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About the Book

Australia celebrated one hundred years as a nation in 2001. This book - part history, part travelogue, part memoir - tells the inspiring story of how a one-time British colony of convicts turned itself into a prosperous and confident country. Through the eyes of ordinary people, Phillip Knightley describes Australia’s journey, from federation and the trauma of the First World War, the desperate poverty of the Depression, with its attendant spectres of secret armies and near-civil war, the threat of invasion in the Second World War and the immigration that followed it, and the slow but steady decline in the relationship with Britain, the ‘Mother Country’, as Australia forged its own unique identity.


About the Author

Phillip Knightley is the author of many books. He is best known for The First Casualty, The Second Oldest Profession, Philby, KGB Masterspy, The Secret Lives of Lawrence of Arabia and A Hack’s Progress. He divides his time between Britain, Australia and India.
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Terra australis incognita, a Latin term meaning “the unknown south land”. Ancient geographers had always suspected its existence … The application of the anglicised version, Australia, to the whole continent, belonged to its circumnavigator, Matthew Flinders, in 1805.

– The Oxford Companion to Australian History


CHAPTER ONE

A NEW DAY DOWN UNDER

‘The Customs Officer looked at our four children and our huge pile of luggage and asked us if that was all there was. We assured him it was and he said, ‘Welcome to Australia’ and waved us through. We were still stunned by this lack of formality when we came out into the arrivals hall. And there was Gough Whitlam, the Prime Minister of Australia, and his wife standing at the front of a large crowd and they all burst out singing Waltzing Matilda. What a welcome, we thought. What a country.’

– Mary Gates, immigrant, 1973

The new day’s sun, rising out of the Pacific Ocean, first touches Australia at Mount Warning on the coast of New South Wales. The morning star dims, the Southern Cross fades and the sun’s first pale rays light up the swirling mists that cling to the mountain’s twin peaks. As the sun grows stronger, the mist slowly lifts revealing as far as the eye can see the deep greens of a subtropical rainforest – huge trees, ferns and vines, lichens and mosses, streams and pools.

Aboriginals call Mount Warning Wollumbin, meaning ‘fighting chief of the mountains’, because when surrounded by thunder and flickering lightning it appears as if the gods are fighting there. It is an awesome, dramatic and sacred place, the remnant of a volcanic cone which burst forth from the earth millions of years ago while Australia was separating from Gondwana, the great southern continent which once included Antarctica, South America, Africa and India.

Captain James Cook, of His Britannic Majesty’s Royal Navy, the man who discovered for Britain more of the earth’s surface than anyone else, sailed north past Mount Warning in HMS Endeavour in 1770 on his first southern voyage. On 15 May, Cook’s scientist, Joseph Banks, recorded: ‘At sunset a remarkably peakd hill was in sight, 5 or 6 leagues off in the country, which about it was well wooded and lookd beautiful as well as fertile.’ The next day Endeavour struck reefs, so Cook named the easily visible twin peaks Mount Warning as a guide to other navigators he knew would pass that way.

Cook did not, of course, ‘discover’ Mount Warning. The Aboriginals had arrived at least 50,000 years earlier, probably from the Indonesian archipelago, and their descendants had slowly explored the whole continent, giving a name to every creek and headland, every valley and mountain. Cook may not have been even the first white man to see the east coast.

The Great South Land had been an idea that haunted the imagination of the seventeenth century when brave men in little ships set sail from Europe in search of the wealth of the East. There are indications – nothing stronger – that the Portuguese, who owned a colony on the island of Timor only three hundred miles north-west of Australia, may have visited not only the nearest Australian mainland in the north but also the east coast two hundred years before Cook. Not all the mysteries of this vast, untamed land have yet been solved.

Down on the coast at Byron Bay, almost in the shadow of Mount Warning, and the most easterly point of the Australian coastline, the sunrise wakes up no one. A couple of surfers are watching the waves from the beach and are speaking in tongues about left- and right-hand breaks, but they have been up all night. It will be another hour or two before cafes see barefoot men, with sunbleached dreadlocks and wearing sarongs knotted at the waist, sip coffee with blonde women in bright kaftans, arms jingling with Indian silver bracelets, earth mothers who are skilled at keeping one eye on their men and the other on berry-brown children with painted faces who have just spotted a whale spouting out at sea.fn1

This is the home of Aussie hippydom, a throwback to the seventies era of serious surfers, of ease, peace, relaxation and splifs, of dropouts and greenies. This may be the new Millennium, but Byron Bay, nestling in its own little corner of the world with its white sandy beaches washed by warm winter currents, has yet to notice it. Its hippies have just grown older. And since they were always rebels, now that they feel the hand of time they are protesting against the conventional way of death.

‘When we were younger we went to twenty-first birthday parties, then it was weddings, then it was christenings and now it’s funerals,’ says Amare Pearl, a herbalist. ‘The way I see it is that we were part of the sixties baby-boomer generation and we’ve tried to do everything differently. Now we’re older we’re having a look at illness and death and we’re going to do that our own way as well.’

The main activist in the home funeral movement is Zenith Virago, a Byron Bay paralegal, who runs the natural death centre and has plans to market recycled cardboard coffins that will sell at $100 each. It was from her that I heard the Nick Shand story. Shand, the genial editor of the local newspaper, the Byron Shire Echo, made a running joke out of a new course at the Adult Community Education Centre. There, listed among snake identification, patchwork quilting and creative writing was a workshop for ‘custom coffin making’. Shand was still joking about it when in 1996 he had an accident and death caught him totally unprepared. The home funeral movement swung into action. His friends dug the grave in Shand’s garden behind the multi-occupancy house where he had lived. His family washed and dressed the body and a local carpenter made the coffin.

On the day of the funeral, Shand’s open coffin was loaded on the back of a truck and driven in a slow procession to a community hall for a memorial meeting attended by more than a thousand people. Then Shand was laid to rest beneath a mound of flowers and wine bottles. Everyone agreed that it was the best funeral they had ever attended and enrolments for the coffin-making course actually went up. ‘It heightened people’s realization that you never know who’ll be next and that you’d better live it up while you can.’

But until it happens Byron Bay’s hippies fight to keep the old lifestyle. They have seen off McDonald’s and Pizza Hut. They stopped Club Med dead in the Australian courts. But can they defeat fame? Australian movie magnate John Cornell bought and refurbished the Beach Hotel. His business partner Paul Hogan, of Crocodile Dundee fame, moved into the area with actress Linda Kozlowski and built an Italianate mansion at Possum Creek. Olivia Newton-John was seen in town and Kylie Minogue was photographed topless on the beach.

This worries Rusty Miller, the 1965 United States surfing champion who arrived in Byron Bay in 1970 hunting the world’s best wave. ‘California was getting very crowded and surfers don’t like crowds. I loved what I found here and I stayed. I was the original eco-tourist.’ Now he is married and has a small daughter, teaches surfing and is a passionate environmentalist.

‘Byron Bay has swung back and forth between boom and bust for a hundred and fifty years. First there was timber and centuries-old rainforests were felled and exported. Then there was dairy farming on the cleared land, then whaling, then sandmining. Now we have tourism which is potentially the most sustainable industry. But we are learning that this too, is finite, if we get it wrong.’

Byron Bay does strange things to people. Paul McCarthy arrived from Sydney in 1973 for the surf, stayed on and is now a living oxymoron – a real estate agent who is against development. ‘The Club Med people tried to tell us that they were doing us a favour by bringing money into town. We don’t need those kind of favours. In future people will travel hundreds of miles to come to Byron Bay just because there’s no Club Med, no McDonald’s, no Pizza Hut. We love this place. It’s about lifestyle. You can be who you want to be. No one gives a rat’s arse whether you wear a thong or a three-piece suit in the street. Byron Bay has a soul and a heart that beats, and it’s transparent.’

Gervase Griffiths used to be a journalist in Sydney but gave it up in protest against the soullessness of it all. He and his brother bought a run-down dairy farm in 1972 and have transformed it into the Tree Tops Environment Centre with five timber lodges, a restaurant and an art gallery. All waste products are recycled into the forest as compost and the aim is total self-sufficiency in water, electricity and home-grown food.

Griffiths says, ‘I’m an ordinary Australian doing an ordinary job. I’ve had a good upbringing and a balanced set of values and I apply those to create a balanced lifestyle for my family and others. Our evolution has accelerated to the stage where we have reached a critical point very quickly – it’s less than five minutes to midnight. People keep talking about what we should be doing but where are the examples? I believe we are putting thinking into practice here at Treetops. We’re the custodians of this property for a short period of time, during which I hope we will add something. How many people can say that?’

Four minutes later than Mount Warning, the sun creeps over the ocean opposite Sydney Heads, picks up a few surfers at Bondi Beach, and then shines straight down the Harbour. The light touches the edges of a scattering of clouds and the reflections of their outlines on the water casts strange golden patterns. Seen from the Harbour Bridge, the sails of the Opera House, backlit by the sun, look like giant shark fins.

It is only just after dawn but this is a working harbour and two squat tugs move past the Botanic Gardens, leaving on their port side an early ferry from Manly with a cargo of commuters – heading for Circular Quay and the central business district – and sweep into Woolloomooloo Bay where a Royal Australian Navy destroyer is singling up its mooring lines. There are already swimmers doing laps in the Andrew (Boy) Charlton Pool and the ubiquitous joggers puff their way along Mrs Macquarie’s Walk as it winds its way around the harbour foreshore.

As the sun strengthens, the water sparkles and defines the harbour’s many coves and estuaries reaching like green fingers into the red-roofed inner suburbs. In one of these, Pyrmont, the fish market has already been busy for hours. Hedonistic Sydney is the seafood capital of the world and no other city offers such a range of marine life. More than 150 types of fish and crustacean – from albacore to yellowtail, through Balmain bugs, carp, catfish, goatfish, groper, pigfish, pipis, salmon, shark, snapper, eels, wahoo, pomfret, seventeen varieties of crab and eighteen varieties of prawns – are spread over white marble slabs in colourful confusion.

Margaret Simpson is shopping for a dinner party she plans for this evening. She is in the butcher’s shop at the Castle Mall Shopping Centre, one of the largest in Sydney. This is not a corner shop butcher because it is no longer enough in Australia in 2000 to display your lamb chops, sirloin steaks, and neatly-plucked chickens, and trim a bit of the fat off the cutlets if the customer requires it. Today’s customer, man or woman, wants a dish that they will just have to heat. Not a supermarket TV dinner, but a fresh, appetizing meal with all the hard work done by the butcher.

Margaret Simpson runs her eye along the display, a tribute both to the range of food available in Australia and to the contribution made by its multicultural society to the way Australians eat – marinated chicken stir-fry, Thai chicken cutlets, satay chicken kebabs, barbecue chicken, marinated chicken wings, tandoori chicken cutlets, chicken schnitzel, garlic chicken steaks, chicken pastry wheels, sun-dried tomato chicken breast, chicken and corn rolls, chicken strudel, honey soy wings, chicken cacciatore, chicken enchilada, chicken mignon and herbs, chicken lasagna, Italian roll-ups, chicken pastry with mango and cheese, lamb coconut curry, steak diane, honey soy spare ribs, satay beef, marinated pork ribs, barbecue pork ribs.

She makes her choice, collects her car, and heads off to work, reflecting that Australians did not always eat as well as this.

It is now 8 a.m. and before his first meeting of the day Peter Ryan, the Commissioner of the New South Wales Police Service, is sitting alone at his desk in police headquarters in College Street, Sydney, wondering what to do about the case of Constable Kim Hollingsworth – policewoman, undercover agent for the Police Royal Commission, nightclub stripper, and prostitute.

Her story has gripped Australia more than Ryan’s other problems: eight murders in one week, the suicides of 11 police officers facing exposure for corruption, a power struggle with the Police Minister, hostility from the police union and resentment at Ryan’s linking of organized crime to ethnic groups in Sydney.

Hollingsworth once earned $400 an hour as a prostitute in some of Sydney’s best-known legal brothels, including the famous ‘Touch of Class’, which accepts all credit cards as well as personal cheques and will run a monthly account by arrangement. As well as this work in the sex industry, Hollingsworth has claimed she did regular strip performances at police parties in Sydney and provided ‘discount sex’ for police officers afterwards.

Her life story, as she told it to a New South Wales Industrial Commission hearing her complaint that she had been wrongfully dismissed from the Police Service, gripped everyone who heard it. The daughter of a police officer, she had run away from home at 20 and had drifted into prostitution and striptease. But all the while her ambition was to join the police force and after an interview she was accepted for training at the New South Wales Police Academy at Goulburn, outside Sydney.

There she was recognized by a young detective who remembered seeing her at a police strip night. She thought her police career had come to an end but it turned out that all he wanted her to do was act as a part-time madam at a brothel he was planning to open. Outraged by this, Hollingsworth went to the Royal Commission investigating police corruption and offered to go undercover.

The Commission set up a ‘sting’ operation, concealing a video camera in Hollingsworth’s flat and recruiting a number of civilians to play the part of ‘crooked coppers’ and pimps so as to give the ‘sting’ the right atmosphere – Inspector Gerald (really a tow-truck driver) and Eddy from the Black Garter escort agency (really a maintenance man). But all they caught on video was the young detective accepting a $100 bribe.

By now Hollingsworth’s role in the sting had come to the attention of the police and after checking her background, they sacked her, claiming that she had concealed her career in the sex industry on her application form and had described her only previous jobs as student, model and shop assistant. (Hollingsworth claimed there was insufficient room on the form to include all her sex work.) Worried about her safety now that her role in the sting operation was known to the Police Service, Hollingsworth called on the Royal Commission to honour its promise and enter her into the witness protection programme.

She had understood that this would involve a new identity, financial support and a new life in another Australian city. Instead, she told the Industrial Commission, ‘They gave me a one-way plane ticket to Adelaide and a loan of 600 dollars and suggested that I go back to work in a brothel so as to repay the loan.’

The Industrial Commissioner thought that this was all a bit too much. He found that Hollingsworth had been a victim of ‘a fundamental denial of natural justice and a procedural unfairness’ and ordered that the police either give her back her badge, gun and uniform or pay her compensation. Commissioner Ryan, who had been brought in from Britain because the New South Wales government thought that only an outsider would have a chance of stamping out a culture of corruption in the New South Wales police service, now had to decide what to do about Hollingsworth – reinstate, compensate or appeal.

Could the service really afford to see this woman back in uniform? True, she had given evidence that her work in brothels was not really prostitution because she had engaged only in what she called ‘trick sex’, somehow avoiding penetration while keeping her clients satisfied. But against this had to be weighed stories from the Industrial Commission hearing that Hollingsworth had told the court reporters during tea breaks that she had had cosmetic surgery to enlarge her bust and had found the the implants enabled her to move each breast independently. When the press corps expressed its scepticism, Hollingsworth had offered to demonstrate its truth.

Ryan’s decision was further complicated by newspaper reports that the police case before the Industrial Commission had not been helped by the police lawyer, Terry Anderson. Mr Anderson, who had been appearing daily wearing a dark, three-piece suit, arrived one morning at the hearing in a pink dress, carrying a handbag, and with a frizzy ginger hair-do. When the hearing convened, Anderson announced that he had had a sex-change operation and should hence be referred to as Teresa.

Peter Ryan’s instinct was to appeal. He would discuss it with the lawyers later.

In Waverley, an inner eastern suburb of Sydney, John Shaw, the editor of Europe Business Review, is working on an article for his magazine. He taps out: ‘This week, the University of New South Wales had to cancel a Sydney seminar on Australia’s largest economic partner because of lack of interest.’ He gets in a few more facts – this partner has held that position for the past seven years; Australia’s first White Paper on Foreign and Trade Policy devotes only one of its ninety pages to this partner.

Now, good journalist that he is, Shaw is ready to spring his surprise on his readers. ‘No, we’re not talking about Japan, the Association of South-East Asian Nations, or the United States – it’s the European Union, the world’s largest trade group, comprising 15 nations and 350 million mainly affluent customers.’

The theme of the article is dear to Shaw’s heart – Australia may be physically in south-east Asia, it may have a substantial minority of Asian-Australians among its population, and the ‘Asia First’ seminar circuit among diplomats and academics may be thriving, but Australia cannot ignore its historic, cultural and economic links with Europe.

The ‘Asia First’ supporters say that Shaw’s attitude is only to be expected – he is an Anglo-Australian, a ‘£10m Pom’, part of the wave of British migrants who poured into Australia in the early postwar years. Shaw says that this is true, but points out that he married into a slice of early Australian history – his wife, Liz, is a descendant of Tommy Marx. ‘Tommy rescued the legendary Peter Lalor, leader of the 1854 Eureka Stockade republicans,’ Shaw says. ‘Lalor was shot by the troops and had an arm amputated. Marx got him away by horse and cart to Geelong to escape the police. Lalor hid there until charges were dropped and then lived on to become Speaker of the Victorian Parliament. That’s a rare brush with fame for an immigrant boy.’

His article finished, Shaw turns to a project his sister-in-law Jocelyn has been working on. Tidying up some family papers, she came across carbon copies of a badly typed diary the 20-year-old John Shaw had kept during the family’s voyage to Australia in 1951. She re-typed it and has circulated it to the nine children and six grandchildren descended from the Shaw family who took the plunge, left England forever, and made a new life in Australia.

The diary documents a way of travel between the Mother Country and Australia that has gone forever, a leisurely journey by sea that induced a sense of both loss and rebirth, that emphasized the enormous distance between the two countries, but which, at the same time, recalled the glories of a great maritime Empire then slipping reluctantly into the twilight.

The decision to migrate to Australia was taken by Shaw’s mother, Clarice, from a mixture of motives. The end of the war had been followed by a series of appalling English winters. At the same time press photographs from the 1946–7 MCC tour of Australia showed Australian crowds in summer dresses and shirt sleeves watching cricket played in bright sunshine. National Service looked as if it was going to go on forever and Clarice, as the mother of four sons whom she wanted to do well in life, was worried about the loss of two years out of their careers. The international situation was grim – the Korean War had broken out and the Cold War was intensifying. But the scales were tipped by letters from Clarice’s uncle in Geelong in Victoria. Uncle Jack had migrated to Australia during the Depression and had done well there in the fruit trade. ‘Great opportunities here for everyone; what are you waiting for?’ was the tenor of his letters.

The Shaw family, all six of them, sailed from Tilbury on the old P & O liner Ranchi, on Wednesday, 19 September 1951. John Shaw began his diary that very day.

‘Shortly before dinner which was at 8 p.m. saw the brilliant lights of Margate, to the background of close harmony singing provided by a group of Scots fellows in the saloon.’

20 September: ‘Wakened by steward at 6.30 a.m. with tea. Ship’s announcements enabled us to pick out the salvage ship and marker buoys above the sunken Affray, the submarine which went down with all hands April last. The Tannoy system was used for records for an hour or so, ‘Rose, Rose’ and ‘Autumn Leaves’ among the selection. England and Australia seem a long way off, both in distance and in thoughts. With such a variety of distraction on board, the fact that most people are going to a strange land to make and shape a life from scratch is pushed into the background for the time-being.’

21 September: ‘Real Biscay swell moving the boat about alarmingly. Couldn’t face sausages, tomatoes and fried potatoes. The coloured waiter who we have Christened (secretly, of course) Ali Baba, grinned sardonically when I left the table having eaten so little. Cinema shows start this evening. Michael Wilding in Into the Blue, appropriately enough. The crack Argentinian liner President Peron passed going full steam ahead on her maiden voyage, a beautifully-built streamlined ship in light blue, dark blue and white.’

22 September: ‘Went along to the immigration library with Mum and got some literature describing Geelong. Saw SS Strathdene mid-morning. She was heading home from Australia. Had a chat with Ronnie James, the British ex-lightweight champion who pointed out to me Frank Banner, the famous Australian professional runner who is returning home after running in the United States.’

23 September: ‘Really warm for the first time since leaving England. The sea has assumed a blue one never sees, quite startling to the eyes after the grey English Channel. Managed to get Don Bradman’s Farewell to Cricket from the ship’s library. Most interesting, particularly his article on the bodyline controversy of the Larwood and Jardine era.’

8 October: ‘Ranchi is steaming south down the Gulf of Suez and going faster than ever before on this trip. Nothing noteworthy occurred during our enforced four-day stay there [for engine repairs] except when a refuse boat alongside caught fire and some stupid woman ran along the main deck shouting, ‘Save my children, the ship’s on fire.’ The flames were quickly put out without much damage to the craft but with much damage to the rubbish it carried. It was probably a typical Gyppo trick to avoid the labour of unloading it ashore.’

10 October: ‘One of the Australian Army types boasted to his companions of his drinking prowess. Said he had knocked back twelve Worthingtons during an evening. He added that this required the strictest training, and wasn’t something that could be achieved at once. SS Chusan, the P & O’s crack liner, passed us homeward bound after taking the English cricketers to Bombay. She is a very fast ship being newly-built and passed us at about 20 knots.’

16 October: ‘A tote on the Ranchi Derby meeting with races such as the Aden Amble, Colombo Cup and Ceuta Stakes. Decided with dice. We managed to strike it lucky and had two payouts of two and eightpence and two and eleven pence.’

17 October: ‘Three RAF Mosquito fighters skimming the waves wingtip to wingtip roared past on the port side as they headed north-west at an enviable speed. Dad, who hates deck chairs, thought up this parody of Kipling

The pinch of the fingers for laughter,

The bark of the shins for mirth.

You’re nearer to death in a deck chair,

Than anywhere else on earth.’

18 October: ‘Awoke to find Ranchi in the centre of Colombo Harbour with half a hundred merchant ships of every nation lying around us. Berthed immediately alongside was the Orient Line’s Otranto, another ship bound for Melbourne and Sydney with emigrants. Ashore the shops display all the articles England makes for ‘export only’. The best Lancashire cloth, and fine Worcester and Spode china are the best examples of how England has successfully built up the thriving export business of the postwar years. British cars hold their own, numerically at least, with those from the USA in this city. We landed at the same time as a party of troops who had come ashore from the Empire Windrush, berthed next to the Ranchi, and bound for Singapore.’

20 October: ‘Crossing of the Equator ceremony with King Neptune. Punishments were in the hands of a fierce-looking barber who lathered the victims with cold porridge, shaved them with a large wooden razor and then hurled them without ceremony into the pool. This last stage of the long journey covers the 3,000 odd miles to Fremantle in Western Australia.’

The diary ends at this point as the young John Shaw became engrossed in his approaching new life in Australia. (He went on to become a senior correspondent for Time magazine in Saigon, Moscow and many other cities.) Jocelyn concludes, ‘As I type this script, written by the 20-year-old John, all the boys except John are grandfathers. Dad died at 72, living long enough to see the next generation start to flourish. Mum is still alive at 86 [she died in 1999] and lives in Geelong, as does Clive. John lives in Sydney, David and Derek in Melbourne. The Shaw family’s total contribution so far to the population of Australia is 15.’

Moi Moi Treborlang is a Sydney publisher who works from her flat in Kings Cross, the city’s cosmopolitan centre. A member of Sydney’s old Chinese community, Moi married Robert Treborlang, a Jerusalem-born Australian writer she met when they were both at Sydney University. Her family story shows the continuing link between southern China and Australia and how one of the newest countries in the world offered the people of one of the oldest the chance of a better life.

Moi Moi’s grandfather, King Nam Lo, came to Sydney from Canton in 1871 on the SS Brisbane, when he was only 16. ‘Or when he was about 16,’ Moi Moi says. Few of the records relating to Chinese immigrants of that period were accurate. Australian officials had difficulty with Chinese names and since they did not think it mattered much, often wrote down any name that occurred to them. Father Cumines, a priest on the Brisbane, advised King Nam Lo to forget his Chinese name, which delineated the Cantonese village in which he was born, and adopt a Western name. ‘Use my name,’ he said. ‘We’ll call you Young Cumines.’ As for age, the Chinese took on the age they thought people would want them to be and the Australian official seemed happiest with 16.

Young worked and saved until he had accumulated enough money to move into a small house at 85 George Street in the Rocks area of Sydney, then a tough seamen’s quarter near where the southern pylon of the Harbour Bridge now stands. Bean curd had something to do with his early success. He had a relative in Melbourne’s Chinese area, Little Bourke Street, who knew how to coagulate soy beans to make tofu at a time when it was highly prized by all the Chinese workers and immigrants. Young became his distributor.

Young was naturalized in 1882. Documents show him as living at 85 George Street, and running a general store and an export-import business. What they do not show is that he had leased from the government a four-storey building on the other side of the road, where the Sydney international shipping terminal now stands. Here Young opened a boarding house for seamen and for Chinese immigrants on their way to the South Pacific islands. This meshed nicely with his shop because the boarders would often leave money with him as credit against orders they would send back to Sydney for delicacies like Arnott’s biscuits. When Young died his family found in the back of the shop an old steel moneybox full of envelopes containing various amounts of cash and meticulously-kept records of who it belonged to – ‘Joong Hing Loong – £4 2s. 6d’.

Young married three times. None of the family knows anything about the first wife, one with bound feet, but the second marriage to one Fanny Fong, who was part Portuguese, produced Moi Moi’s father. ‘The thing to remember about my Dad was that he and my mother brought up seventeen children,’ Moi Moi says. ‘They had five boys and two girls of their own. And Dad’s brother died leaving ten kids under 16. Dad and Mum brought up the lot of us. There was never any thought of putting some in care or anything like that. They were family and the family would look after them.

‘Mum was born in Sydney, the daughter of a neighbour, and Dad used to nurse her as a baby. He always said that he knew then he would marry her because she was the prettiest baby he had ever seen. But then her mother died and her father took her back to China to be brought up by her father’s first wife – he felt he couldn’t bring the first wife here because she had bound feet.

‘Dad didn’t meet her again until she was 15 and he was on a visit to China. They decided then they would get married as soon as she was 17. They did, but when Mum came to Sydney she cried every night for the first year. She had had a house full of servants in China. She had never washed clothes or cooked anything in her life. Now in Sydney she had to do all this and learn English too.

‘My mother had had a classical education at home in China,’ Moi Moi remembers. ‘She believed in a good education for girls and sent me to Dover Heights school. I was the only Chinese girl in a school dominated by Jews. All my friends were Jewish. When I began to read the English classics I found that my mother had read them all in Chinese. The family believed in the advantages of a good education and the next generation are now lawyers, dentists, psychologists and engineers.’

As the Cumines family expanded, there was an easy interchange of some members between Australia, China and Hong Kong. And although they were educated in Australia and considered themselves Australians, some Chinese beliefs persisted. ‘My father’s sister Alice had two moles – one above her lip and one on her right foot. A Chinese fortune teller saw them and told her that she would never want for anything in her life.

‘Well, in the thirties she married Duckie Louey and they started a bus company in Hong Kong with a couple of trucks with benches in the back. They lost the lot when the Japanese came but when the war ended they commandeered everything back again, the business took off, and by the late seventies it was the largest private bus company in the world. Although she was a great personality in Hong Kong, when Alice lived in Sydney few Australians ever heard of her. Only the younger generation raised in Australia accept society publicity. Aunt Alice would never be in a social column.’

Like many Chinese-Australians, Young Cumines’s descendants had long lives. Moi’s father kept the shop in George Street going until the late 1950s when he sold it and retired. He died in 1995 at 88. Her mother died in 1997 aged 86.

Some Australians criticise Chinese-Australians, claiming that they regard Australia only as a place to make money and that they fail one of the major tests of allegiance to the country in that they all want to be buried back in China to be near their ancestors. When the Chinese-Australians I spoke with passed this test, I added another – the Norman Tebbit test. (Tebbit, a British Conservative politician, complained that when, say, an Indian cricket team visited England, the local Indian immigrant community did not support England but the visiting team.)

‘Suppose a Chinese basketball team came to Sydney and played against Australia,’ I asked the owner of a Chinese restaurant in Castle Hill. ‘Who would you cheer for – the Chinese team or the Australian one?’ His face twisted in the agony of the decision. Finally, with the acumen and tact that has made the Chinese in Australia one of the most successful communities, he smiled and said, ‘Whichever one was winning.’

Bruce Gates is waiting on the fairway of the 14th hole of the Yeppoon Golf Course, near Rockhampton, Queensland, for a big red kangaroo to move off the green. A kangaroo family has adopted the club as its home territory and the club members have had to learn to put up with them until they decide to move on. In the old days the greenkeeper would have shot the lot but these days he recognizes that members are eco-conscious and might object.

True, Australia slaughters five million kangaroos per year for their skins and meat but this barely keeps the kangaroo population under control. In 1999 it numbered between 20 and 25 million, beating the human population by between 2 and 7 million. This is because the kangaroo has adapted to Australian conditions with an ease that has defeated humans. It needs little water. In temperatures where humans need ten litres a day, the kangaroo can get by on two litres a week. (They can even survive on saltwater if pushed.) Their breeding pattern is astounding. The female begins her reproductive cycle at 15 months of age which, since she has a life expectancy of 20 years, is as if the human female began having babies at the age of five.

Her gestation period is only 33 days, after which the newly-born kangaroo climbs from the uterus into the mother’s pouch and attaches itself to a teat. The mother then mates again but keeps the new embryo ‘in suspension’ in her uterus until the first ‘joey’ starts leaving the pouch for brief excursions. When it leaves the pouch permanently after 235 days, or dies for any reason, the mother then activates the dormant embryo and it is born about 24 hours later. So a female kangaroo has three offspring on the go at any one time – one in the uterus, one in the pouch and one at her side.

Gates, as an immigrant interested in Australian wildlife, knows all this, but it does not ease his mixture of irritation and amusement that the red kangaroo on the green ignores his shouts and the waving of his club. If the kangaroo does not move soon he will play his shot and risk approaching the green anyway.

Gates, like a lot of migrants attracted to Australia, is a risk-taker by nature. Born in Quebec City in 1936, he married young and in 1961 quit his job to go around the world on a shoestring. Both Bruce and his wife, Mary, were impressed with Australia and New Zealand but had no intention of leaving Canada until one summer’s evening in 1972. As Gates recalled in 1999: ‘We were staying at Lac St Joseph just north of Quebec City. Northern lights brightened the sky. It was mid-July, the temperature was just seven degrees above freezing and we could see our breath. We were shivering with the cold in midsummer. We decided there and then to leave Canada.’

Their first preference was New Zealand. They paid the fares for themselves and their four children and settled in Auckland, only to decide that the weather was still not warm enough. Only Queensland would melt the ice of Canada out of their bones. They flew to Sydney. ‘We were the last to clear customs,’ Mary remembers. ‘The customs officer looked at our four children and our huge pile of luggage and asked us if that was all there was. We assured him it was and he said, “Welcome to Australia” and waved us through.

‘We were still stunned by this lack of formality when we came out into the arrivals hall. And there was Gough Whitlam, the Prime Minister of Australia, and his wife standing at the front of a large crowd and they all burst out singing Waltzing Matilda. What a welcome, we thought. What a country. Of course we learnt later that they were filming a sequel to the Adventures of Bazza McKenzie.’

The Gateses decided to drive north up the coastline until they found a town where they felt warm and then settle there. Yeppoon was it. Right on the Tropic of Capricorn, a sleepy central Queensland town with no traffic lights, no stop signs, no parking meters, no roundabouts, a town with magnificent beaches with hardly a soul on them, a town where everyone knew everyone, the children walked around shoeless and the Gates’s youngest daughter, Kara, would later ride her horse bareback to school. It was sunny most days of the year and the temperature hovered around 25°C.

Gates and his wife walked into the office of a local real estate agent, looked at some houses for sale, found one they liked and then made an offer to the owner, giving him until 4 p.m. the same day to make up his mind. He decided that this was a mad foreign family and sold. Except for some overseas postings, Bruce and Mary Gates have lived in Yeppoon ever since. ‘We quickly developed a sense of belonging to Australia and took out Australian citizenship as soon as we were allowed to do so,’ Mary Gates remembers. ‘Everyday life was so full of good experiences. Take the basset hound picnic. We had a basset hound and we were members of the basset hound club which organized a basset hound picnic. The hounds arrived dressed as babies in prams, as policemen, lifesavers. There were races, obedience tests, team games. It was a day filled with gaiety, fun and laughter. It typified one of the things we like about Australians – their willingness to enjoy life, to have a good time, their sense of the ridiculous.’

Bruce Gates helped found the Cattlemen’s Union of Australia as a way to try to get a better deal from the big British companies which bought Australian cattle. He went all over Queensland in light aircraft to meet cattlemen but it took him some time to become accustomed to the nonchalant attitude that cattlemen have to flying their little planes over such vast distances, often at night, with none of the facilities of a modern airport.

‘Flying with the president of the Cattlemen’s Union, Graham McCamley, from Longreach to his property near Marlborough we arrived in the dark, so Graham radioed his wife, Shirley, to turn on the lights for landing,’ Gates recalled. ‘The other passenger looked at me aghast and said, “Last time I flew in here with Graham he radioed Shirley to turn on the lights and she turned on the lights on the tennis court. I hope she gets it right this time.” No lights came on, and then I saw two cars, lights on, heading for the grass runway. One parked at the beginning of the runway, the other at the end, their headlamps at high beam pointing at each other. We came down and landed between them. That’s Australian bush flying for you.’

The first rays of the sun are just creeping through the slats of the Venetian blinds in the intensive care ward of the district hospital in Mount Isa, western Queensland. Bill Harcourt, a Sydney investment adviser who comes from an old Anglo-Australian family, is examining the bandage on his left ring finger, nearly severed in a boating accident four days earlier, to see if any blood has seeped through. Although it is only dawn he has given up trying to get back to sleep – the two other patients sharing the ward with him had crept out last night, going down the fire escape to dodge the matron, and had returned loudly drunk at 2 a.m.

True, their injuries were not too serious – the older one, Darren, had a knife wound, the younger one, Cameron, a paralysed arm after being hit by a bull. But Bill, 66, felt a bit of a wimp when he declined to join them on their nocturnal hunt for some grog. Mount Isa is a hard-drinking, hard-living copper mining town, and city investment advisers who prefer to lie in a hospital bed rather than drink with mates do not make a good impression.

Harcourt and his wife, Karen, had been on a fishing holiday at Sweers Island in the Gulf of Carpentaria. This is not the sort of holiday you would ever find in the Australian Tourist Board brochures. In fact, Australians do not want tourists to know about it because they want to keep it for themselves. It is the ultimate outback fishing experience and only people absolutely mad about fishing are welcome there. Harcourt says, ‘You fish all day every day – Spanish mackerel, barracouta, coral trout, queenfish, rock cod as big as a man. It’s a fisherman’s idea of heaven.’

To get there you fly into Burketown on the mainland on a commercial airline and then by light aircraft to a small strip on Sweers Island. The island is nothing to look at – rocky, flat and covered with scrub. Accommodation is at the ‘Sweers Hilton’, a series of reinforced aluminium cabins and steel shipping containers bolted down on to large slabs of concrete so that they will not blow away during the cyclone season. Twenty-four guests sleep at the ‘Hilton’ and eat their meals in a steel aircraft hangar. They range from city judges to cattle station managers, from investment advisers to farmers. Often all they have in common is a love of fishing.

The resort is run by two couples, originally from Mount Isa, who are mad about fishing themselves, and they are as representative of modern multicultural Australia as you are likely to find – Ray Atherinos, a Greek-Australian who is married to Salme, a Finnish-Australian; and Tex Battle, an Australian-Australian, who is married to Lynn, an Irish-Australian. They provide all meals but alcohol is extra and some guests prefer to bring their own.

When Harcourt was there he wondered whether the other guests would look askance because he had brought a whole case of chardonnay. He need not have worried. Another guest, ‘Bull’, a Queensland farmer who was 6ft 8 and weighed 22 stone, drank enormous amounts of beer during the day, but in the evening turned to his ‘special mix’ – Bailey’s Irish Cream, raw eggs, condensed milk, cream of coconut and whisky. On good nights he would sit out in front of his container under the stars, tell stories and finish a gallon.

Everyone at the resort had their own boat, twin hull aluminium with a powerful engine. You could fish where you liked – everyone had their favourite spot – but you had to be back for lunch if you said you were going to be, and you had to be back by 7 p.m. come what may. Harcourt realized how seriously Ray and his partners took this safety rule when he and Karen arrived back for lunch one day ten minutes late. ‘Ray was furious,’ Harcourt remembered. ‘He said he was about to go out looking for us.’

On the day of the accident, Harcourt and Karen were fishing off Bentinck Island, an Aboriginal settlement, well-known in the area because the elders have banned alcohol on the island. Harcourt had just thrown the anchor overboard when he spotted a tangle in the chain and tried to clear it while the anchor was still on its way down. The chain caught his finger and mangled it, leaving the end hanging loose and bleeding heavily.

The boat was equipped with a small box labelled: ‘Do not open except in a life-threatening situation.’ (They learnt later that opening it activates a satellite SOS signal that could bring aircraft and ships rushing to the area.) They decided that Harcourt’s accident was not yet life-threatening and Karen managed to get him back to Sweers Island.

There Ray telephoned the Flying Doctor Service at Mount Isa, 1000 kilometres south. This service was established in 1928 at Cloncurry, Queensland, with one flimsy aircraft and a primitive pedal wireless set, to provide a speedy medical service for isolated areas. Now, over the telephone, it was agreed that a doctor would fly to Burketown and meet Harcourt who would be flown there in a four-seater, single-engine aircraft belonging to one of the other guests. Ray was reassuring. ‘There’s a great doctor at Isa,’ he said. ‘A coony-looking little fella, Indian I reckon, but he’s the best in the game. Lots of crushed limbs from the mine and stabbings and knifings in Isa, so he’s had plenty of experience. You’ll be in good hands.’

Harcourt and Karen, still in their swimming costumes, were hurried on board the plane, where the pilot hardly added to their confidence by saying, ‘Now let’s see. Burketown. Burketown. I’ve flown into it lots of times and I can never find the bloody place.’

But he spotted tin roofs flashing in the sun and landed. They were met at the airport by an ambulance and Bush Matron Bev, famous Australia-wide for having operated on a man who had been thrown from his horse and was dying from pressure on his brain. Bush Matron Bev drilled through his skull with a handbrace and an awl, relieved the pressure, and saved his life.

Bush Matron Bev gave Harcourt a shot of Pethidine to relieve the pain and forty minutes later a flying doctor swept out of the sky in a twin-engine turbo-prop Beechcraft plane with a full operating theatre on board. He decided that Harcourt could wait until they flew back to Mount Isa. Harcourt was on the operating table there an hour later – more quickly, he worked out, than if his accident had happened in Sydney.

Meanwhile Karen, still in her bikini, was being looked after by the hospital social worker, who fitted her out in clothes donated to the hospital, loaned her $50 to buy toothpaste, toothbrush and shampoo, booked her into a motel, and warned her not to walk the short distance from the motel to the hospital after 7.30 a.m. because of the danger of heatstroke.

She also briefed Karen on relations with the local Aboriginal community. They were reasonably good. The owner of a local airline, a pilot originally from Melbourne, had fostered a young Aboriginal and had sent him to school in Melbourne. He had also sponsored another Aboriginal to do pilot training. However, there were certain social rules to observe. If she found herself in a public place where there were Aboriginal men, she should not make eye contact and if she sat down she should sit with her back to them.

During his four days in hospital, Harcourt has learnt from his fellow patients that the matron not only runs the hospital but behaves like a mother to younger inmates. Cameron, the teenager whose arm had been paralysed by the charging bull, told the matron that his boss at the cattle station had sacked him immediately after the accident. He would now have to find another job as soon as possible because he had no money. ‘I’ll soon fix that,’ the matron said. She rang the station manager who, when he heard it was the matron on the line, quickly agreed that Cameron should have three weeks’ compensation.

Harcourt’s finger is as good as it ever was. His medical bills came to – zero. The Flying Doctor Service is funded by donations from all over Australia. The Mount Isa District Hospital is a public hospital funded by the Queensland state government. The Australian system of public health care according to need, no matter who you are or your ability to pay, had worked. And the tyranny of distance that could have made this system useless in a country of such vast space, had been conquered by modern technology.

There is a place called Cameron Corner in outback Australia where the borders of South Australia, New South Wales and Queensland all meet. Country people sometimes drive their visiting city friends to places like Cameron Corner, stop the car, get out, wait for the noise of the engine cooling to end and then ask them, ‘What can you hear?’ When the puzzled city friends says, ‘Nothing,’ the country people say, ‘Yeah. The sound of absolute silence, mate. When did you last hear that?’ Then they say, ‘Look over there.’ And after a while the city friends realize what they are seeing on the distant horizon is the curvature of the earth, again something you do not get to see in the city.

Not far away from Cameron Corner is a 2,600 square kilometre – kilometre, not acres – sheep station, ‘Wertaloona’. Its co-owner, Peggy Kileen, is up early today to drive out to meet boundary rider Brian Lock, who has come to repair a huge hole in the dingo fence that passes through Peggy’s property.

The dingo fence is 5,614 kilometres of continuous wire netting, two metres high, which runs from Ceduna in South Australia, near the uppermost point of the Great Australian Bight, across into New South Wales and finally on to Dalby, near Toowoomba in Queensland. It is the world’s longest fence, two and a half times longer than the Great Wall of China, can be seen from outer space and costs $3 million a year to maintain.

It shuts off the lower right-hand third of Australia, where the sheep live, from the upper left-hand two-thirds, where the country’s wild dog, the dingo, lives. Dingoes, who are a relative of the Indian wolf, are thought to have arrived in Australia some 4,500 years ago as companions or trade items for south-east Asian seafarers, and turned out to be remarkably suited to life in Australia. Sleek, swift, smart and able to survive long periods without water, they multiplied rapidly, and after colonization began preying on sheep, a $5 billion a year industry. The dingo fence is the industry’s answer.

It needs 52 boundary riders to maintain it, each with an allocated section. It is lonely work. Australia is roughly the size of the United States but has only one-fifteenth of the population, so hundreds of thousands of square miles show no sign of human habitation. Brian Lock looks after 280 kilometres of the dingo fence including the 90 kilometres which runs through ‘Wertaloona’ grazing land. Today he is repairing a gap about a metre wide, caused by a kangaroo. ‘This’ll give you an idea of how strong roos are,’ Lock says. ‘This is tough wire netting and the roo has ripped through it like tissue paper.’ He quickly knits the two edges together again and then buries the lower edge about half a metre into the ground to prevent the dingoes from burrowing their way under the fence.

Peggy Kileen thanks him and says goodbye. Lock has more fence to check and the earlier in the day he can do it, the easier it is – in the early afternoon, temperatures reach 53°C in the sun and 43°C in the shade. ‘We’ve lost about 2000 sheep and I’d say 90 per cent of those were from dingo attacks,’ Peggy says. ‘It’s heartbreaking to think about the sheep that the dogs kill. Lots of the time the dogs just maim the sheep and it dies slowly. It makes you very angry and you get that way that you hate them and want to shoot them because what they do to the sheep is cruel. If the maulings and killings continue, we might have to go like the neighbours and run all cattle.’

It is after breakfast at Kakadu National Park in the middle of the Northern Territory and the tourists are getting out of the bus where the road dips into a river ford. Daryl, the driver and guide, is warning his charges not to go too close to the water’s edge. ‘There was this local fella fishing with his son. Some of his mates arrived on the other side and he decided to wade over and join them. A crocodile had passed by a little while earlier and everyone told him not to risk it. He thought he knew better. Got about halfway when the croc hit him. Terrible sight.’

Some of the tourists think Daryl is exaggerating. Others who have seen the local Darwin publication, The Territorian, are not so sure. It carried a picture of an Aboriginal, Johnny Banjo, his head swathed in bandages. Johnny, it seemed, had bent down to take a drink from the Daly River and a big, black crocodile rose from the depths, clamped his jaws around Johnny’s head and pulled him under. Johnny desperately gouged his fingers into the crocodile’s eyes and when it relaxed its grip he dragged himself to the river bank and got away.

‘Yeah,’ says Daryl when reminded of the story. ‘He was lucky. No one knows how many Abos the crocs eat. The Abos come down to the river bank for a party and a bit of a drink. They fall asleep. Next morning Charlie’s not there. His mates think he’s gone walkabout. Couple of weeks later no one’s seen Charlie and only then do they get around to realizing that a croc must’ve come up on the bank during the night and got him. No chance of running away from a croc, you know. They can bring down a galloping horse.’

The tour includes a ride in a boat to see crocodiles close up. Presumably that is safe? ‘Big boat is OK,’ says Daryl. ‘But there was this woman in a canoe going along the river bird-watching. She was a university lecturer, an environmentalist, so she thought she knew what she was doing. Then she paddled into this old croc’s territory and he didn’t like it. He nudged the canoe a couple of times and she got worried he was going to tip her out, so she grabbed some overhanging branches and climbed into a tree. But crocs can jump, so he came right up the tree after her and got her around the waist and brought her down into the water.

‘He was giving her the old death-roll – they hold you in their jaws and then roll their body right over so as to break your spine – when she managed to grab an underwater branch. He let her go and then grabbed her a second time. But it couldn’t have been a good grip because he let her go a second time. This time when she got away she managed to claw her way up the river bank. He started to come after her again, then for some reason let her go. She crawled a couple of miles and the rangers found her, half her insides hanging out. She’s lucky to be alive. I’ll say this for her. She didn’t blame the croc. “It was my fault,” she said. “I was in his territory.”’

In preparation for the trip on Alligator River, Daryl hands out some brochures about crocodiles. They have been around for 200 million years, can grow to seven metres long, weigh more than a tonne and have no natural predator except man. Related to dinosaurs, the crocodile evolved to outlast them all. It can live in salt, brackish and fresh water and drink all three. It can see equally well by day or night and has a transparent membrane, like a pair of swimming goggles, to protect its eyes underwater. It needs to eat only once a week and can go for several months without eating at all. It has a continuous supply of teeth – if one breaks there is another underneath. If it needs to sink quickly in an emergency, it can move its large organs backwards in its body cavity, like a submarine shifting ballast. Once on the bottom it can reduce its heart rate to two or three beats a minute and remain submerged for up to an hour without breathing.

The female crocodile lays a clutch of about 50 eggs in the wet season and leaves it to the weather to decide what the sex of the baby crocodile will be when it hatches. At 32°C the indications are that it will be a good season with plenty of food so the baby crocodiles will all be males. Below 32°C suggests that food will be scarce and that the crocodile community will need lots of breeding mothers, so the eggs decide to come out female. Either way, if there looks like being a danger of over-population, the males are programmed to eat some of their young.

Crocodiles live mainly on fish but may take large land animals, like people. They are smart and patient. They try to identify habits in their prey, like returning to the same spot each day to drink or swim or fish. Then they lie in ambush and wait for the right moment to strike. The crocodile has only a couple of muscles to open his mouth but 40 to close it, so once he has his jaws around his prey, the chances of escape are slim. He prefers his meat well hung, so after killing his prey he hides it under a river bank or in a mangrove swamp, and returns for it after a week or so. No other crocodile – or animal – dares touch it.

As Daryl told us next morning, ‘There was this American woman on a yacht trip. She’d seen Crocodile Dundee but it made no difference. Went for a swim and a croc got her. The captain called Broome and they sent a couple of croc experts who worked out where this big croc might have hid the body. Sure enough they found it in the mangroves, put it in a body bag to take back to Broome and put the body bag in the stern of their big launch. They’re anchored waiting for dawn and suddenly the croc comes up over the transome like the shark in that movie Jaws and tries to get the girl’s body back. The croc is thinking that body’s mine and no one’s gonna take it. The skipper started the engine and they got out of there quick smart, I can tell you.’

In 1972, the Federal government imposed a ban on hunting crocodiles because of fears they might become extinct. Even a crocodile known to have killed a human was not shot. Instead it was trapped in a steel cage baited with pig meat, a noose slipped around its jaws, and blindfolded and docile, it was transported to a crocodile farm where it was used for breeding young crocodiles for the crocodile skin industry – $20 million a year from France and Japan.

But in 25 years the crocodile population expanded from about 5,000 to 70,000 and as they lost their fear of man and more tourists came to see them, attacks became more frequent. So in 1999 there was a legal hunt to reduce the numbers. But, as Daryl said, the crocodile will go on being – as it has for millions of years – the toughest, most inspiring, most dangerous animal in Australia. ‘If you don’t believe it,’ he says. ‘Then when you’re in Broome, go and see “Old Three Legs”. Big croc. About 18 feet long. Something bit his leg off so he couldn’t compete with the other crocs in the Ord River. He just moved on to a cattle station and took to eating a big bull a week, running them down on his three legs.’

Karl Goeschka is asleep on the back seat of his hired four-wheel drive Toyota in the South Australian desert near Halligan Bay, close to Lake Eyre North. It is only 8 a.m. but already the temperature is 35°C. In a few hours’ time it will hit 6o°C just as it has for the past eight days. When he wakes, Goeschka, an Austrian tourist, will drink a little water from a 400 litre container then go back to the car or sit under a small, corrugated iron lean-to, and wait to be rescued.

His girlfriend of 11 years, Caroline Grossmueller, had gone for help six days earlier after their Toyota campervan had become bogged down in loose sand. After spending two days trying to get it out they had abandoned further attempts and assessed their situation. They were 80 kilometres from William Creek, their last stop and the nearest place to find help. They had no radio. They had left a note at William Creek Hotel setting out their travel plans, but how long would it be before they were missed? They decided there were two courses of action – they could wait for someone else to pass their way, which, in such an isolated area could be days or even weeks; or they could try to walk back to William Creek.

Goeschka doubted if he was strong enough to walk that far in such fierce heat, especially as he was not accustomed to it. Grossmueller, a fit, well-built young woman, felt that she could do it. She took a two-litre plastic bottle, filled it with water, and put it with some food into a small backpack. She
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