was not a word Hayworth would ever have used. It was just that their 
appreciation of his bullock team had given him a place in the sun. Tom had liked that. In 
their company he had not felt inferior. Anna had been no more interested in him than 
Denny had. They had both accepted Tom. Here he was using the old word again, 'Denny'. 

Now Tom was speaking. His voice came through hoarsely when he did. “I killed your 
Anna,” he said. 

It was Denny, now, who was speechless. He looked at Tom. The bullocky seemed 
under some kind of shock. Denny recovered and said quickly, “You mean that you feel 
responsible for Anna's death on Pirrawarrinni?” Tom nodded slowly. He still could not 
speak. Denny shook his head. “If that tree had not fallen on her,” he said, “she'd be alive 
today.” 

It was as though Tom had not heard. “I was gunning for you,” he said. “I wanted you 
killed that day. I was the one who left the note at the house. I wanted to get you up there 
after the others had gone from the picnic. I wanted you dead, and I wanted Anna alive.” 

“I know that,” Denny said. “That isn't news.” 
Tom stared at him. “How did you find out?” he asked. “Have you seen the 

newspapers?” 
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Denny nodded. 
“You got them from the post office?” Tom asked. 
Denny shook his head. “I don't know what you mean by that,” he said. 
It was Tom who was bewildered now. “I left them at the post office,” he said. “I was 

going up into the mountain, and I knew you would follow. But you say you didn't get the 
parcel. How did you know, then? How did you know I was the one?” 

“I read them,” Denny said simply. “I read them after I found old Jack dead. I read 
through them.” 

Tom said slowly, “Then why didn't you kill me? You came up on to Pirrawarrinni to do 
that, didn't you?” 

“Kill you?” Denny was stunned. “Man, you're crazy. Who wants to kill you? I went up 
to find you, and try to talk it out.” 

“Talk it out?” Tom's voice was an empty echo. “What could you talk out?” 
Denny considered his words. “I guess I knew you felt guilty. I think I knew you hated 

me because you wanted Anna. I didn't know anything about Anna and Esther, not, anyway, 
as you have told me.” He saw a flicker of fear in Tom's eyes, but went on. “I just knew you 
were guilty about that day, and that you would never be at peace until somehow you 
cleared your guilt.” He saw the flicker again. He went on, “I thought that if you could spill 
it out, then maybe it would help. Maybe we could be friends again, and you could be at 
peace.” 

Tom kept staring at him, saying nothing. Denny wondered what more there was to say. 
He suddenly remembered Agnes and Father Tom. “Agnes told me you both loved one 
another,” he said. “That somehow the Anna affair had been healed.” He wondered why 
Agnes had not told him about Anna and Esther. “I imagined that a work-out between us 
might dear the air.” 

Tom was still staring. His eyes seemed glassy. Denny remembered Father Tom. He 
knew the farmer had some affection for the priest since the death of his own daughter. 
“Tom Thwaites reckoned that you used to see me as a prig,” he said. “I reckoned I had to 
even the score. I had to convince you I was no prig.” 

Tom had moistened his lips with his tongue, and now he spoke. “How?” he asked. 
“How do you even that score?” 

Denny frowned. “I don't quite know,” he said. “If I came through to you as a prig, then 
that was how I came through. I doubt that I really was. In any case, I didn't mean it that 
way.” 

Tom nodded. “I just hated your guts,” he said. “I thought you were too good to be true. 
None of us had ever seen anything like you and Anna.” He paused again, licking his lips. 
“You don't want to kill me because I killed Anna, eh?” he asked. 

Denny was a trifle impatient. “You never set out to kill Anna. You set out to kill me. 
Anna died instead. Either of us would have willingly done that for each other-died in each 
other's place, I mean. Agnes would do that for you.” He stopped and looked at Hayworth. 
“I imagine you would do that for Agnes. But it wasn't the death of Anna that was the real 
problem. It was my reaction to her death.” 
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Hayworth's took was keen. He leaned a little as he stared at Denny. “Reaction?” he 
asked sharply. 

Denny nodded. “I have discovered, over the years, that a man does not need to react to 
anyone or anything.” He saw the amazement in Hayworth's eyes, and also the disbelief. “I 
know we do react,” he said, accepting the other man's amazement. “A man reacts 
immediately when he is hurt, but if he goes on being hurt, he is living with a self-inflicted 
wound.” He gave a faint grin as he remembered the Army. “'SIW,' we used to call it in the 
forces-' self-inflicted wound.' It was generally because you wanted to get out of the battle.” 

He saw understanding come into Tom's eyes. “You mean that if we didn't react we 
would not carry hurt about with us?” 

Denny nodded. Then he said drearily, “I reacted when Anna died. I reacted against you 
all. I reacted against the universe. I reacted against God.” 

“God!” Tom echoed. 
Denny nodded. “Most of all against God,” he said. “I put it all down to God. I told Him 

He hadn't handled things well.” 
Tom was amazed. “I've been doing that for years,” he said. “Long before even I met 

you and Anna.” 
Denny nodded again. “I guessed that much,” he said gently. “But we can't blame 

anyone for the way we react to circumstances, even if we aren't, ourselves, responsible for 
the circumstances that come upon us.” 

“And you don't hate me?” asked Tom. 
Denny shook his head. “I can't afford that,” he said. “It's too deadly.” He hoped Tom 

Hayworth wouldn't count this as part of his old priggishness. He didn't think he would; 
everything that was happening was far too real. 

Tom seemed tired, and Denny watched him seat himself again on the sawn tallow-wood 
block. He sagged from the shoulders, inwardly. He muttered more than said, “So you don't 
hate me.” Denny made no move. He felt that Tom was talking to himself. 

After a time Tom said, “I guess I could go to the police.” 
“What for?” Denny asked. 
Tom looked across at him. He seemed to be more free. “To own up about that fire.” 
Denny said slowly, “You mean the petrol you dumped in the forest.” 
Tom nodded in agreement. “And for the fire I started.” 
Denny sat thinking for a time. Finally he asked, “What good would that do, after all 

these years?” He stared keenly at the other man. “Haven't you suffered enough?” He raised 
a hand when the other man began to protest. “Hasn't Agnes suffered enough?” he asked, 
“and the children, too?” 

The other man drooped visibly. Then he nodded silently. 
Denny said firmly, “Tom, I never was a prig consciously. I know I must have seemed 

that way. Anna and I just wanted to live, loving people and caring for them. Anna proved it 
as far as she lived. Maybe she might have broken down under too much pressure; I guess 
we'll never know. I broke down, and that is a fact of life.” He stood up and stretched his 
arms a little. “In one way I'm glad I failed,” he said. “The failure has proved to me that the 
love-thing is the true 
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thing. Harm comes when we fail, and that proves the good when it works.” 
Tom seemed uncertain about Denny's statement. He had no mind for abstractions. 
“So you don't hold Anna's death against me?” he asked. 
Denny said he didn't. “I wish I had stayed and proved the principle to the community,” 

he said. “I failed where I should have succeeded.” 
“What do you mean?” asked Tom. 
Denny smiled faintly. “There is a saying; it is this: 'Love never fails.”' Tom was staring 

at him. He knew the saying as well as Denny. The difference was that he had never thought 
about it. Now it came to him with a force he had not known. All he could do was shake his 
head. Denny did not know whether it was in amazement or disbelief. 

Finally Denny said, “Let's go home, Tom. Let's call it a day.” 
Hayworth stood, and, as before, stared down at the floor. Then he opened his mouth 

and Denny could scarcely credit what he was hearing. Tom's old bullocky powers of 
speech had returned to him. The semi-polite farmer was lost in the old and famed art of 
vituperation. Hayworth called all the powers in heaven and earth to witness his 
blasphemous stupidity. He cursed himself up hill and down dale. Even the patient beasts 
who had pulled his great cedar logs had never felt the calculated brilliance of this amazing 
flow of expression. Hayworth drew upon every variation of his mother tongue, and the 
cunning accretions that decades of bullockies had added. Denny marvelled at it, but in 
places he also shuddered. All of it was enough to convince him that the former bullocky 
had gone through what man and God call in the first case 'remorse” and in the second, 
'repentance'. Certainly by the time he ceased shouting, he seemed to have affected a total 
catharsis of his crime, his sin and his idiocy. 

Denny almost wanted to grin. But some of the anguish for Anna and Esther was still 
there. He guessed he had better not carry that hurt deliberately. He wondered, however, 
how one could dull such pain. He knew he must fight desperately to defeat any sense of 
hurt, any indignation at injustice. 

When he had finished, Tom Hayworth came across and did what he had never done to a 
man in his life, not even to his own father. He took Denny in his great arms and hugged 
him, crushing him to him. “You were real, Denny,” he said. “You were real in it all. Real 
as Anna.” Then a spasm of pain darkened his eyes, and he released Denny. 

“You heard what I called myself,” he said, “and I am all of those things.” He dropped 
his arms. “I'm worse even that that. I'm a lousy, stinking liar.” When Denny said nothing he 
shouted, with tears in his eyes, “I never went near your Anna. Not in the way I said. Sure, I 
wanted to, and I hurt Anna. She would have none of it, though, and you were a fool to 
believe me. She would have none of it, and I hurt her so much she couldn't have me near 
the place, not from the day you returned. Even if she would have had me around, I could 
never have looked her in the eyes again. As for Esther, how could she be Tom Hayworth's 
daughter? She's all of Anna, and all of you.” 

It was Denny's turn. In a flash the ice had melted, the pain had gone, and the grey mist 
of his spirit changed to brilliant light. He grabbed the lying scoundrel 
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of a bullocky and held him in a vice-like grip. He hugged the breath from him until he felt 
his own body crumple, and he dropped on to the divan, gasping for breath. 

Tom sat back on his block of tallow-wood, and the morning sped into the day as they 
felt the release. Strangely enough, Denny was thinking about Good Friday and a cross, and 
Easter day and a new life. He kept hearing things Aubrey had said, and dry old Long John 
with his reformed theology, and dear priestly Tom with his sacramental doctrine. They all 
seemed to flow together with a strange but beautiful harmonising. They were a gentle but 
powerful medley. Denny thought he would tell Tom one day that the forgiveness of God 
was better than that of a man. Right now wasn't the time. 

Suddenly he said, “I'm hungry. Why don't we go for some food?” 
Tom agreed, “I'll collect Agnes and come on to your place.” 
Denny added, “Ralph Hicken will be there for sure, and Jenny with him. I’ll pick up 

Father Tom.” 
Tom said suddenly, “Sit down, man, before we go. I've got something to ask you.” 
“Just ask,” Denny said, still elated beyond belief. 
“About that house-warming,” Tom said. “You aren't aiming to set up some crazy kind 

of show, are you?” 
“Such as what?” asked Denny, not taking offence. 
“Such as trying to go back to the past, hey?” 
“Not a bit,” said Denny, still calm. “We just want to show there is one little place where 

we can go slowly, even if it isn't practical for the whole world.” 
“I've been thinking it over,” said Tom. “I got real jealous of you. I'd been looking at old 

Jack's antique machinery for years. I wanted to start a kind of place like that. But, unlike 
you, I don't have the money. 11 

“Right,” agreed Denny. “But what we're doing-Marlene and 1, like Anna and I years 
ago-we can all join in that.” 

Tom agreed. “Maybe we can try it anyway,” he volunteered. He nodded slowly. “I can 
believe it all now,” he assented, still with an air of wonder. Denny could see the new, huge 
freedom of the man. 

“So let us go,” Denny said, impatient to be back to Marlene. 
“Just a minute,” said Tom with restraining dignity. “Suppose I turned up at the 

house-warming with a bullock team, and the old jinkers. Maybe with a great cedar log or 
the like.” 

Denny jeered good-naturedly. “Where would you get a line of beasts like that?” 
“That's right,” grinned Hayworth secretively. “Where would I?” He laughed a great 

belly laugh. “Wouldn't you like to know?” he crowed triumphantly. 
Denny thought he would like to know. He watched the other man slip through the old 

rail fence and trot down the path to where his ute was hidden. When he sat behind the 
wheel of his own car and turned on the ignition, he marvelled at the comfort and affluence 
which had come to him unbidden over the years. 

It wasn't that he was really sceptical about the idea of Tom and his bullocks. It was just 
that he wondered. The closer he came to the Thwaites's farm, and 
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so the nearer he was to his own property, the more he pondered on Tom Hayworth and his 
team of bullocks-the snuffling and straining of bullocks, the iron-bound wheels of the 
jinkers, and the incredible sight of an ancient cedar log, like it had been in the early days. 



TALL GROW THE TALLOW-WOODS 234

CHAPTER FORTY-ONE 

 
t wasn't just a house-warming any more. It was much more. It was a great celebration, a 
district celebration, that had taken twenty-eight years to come to its fulfilment. 

It was a celebration of the triumph of Anna Cardin. It was true that her grave was there 
under weathered stone, and had been for nigh on three decades. But Anna Cardin was 
abroad, as young and fresh and vital as ever she had been; and now was the time of the 
ultimate triumph of her love. 

Marlene knew it was Anna. Agnes knew it was Anna. Tom Hayworth and Denny 
Cardin knew it was Anna. No one denied her the day which was hers. They came from 
every corner of the district to be there. No matter whether the young hippie folk liked it or 
not, the barbecue grew to giant proportions. Dressed carcasses were brought to be spitted 
over the long fire set in the trench which Ralph Hicken had made. It was a furrow of flame 
to begin with, but then became a nest of glowing coals. Well before the crowd arrived, the 
pigs, the choice lambs and the great sides of beef were beginning to drop their fat and make 
the coals spit and spurt and talk. 

Come they did, in every kind of vehicle: some in stylish limousines; others in modest 
sedans; yet others in battered broncos of vehicles. They swung around into the front 
paddock and lined up against the ancient split-rail fence. A few of the youngest ones were 
on horses, both fine-looking hacks and workaday animals. When they alighted from the 
vehicles and animals, they milled towards the barbecue where Ralph Hicken and jenny, 
with a host of helpers decked out in white aprons, supervised the arrangements. Tables 
were laden with salads and fruit and buttered slices of fresh country bread. There were 
dishes of sweets, cakes of incredible shapes, sizes and quality, and, amidst it all, great jugs 
of fruit-punch with clinking cubes of ice. For the moment it was covered with protective 
gauze cloth, against the flies that flickered about it all. 

Denny and Marlene heard the cries of greetings as they set out from the house. Folk 
were saluting one another, and then meeting Denny and Marlene. Whilst this was 
happening, a large lorry of cheering uniformed men drew up, and the Burtville Band 
alighted, bearing their huge instruments towards a spot Ralph had selected for them. 
Already he had placed chairs for them, and Denny, astonished, watched them settle down, 
opening up their instrument cases, trying out a note or so whilst the drummers rumbled a 
test or two on their drums. Marlene giggled, unable to comprehend the magnitude of it all. 

Nor was she allowed to remain with Denny for long. The women whisked her away 
from him, determined to see the renovated house. Others had begun to flow towards the 
quadrangle behind the house, where the antique farm machinery glowed in its new 
spit-and-polish decorations. Mysteriously, much of it was missing. Only Ralph and one or 
two others knew why. What was there was guarded proudly by the group of young 
vagrants, who cast a sus 

I
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picious eye over the invading hordes of investigators. They never tired of the astonishment 
the visitors expressed on seeing some piece of machinery, the very existence of which they 
had long forgotten. Wistful looks came into the eyes of the older farmers. Some rapped on 
the machinery with gnarled hands, and growled out their nostalgia. In their gruff but 
concealed joy, they almost failed to see the hippies in their Eastern and esoteric 
plumage-that is, what there was of it. The girls were dressed in Indian clothing, and some 
of the men wore toga-like coverings. The remainder were in their habitual denims. The 
little group assumed an air of patronage as the visitors wandered about, peering and staring 
and being excited. 

By this time the booming of the band began to beat across the courtyard, and folk 
wandered back to the barbecue as though this were some grand summoning to food, fun 
and fellowship. Ralph had a transistorised hand megaphone, and was booming above the 
band for folk to come whilst Father Tom said grace. The music dwindled to silence, and 
Father Tom came forward. Everyone knew this was the only time in the day that there 
would be speeches. They waited patiently. 

Father Tom kept looking at his watch, as though he expected something to happen. He 
was so intense in his anticipation, that it might have been an eclipse of the sun, or 
something equally remarkable. No eclipse came, and the crowd held its breath. Father Tom 
stood as though listening, and then, as if suddenly inspired, he said, “We want to say a few 
things before we get down to eating.” 

Everyone cheered. The drummers rattled away on their drums. The hippies swayed and 
nodded. “I want to say, on your behalf,” Tom said, “that we are glad to be here today.” 

Memories of similar speeches drifted back to Denny. He grinned. “Get on with it, 
Tom,” he shouted. “We're all hungry.” 

Tom dismissed his interruption with a grave and lofty wave of the hand. “We want to 
welcome Denny and Marlene into our midst,” he said. Vociferous cheers; sustained 
applause. When it died, Father Tom said, “We especially want to welcome Marlene for the 
first time. Denny, so to speak, has always belonged to us.” More applause. None of it was 
formal or mere ritual; the genuine joy could be felt as well as heard. The drums rattled, and 
the people clapped on. This was no brittle burst of polite acknowledgement; it was a great 
sustained expression of approval and encouragement. Denny held Marlene's hand, and 
although she did not mind her tears, Denny felt he should blink his own back to where they 
had come from. jenny grinned at him knowingly, and poked out her tongue slightly. 

Father Tom went on a little, looking every so often at his watch. When he could no 
longer hold off, he asked them to bow their heads whilst grace was said over the meal. The 
youngsters could scarcely be restrained, edging their way as they were towards the 
mountain of food. The cooks at the barbecue were lined up like a guard of honour, 
barbecue instruments in their hands, ready to cope with the imminent demands of the mob 
about to mill around them. 



TALL GROW THE TALLOW-WOODS 236

When Father Tom finished the grace, the crowd began to talk again, and flow towards 
the food, but the megaphone halted them. Its voice boomed over their heads, “Look,” said 
Father Tom. “Look over there, at the gates!” 

They looked. At first they did not comprehend, but when they did, the applause began. 
It began with joyful spontaneity. Then it grew to a roar, and a roar that remained sustained, 
and which never ceased until some time later when the cavalcade ceased, for cavalcade it 
was. There, sweeping into the Cardin front paddock, was a lorry-and-six, a great long 
vehicle, and six beautiful Clydesdale draughts, wonderfully groomed, nodding their noble 
heads as they pressed towards the delighted crowd. One of the Conway boys was perched 
up on the high iron seat, and had the whole presentation not been so grand, he would have 
looked ludicrous. As it was, he called out to his shining beauties and urged them on 
towards the enraptured crowd. 

If nothing else had happened this would have been enough to enchant the rural 
assembly, but, unbelievably, behind the lorry, came a great team of draughts pulling a 
multiple disc-plough, and then, behind this glorious relic of other days, another team and a 
stump-jump, multiple, mould-board plough, mould-boards held well clear of the pasture. 
Then followed a team of two, pulling another mould-board plough-single this time-and 
behind them, horses and a cultivator, horses and harrows, and even a single horse-old 
milk-cart model-pulling a sleigh-type slide. The sled was laden with bags of fertiliser and 
seed. The crowd was cheering wildly, laughing and clapping and enthusiastically 
approving. 

The two multiple-furrow plough teams made their way to the end of the paddock and, at 
a signal, began a concerted ploughing. First the discs bit into the old pasture and cut 
blithely along, crisply turning the sod until it shone in the sun as though someone had 
poured liquid silver over it. Then, half a cricket pitch behind, the mould-board plough 
began its multiple-furrow operations, adding to the strip the first team had been cutting. 
The disc-cultivator followed, somewhat behind both teams, chewing up the first strip cut 
by the discplough. A team of horses, pulling harrows with sleepers tied on to them, pulled 
out the small sods until the soil was further broken, and ready for the fertiliser which 
already was being dumped on the newly created headland, ready for distribution. 

In the second phase of the cavalcade of operations, came a fertiliser distributor and 
seeder. The driver rode behind it, on a platform, and, as he came, the machine rose and fell, 
and he with it. This brought a great cheer, especially as he used it like an ancient chariot 
and sent it careering towards where the fertiliser lay. Doubtless he was about to load his 
fertiliser, but, before he could manage that, another Conway boy appeared with a single 
corn-dropper, and, inserting the hoe-like projection about two furrows' width from the edge 
of the newly ploughed soil, he began calling his single beauty of a draught to catch up with 
the harrows, the cultivators, and the ploughs. 

The cheering by now was little less than wild. Folk had forgotten the spitted beef, lamb 
and pork for the wonder of a bygone age come to life again. Denny, for his part, was 
almost hysterical with joy. Ralph had planned the whole 
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cavalcade, and Denny had simply supplied the money and machines. Some of the horses 
were borrowed from breeders, some from the Conways, and many of them were now his 
own. Most had been broken to vehicles or implements, so that there was little confusion 
and almost no strangeness as the teams proudly fulfilled their tasks, and vied for the fame 
which they had, for some time, been aiming. 

Brigson of the Burtville Courier and Holmes of the Northern Courier were almost 
transported by joy. Their photographers were having an ecstatic time. Both editors could 
see material for syndication, whilst the TV cameras of the Coolbucca Channel were 
running through video-recordings with wild recklessness. The anticipation of the media had 
been almost nil, and suddenly this bonanza was being dropped in their lap. 

There could, of course, be nothing more. What more could there be? The teams were 
stamping along the paddock, widening the strip of newly turned earth, pulverising it with 
the ancient horse-drawn roller which had also appeared, and ultimately seeding it in a 
wider strip than the single row corndropper could hope to accomplish. Not one of the 
machines vied with any other. Each performed its own task in the concerted effort, and, 
together, were accomplishing great things, until Ralph Hicken raised his megaphone to his 
mouth and called a “Halt!” to the fascinating demonstration. 

When he did, the band struck up at its appointed moment, and with no less an ancient 
and noble classic than 'Waltzing Matilda'. This caused the young to raise their voices, 
adding words to the music and leading the others into the song. Even the older folk forgot 
what little of their dignity remained, and joined in. The singing became a thunderous roar, 
not greatly musical, but evocative of lofty feelings of rarely expressed patriotism. Indeed, 
some wondered, where else, in all the world, would you witness such a scene? 

“Surely,” Marlene thought, “the lunch will now be on.” The barbecue 
guard-of-honour-the men in white aprons and with carving knives and forksseemed to 
know that the precise moment had not yet arrived. Little did Marlene know that the whole 
show had been marvellously synchronised. All the staff of Ralph Hicken's factory, 
including the drivers of his vehicles, had been well-rthearsed for the event which was now 
about to happen. 

And happen it did. The strains of the folk-song had scarcely died away when someone 
shouted excitedly in a shrill voice, and pointed to the open gate of the farm, the opening 
which led into this demonstration paddock. There unbelievably (although by now you 
could believe anything), came into sight something of history which they all thought had 
passed away for ever. Even Denny felt a heavy lump in his throat and tears sprang to his 
eyes, as he thumped his thighs with clenched fists and looked at Marlene. For the ultimate 
was happening. There, in the sight of all, but coming at stately pace, and being totally 
unhurried, was a bullock team. What is more, these bullocks were none of your polled 
variety, bald-headed and smooth, with only a bland knob between the ears to indicate 
where once horns would have grown. These bullocks had great and sweeping horns, wild 
horns you could say, and they cared enough to shake them a little and often, and as they 
did, you could detect a certain wildness 
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about them. Shake their heads they did, and as they coughed and snuffled, great silver 
streams of saliva swept up from them, here and there catching on horns and streaming like 
bright bunting until they broke and swept away. 

Behind the team came Tom Hayworth, his language carefully selected, but doing a 
brilliant imitation of his former self. For these moments he had forgotten he was a staid and 
successful dairyman. He walked a little in rear of the team but parallel with it, and there, 
incredibly and unbelievably, on two jinkers, was a great and rare cedar, a glorious log 
which had been snigged out of the Pirrawarrinni forest by permission of the Afforestation 
Department, and which was to be hauled, eventually, to the old Thorgood mill at Wirril 
Rail. Seeing all this, the excited crowd lost control of itself, racing up to the team and the 
log, and swarming about it. So incapable of control was it, that Tom forgot to restrain 
himself and drew up, from ancient reserves, his ability to keep man and beast under the 
finest of discipline. Ralph, when he could stop laughing, brought his megaphone into play, 
and, only by telling them that the steak and the pork, and the tender lamb were done to a 
turn, could he get them away from this most amazing climax of all, the reincarnation of the 
North Coast bullock team. Even then, there were many-especially the older residentswho 
would have stood and stared all day, notwithstanding the lure of spitted meats, fruit punch, 
and the exotic foods under which the tables and trestles were presently groaning. 

Somehow, jenny, Agnes and Marlene found themselves together, sharing chops, 
sausages and salad. Denny, Tom Hayworth, Tom Thwaites and Ralph Hicken had drifted 
together, but apart from the women. Ralph had inspired his merry men to cut and slice and 
divide, and to satisfy first the very young, then the noisy teenagers, followed by the older 
young people, and finally, of course, the parents and grandparents. The hippie-folk 
gravitated to their own table of prepared salads, but occasionally their eyes were vagrant, 
and they looked towards the more orthodox salads, and the mountains of white bread and 
cake. Most of them remained loyal to their health diets, but Denny could have sworn there 
was a look of lusty desire in the eyes of some, and he even believed many of them watered 
in the mouth at the sight of lamb and beef. A few, however, looked quite serious about this 
matter of meat, of killing, and withdrew somewhat from the excited carnivores about them. 

Denny congratulated Tom Hayworth on his perfect reincarnation of the bullock team 
and the bullocky. Tom grinned and accepted the compliments. Tom Thwaites encapsulated 
a sausage within a slice of buttered bread, and nodded. “It's many a year since we saw a 
sight like that,” he said. 

They listened whilst the erstwhile bullocky told his story. I had my eye on old Ginger 
Jack's machinery,” he said. “Old Jack knew I did, too, and he did what he could to keep me 
away from it.” His eyes clouded a bit. I admit I had something to do with his going to the 
mental hospital, but then I felt he was going crazy. All he could do was think implements. 
He'd travel miles to get an antique piece, and when he brought it home, he'd clean it, wash 
it and brush it until the rust was killed, and then he would oil it. I offered him a fair price, 
but not one bit would he sell.” 
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The old bullocky fell silent for a moment, and then sighed. “Old Jack knew I had gone 
up the mountain that picnic day. He saw me go past, and often he accused me about it. He 
loved Anna all right, no doubt about that.” 

The four men remained silent. Denny knew that Tom Hayworth had to share this with 
men he now trusted, and thereby effect a catharsis on the past. “It wasn't that old Jack 
really hated me. It was just that he was very angry. He knew that I never intended ill for 
Anna, but only for Denny. I never did see Anna that day. Anyway, he had me in the gun, 
and I never got the machinery.” 

Tom suddenly seemed to have drifted somewhat into himself and his own thoughts. The 
three men watched him, a little troubled. Then Tom grinned. “I knew that if I built up a 
team here at the Creek, everyone would know, so I kept my eyes open every time I went 
south for stock purchases. One day I found a batch of young steers, little more than 
poddies, and I bought them. An old mate of mine was there, in the Hunter Valley, and he 
had a bit of rough country, in the foothills of the Range. He agreed to train them. Liked it 
he did, because he was a widower, and his memories weren't all that good. I looked around 
for some old jinkers, and we spent time together, working them, when I could make it 
south.” 

Denny remembered hearing of Tom's mysterious southern excursions, and now they 
made sense. 

“In the old days,” Tom said, “I used to think being a bullocky was a low occupation. 
That is, until Anna came. She made me feel good to be a bullocky. She and Denny both 
thought it good.” 

Denny nodded. He remembered Anna's unending delight in bullock teams and 
bullockies. “That's right,” he said. “Anna was quite romantic about it. For my part, I 
admired Tom beyond words.” 

After a silence, Tom went on. “I had an idea of starting up a kind of dude ranch, like 
they are doing now in so many places. I badly wanted old Ginger Jack's machinery, but he 
wouldn't part with it. Not even when he went to hospital.” Tom ran a hand tiredly over his 
head, as though the memory of his failure was making him weary. 

Ralph said, “Those days are gone, Tom. You and Denny had better get together about 
your antique implements, your draughts and your bullocks.” 

Tom Hayworth looked thoughtful about that. They went to the barbecue benches and 
the tables to replenish their food supply. Denny poured punch for the four of them. They 
found a spot near some tallow-woods and set their food down. They leaned against the 
trees and resumed their chatting. 
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CHAPTER FORTY-TWO 

ID-AFTERNOON, Ken and Sarah Spaight arrived. They had been on business in 
Sydney and had returned on the midday air-flight to Burtville. They had driven 

directly to the farm. When they arrived, the youngsters were running their races, and the 
older young people were cavorting on horses and trail-bikes. Groups of nostalgic farmers 
were watching further demonstrations of ploughing and cultivation by the horse teams 
under the general supervision of the Conways. Other groups were examining the glossy 
machinery, while, outside the implement shed, the hippie-folk were singing their exotic 
songs, and exhibiting mild states of euphoria as they played before a curious audience. 

A group of women was in the house. The regular trio of jenny, Agnes and Marlene had 
been enlarged, and Sarah found the gathering and joined them. Ken Spaight strolled to the 
group of men over at the tallow-woods. In his own way he was quite excited, and his 
American drawl became more pronounced than usual. After greetings, and settling into the 
conversation, he told them the news. 

“Sarah and I went to Sydney,” he said. “We went down with the express purpose of 
trying to buy GingerJack's old place. We had to see the Master-in-Lunacy and, as you 
know, that meant time and a lot of red tape. Finally we found out what old Jack had written 
in his will.” 

Denny felt a sudden pang. He had often thought in the old days that Ginger Jack's acres, 
added to Tallow-wood Farm, would shape up into a good place. Ken Spaight had added the 
Cheshire's old place to the farm now, and so he did not need Jack's acres. Even now Denny 
would love to buy that old place. 

Ken Spaight looked across at Denny. “The strange and crazy thing that Ginger Jack did 
was to will it all to Anna.” 

There was a stunned silence. Denny blurted out, “But he knew Anna was dead.” 
Spaight nodded. “Wait a minute, son,” he said to Denny. “That will was dated before 

her death, and he never changed it.” 
Denny had a sudden sight of Old Jack relishing one of Anna's treacle tarts. It made him 

grin. Ginger Jack had loved her, however, even beyond treacle tarts. Denny was almost 
swamped by a sudden wave of emotion, and the tears came near to the surface. He blinked. 

Spaight said, “I guess you are Anna's next of kin, Denny. That gives the place to you.” 
Denny quivered momentarily as the thrill of it hit him. He looked at the other men. Tom 

Hayworth nodded. Denny noticed that the man's eyes gleamed. “What are you thinking, 
Tom?” he asked. 

Tom coloured a little, and then looked excited. “It would make a great place for all that 
machinery; it would be good, too, for a bullock team.” 

M
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Denny did not quite understand. “But we have the machinery here,” he said. Tom 
nodded. “That machinery won't hold you for long,” he said. “You'll have people here, and 
your writing, and the like. It'll be like it was when Anna was with you. Your Marlene will 
be like another Anna. That machinery deserves more than you can give it.” 

Ralph agreed. He looked at Denny. “Why don't you and Tom share the operation? You 
could have the bullock team there, and the draughts, and the machinery. As a matter of fact, 
a few of us would like to share in the idea. It wouldn't just be a curiosity. It could do a lot 
of good.” 

Denny saw suddenly that he would not lose the machinery, and the past. It would be 
genuinely preserved. “What about labour?” he asked. “We could never work it, not even 
four or five of us. It would need someone there permanently. In fact it would need more 
than one.” 

Ken Spaight nodded and sighed. “I had a dream Denny might sell it to me,” he said, “I 
just couldn't bear one of those Pitt Street farmers getting the acres.” 

Ralph suddenly became very excited. “The hippie-folk,” he said. “Get them in on it.” 
The man looked at him. “The hippie-folk?” he echoed. 
“You bet,” said Ralph. “They are a community just bursting to have a home and a goal 

and all that. Look what they did with the machinery and the implement shed.” 
Denny saw it, but not as quickly as Father Tom. He almost bit through the stem of his 

pipe with excitement. He slapped a heavy hand on to a thigh and shouted, “Just the thing! 
just what Anna would have loved. It'll make those young vagrants. We'll turn them into 
proper citizens yet.” 

The men laughed at that, but agreed. Denny felt a new excitement. He looked at Ken. 
“How does that appeal to you, having hippies next to you?” 

A curious, warm look softened Ken's eyes. He said, a trifle awkwardly, “It wouldn't be 
new to me. I have a son in a commune in the States. I understand their mentality. I guess I 
could come to like it. Maybe Sarah could mother them a bit, too.” 

Father Tom had calmed somewhat. “You'll need to make it a business deal,” he said. 
“You'll need to spell it out, write it out, in fact.” 

Denny was only half listening. Back of his mind, he had known that the old machinery, 
the draughts and the bullock team were a luxury born of nostalgia. He and Ralph and Tom 
Hayworth had tried to bring back the past because it was the past they had loved, and the 
past they linked with Anna. Old Ginger Jack had wanted to preserve the same past, also for 
Anna's sake. In reality, the whole thing had been hopelessly romantic. Somehow they 
would have to sever these ties with Anna. The past would have to live genuinely in the 
present, or it would all appear foolish. The thought of a dude ranch or a museum repelled 
Denny. Tom Hayworth and Ralph Hicken had hit on the right solution. Suddenly Denny 
saw that this was how it was meant to shape up. 

Father Tom was eager. “These young people are disillusioned with our current pattern 
of living. First they hate it, then they rebel, and then they build a counter-culture. However, 
you can't build a genuine life-style on hatred and 
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reaction. Sooner or later you have to come to terms with things as they are. So the culture 
they have has to be an alternative culture. Fair enough. If we help them to build, not a 
counter-culture or just an alternative culture, but to get their roots back into our own 
culture, then maybe they can teach us all a thing or two. 

Father Tom had spoken long, but the men were following him intently. They nodded. 
Tom drew heavily on his dead pipe, sucking excitedly. “These young people could set up a 
new pace, or rather slow down our faster pace. They could produce, and live. They could 
do their painting, writing, arts and crafts in a genuine setting. They could work out some of 
their old rebellion, and feel they were a true part of the human scene.” He was becoming 
even more excited. “Confound it!” he exploded. “I could help them with their painting, and 
Denny could help them with writing. Ralph here could give them a bit of business sense, 
and Tom and Ken could be fathers to them in the matter of farming.” 

The whole group fell silent. No one was in doubt that this was how it should be. Denny 
suddenly knew, in a good way, that the Anna myth was about to be laid to rest. The farm 
was Anna's, and yet it would belong to these young people. He felt the tears pricking his 
eyes as he was seeing Anna lying under that heavy branch, and then in the old weathered 
grave. He was seeing Anna clap her hands at the bullock team, and at a young, strong 
bullocky. He was seeing her running after Tich, the vagrant calf, and Bluey, the Heeler, and 
little Esther, as she clung to the legs of old Dolly, the draught-mare. Anna had loved it all, 
and if she could know what was now afoot, then she would love Ginger Jack's old place, 
and she would clap her hands with excitement for it all. 

Denny stood up. “Let's go across and talk to the young people,” he suggested. 
As they walked towards the implement shed, Denny kept seeing Ginger Jack's ecstasy 

as he handled Anna's treacle tarts. Somehow Old Jack must have known what would 
happen. He must have known that Denny would return. He pondered that until they turned 
into the quadrangle, and heard the strange music that came from the guitars and drums and 
flutes of the young vagrants. 

For their part, the eyes of the hippie-folk were curious as they looked at this bevy of 
men walking towards them. Even they could not miss the genuine sense that these men 
were fathers of the right and proper order. They were honest fathers, men who wanted to do 
them good. So the curious look in their eyes grew. 

 

***** 

 
Denny said to Marlene, as they watched the last of the visitors depart, “It has been a 

grand day.” 
Marlene mocked him faintly. “Is that all you can say?” She added mischievously, “How 

banal.” 
Denny was serious. “Not banal,” he said firmly. “It has been a great day.” 
She nodded. “All that was lacking was Esther.” 
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Denny started slightly. Esther had not been in his mind all day, with the exception of 
the sudden vision of Anna running after her, separating her from Dolly's legs. He nodded. 
“She will see it all,” he said. “And she will understand.” 

Marlene gave Denny a deep look. “It was really Anna's day,” she said. 
Denny understood. “You are right,” he agreed. “But it is also the end of a legend. Anna 

can sleep in peace, or do whatever she is doing, without distraction.” When Marlene did 
not understand, Denny drew her to him. “Anna's thing was never completed because I 
reacted and went away. Now I am back, and it is completed. Tom Hayworth is free. The 
old guilt has gone from him and from the district. Something new has been born.” He 
paused. “Maybe it is just something old that has been completed.” 

Suddenly, out of the bush, a trail-bike appeared with a shrill whirring, and it sped across 
the paddock, swerving away from the ploughed strip, and making for the open ramp of the 
gateway. In a flash it was gone, and whining its noisy way up the roadway. Finally, its 
sound had died away, and the evening was quiet. 

They both loved the quietness. The hippie-folk must have been wearied, or were about 
the making of their evening meal. There was no sound from their direction. 

Marlene said gently, “Father Tom talked with me for a long time. He told me I was 
never to be Anna to anyone, especially not to you.” 

Denny nodded. “Father Tom is a wise old man,” he said. “Wise old men are very 
humble. What he said is right. Anna's day has been fulfilled. Now it is the day of Marlene.” 

She liked that, and the little thrill that went with it. “Also it is the day of Denny,” she 
said. 

He nodded. “It has to be that way,” he agreed, simply. “Maybe, I'll learn to be a wise 
old man.” 

She said laughingly, “If you keep on getting humbled.” 
He nodded thoughtfully, and she knew instinctively that his mind was already far away. 
So it was. He was seeing old Aubrey, with his long face and lugubrious look, but the 

elfin laughter in his spaniel eyes. “I know,” he was saying triumphantly. “I really know, 
Denny.” 

“I know you know you know,” Denny was saying with a laugh 
He was also seeing Long John and his quiet and intelligent understanding of truth, of 

things-as-they-really-are. He liked the wise look of the old chaplain. Then he saw Tom 
Thwaites, standing before one of his canvases, pipe in mouth, and thoughtful, and he liked 
the strong father-figure of the priest. 

Last of all he was thinking of 'things- as-they-really-are', with all their pain and 
suffering, as well as their great and inexpressible joy. He tightened his hold on Marlene, 
and suddenly he was not in the past. 

He was very much in the present, and he knew he loved this woman. She, for her part, 
knew he loved her too, and she drew even closer. 
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