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Abstract: 

Salvation is a realisation of Hassall’s creative research into themes associated with 
white inheritance of Australian landscape. The work transforms theoretical 
investigation of landscape from post-colonial and spatial positions into theatrical 
exploration and questions Euro-centric associations of historical and future place, 
asking ‘What will we leave behind?’ Salvation voices some uncomfortable national 
silences to investigate and provoke socio-cultural questions pertaining to identity, 
nation, race, class and gender. Salvation questions the ideological or mythological 
perceptions that may promote a sense of the significance of dominant (white) 
European society in the Australian landscape. Salvation may read as a metaphor that 
voices Australian racial, environmental and cultural tensions. Salvation claims the 
value of landscape as central to the themes investigated and to the cultural knowledge 
statements that are embedded within the fiction. Salvation had a season at The 
Brisbane Powerhouse in August/September 2012. 

 

Biographical note:  

Dr Linda Hassall is Lecturer in Applied Theatre, Griffith University, with over 20 
years experience as a director, playwright and dramaturge. Her play, Salvation Roses, 
the focus of her recently completed PhD, addresses themes of white inheritance of 
landscape, and was a top ten finalist in 2011 Qld Premiers Drama Awards. Linda’s 
first published play, Post Office Rose, won a Matilda Award for Best New Play 
(2006). Linda’s other published play is A Contemporary Hymn (2012). Linda has 
been commissioned to write the play that is the final phase of 3 year ARC funded 
project, The Difficult Return, which explores the impact of combat experiences on 
returning veterans and their families. Linda is a creative researcher on The Boathouse 
– Representing the Elders: Indigenous research, oral history and documentary 
theatre (Griffith University/AEL collaborative research project grant). Linda’s 
research focusses on how land and culture scapes impact on behaviour and identity. 
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THE CHARACTERS: 

Voices: Echoes of white Australian voices who engage from historical 

fragmented moments of PAST, PRESENT, FUTURE. 

Chorus: VOICES play numerous characters, operating as a chorus of up 
to 22 performers. They chorally perform all songs. 

 
Grotesque: All chorus members are part of the carnival of the grotesque, 

over-exaggerated; dusty, dry and deteriorated. English 
sensibilities, manners and behaviours are highly exaggerated.  

 
Tall Ship:  Looming presence created by the chorus. 
 
Ships:  The first fleet and future invading forces. 
 
Bow Sprite:   The spirit of the Tall Ship. 
 
The Bride:  A symbol of settlement.  
 
Preacher:  Missionary zealot. 

Ghosts: Men who’ve died working the landscape.  

 

SETTING 

An Australian Gothic physical theatre and musical performance script. The 
characters’ physically create images and symbols within the setting such as the TALL 
Ships. Set pieces are tin buckets filled with; earth, dreams of land, other paraphernalia 
– letters, British and Australian flags, broken parasols, tea cups. The paraphernalia is 
used to create constructions in the landscape.  Music, hymns and songs used are 
copyright free. Traditional ballads/hymns are bastardised in keeping with the Gothic 
tone. Dialogue is heightened and / indicates where dialogue is cut off. 
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SCENE 1 – Farewell to England 
(Echoing through the mist and the distance a tolling and the lyrics of a convict ballad 
-distorted). 
  
CHORUS:  Farewell to old England forever 

Farewell to my rum culls as well 
Farewell to the well known Old Bailey 
Where I used for to cut such a swell 
 
Singing Tooral liooral liaddity 
Singing Tooral liooral liay 
Singing Tooral liooral liaddity 
And we're bound for Botany Bay x2 
 

(A TALL SHIP is breathing, coughing and gagging.  A cry of pain.  A moan of 
release. Through the mist and the distance a bell is tolling. Convicts are spewed from 
the bowels of the ship – they evoke voices from the past). 
 
PAST: I am one of the dead, for surely one cannot survive this. Yes 

dead I must be. Yet in death there seems no comfort. From the 
endless sea. The endless sickness. 

  
CHORUS:  Singing Tooral liooral liaddity 
   Singing Tooral liooral liay 
   Singing Tooral liooral liaddity 
   And we're bound for Botany Bay 
 
PAST: With every rancid breath I taste excrement. Shit festering with 

disease. It is not a taste easily spat out. It is the taste of misery. 
A collective filth.  The taste of starvation. A scurvied flavour 
lingers on the tongue. We stand on the bloated bellies of the 
dead. Our scabbed and putrid feet sink into rotting flesh. Our 
toenails turn black and peel away. The rats are well fed and 
thrive. 

  
PAST: Men Heave against each other. Sweat against each other. 

Sodomise each other. Or are sodomised. Men.  
 
PAST: Men stronger than I summon the strength to defy the monstrous 

sea, this monstrous demon ship, this monstrous vengeful 
journey to the dungeon of the world. We go for God and 
England and Justice. Men find comfort in the little death of 
release. Men defy social sensibilities to feel something. 
Anything. Rave and Rape against the injustices of England’s 
transplanted Justice. We journey as aliens into the unknown. 
God help me. Destination Botany Bay. 

 
CHORUS:  Singing Tooral liooral liaddity 
   Singing Tooral liooral liay (continues) 
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(Convicts are sucked back into The TALL SHIP. As it approaches the sounds of 
human misery magnify). 
 
SCENE 2 – Heave Ho 
 
(A bell is tolling. The TALL SHIP waits. Its sails crack.  Historical time is malleable. 
Stock whips are cracking in the distance drawing the Tall Ship closer. ‘Heave Ho is a 
choral representation of bringing the ship to dock).  
 
BOW SPRITE:  Salvation. 

CHORUS:  Heave Ho – 

BOW SPRITE:  Murderers, rapists, thieves/ 

CHORUS:  Heave Ho – 
     
(The Tall Ship is alive. It breathes. The whips crack). 
  
CHORUS:  Heave Ho – 
 
BOW SPRITE:  /Repent and find Salvation! 

CHORUS:  Heave Ho – 

BOW SPRITE:  Pickpockets, prostitutes/ 

CHORUS:  Heave Ho – 

(The Tall Ship’s breathing escalates). 
  
BOW SPRITE: /Repent and find Salvation/ 

CHORUS:  Heave Ho – 

BOW SPRITE: /you poor miserable bastards bound for Botany Bay. 
     
(The TALL SHIP fills the space. Bound For Botany Bay – fades as the ship draws 
breath and transforms into the FIRST FLEET of smaller ships. Heave Ho reprise 
builds as the smaller ships draw closer). 
 
SHIP:   The fatal shore shrieked. 

SHIP:   We should have listened to her discontent. 

(The Ships transform into human detritus floundering in the unfamiliar landscape. 
The peaceful sounds in the landscape distort into the fatal shore shrieking and then 
wide open chords evoking distance). 
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Letter Home 1: 
 
PAST:   My Dearest Faith 

We are surely damned. There is no Salvation to be found here. 
Even if we repent. There is drought. There is terrifying distance 
… 

 
CHORUS:  Terror Australis (terror) 
   Terror Nullius Terror (terror)  
 
(The CHORUS drawn into the distance as if swallowed by it, drawn by the sound of 
the landscape calling to them, enticing them, seducing them. The CHORUS cuts 
across the following with; I am Free by Barney E. Warren, 1911. The Hymn cuts in 
and out and through the breaks in the dialogue and is hummed underneath. The PAST 
VOICES are female).    

CHORUS:  I am free in the all-cleansing blood, 
   Oh, the sweet flowing tide in my soul, 
   Ever keeping me white, in the city of light! 
   Blessed Jesus, in Thee I am whole.  

   Oh, the blood of Jesus! 
   Precious blood of the cross I see; 
   It is keeping me pure, for the promise is sure, 
   Praise the Lord, O my soul! I am free. 

PAST: Salvation was thought to be found in the great distance. In our 
desire to move into the emptiness of that vast desert space.  

PAST: To spread ourselves, however thinly across - into - through the 
horizon. 

PAST:  We left white boot-heeled footprints in the dirt. 
  
PAST: We trod carelessly across the darker bare footed imprints of 

those of ancient lines and eternal time. 
  
PAST:  We didn’t care. We were seeking Salvation. 
  
PAST:   We took little with us. 
  
PAST: Nothing of import really except God and Justice and Good 

intentions.   

CHORUS:  I am free, what a wonderful thought! 
   It is filling my soul every day, 
   There’s a voice speaking deep in my heart ever sweet, 
   I will guide you along in the way. 
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PAST:   We carried these with us on the backs of dreams of land. 
   
PAST:   Dreams carried in cardboard suitcases and boxes and buckets. 
  
PAST:   Vessels filled with goods and greed and great white hopes. 
 
PAST:   You see, Salvation was ours sayeth the Lord. 
  
PAST:   In Salvation there was promise. The promised land. 
  
CHORUS:  “I am free” is the song I will sing 
   As I march on this beautiful way; 
   Oh, my heart doth abound with the joy I have found, 
   In His favour divine I will stay. 
 
(Time is malleable. The FUTURE voices are male). 
 
FUTURE:  Never mind the genocide. 
   
FUTURE:  Never mind that. 
   
FUTURE:  That’s a position of perspective. 
  
FUTURE:  History. 
  
FUTURE: We were just moving into the distance eager to meet the 

promise.  
 
FUTURE:  The promise of Salvation from the past.  
  
FUTURE: The promise of Salvation from poverty and the pain of 

separation. 
 
PAST: We looked into the distance and imagined beyond into the 

brightest of bright futures. 
  
FUTURE: We could not conceive of what we did…what we caused.. what 

we ignored…what we…what we/ 
  
FUTURE: /what we see now from far into the future we couldn’t possibly 

have imagined. 
  
FUTURE:  We were like children.  

CHORUS:  I am free from the bondage of sin, 
   And the hope of my soul’s ever fair, 
   I shall dwell where they sing of my Saviour and King, 
   In a mansion of light over there. 

PAST:   We were like children. 
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FUTURE: Like children we understand far too late that promises are 

empty, miserable things… like buckets that have no bottoms. 
 

  
Figure 1: A carnival of the grotesque sequence – drought and no reprieve from the never-ending heat. Figure 2: Utilising costume 
to transform into the sail of a TALL Ship. (Brisbane Powerhouse Production, August/September, 2012). 
 

SCENE 3 - Into the Landscape 

(The Male PAST VOICE is talking of the landscape. The FUTURE VOICE is female). 
 
PAST: She called to me. I moved toward her. By the good Christ she 

was a beauty. Strong and fierce.  Bright and hot.  Her name - 
Horizon. She captivated me with the colours she clothed herself 
in.  Shades of seduction that would never be recaptured in paint 
or oil or imagination.  She whispered words on the hot red 
winds that blew from the West. Words that made me weak.  
That made me tremble. I desired all of her. Every inch of sandy 
hot hills and pink tipped crests. I climbed over, through and 
into her. I had to have her, tame her, beat her into submission 
and then she’d be mine. I sinned to have her. By the Christ I 
did. I was lost in her distance. 

  
FUTURE: Can be claustrophobic all that distance. Stops up ya lungs. 

Gives ya a cancer in the lungs, distance does. 
Ya can feel all that distance pressing down on ya. Squeezin’ the 
life outta ya. Ya realize how fucken’ insignificant ya are when 
ya consider all that distance surroundin’ us out here. 
  

(The carnival of the grotesque parades:  There are settlers and colonists and 
preachers. There are prostitutes and puritans. There are mothers dragging half dead 
children, there are men with axes and guns. There are lovers with good intentions. 
They are looking for Salvation). 
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Letter Home 2: 
 
PAST:   Dearest Hope 

My Dear, I fear there is too much blood caked in this desert 
earth for any decent crop to grow.  Yet I persist.  For you my 
Hope. For our hopeful future. Yesterday an empty threat of 
rain… We are civilised men we will civilise this landscape.  
We will civilise the natives…we WILL/ 

 
(Time leaps to the future. FUTURE VOICES engage in contemporary debate). 
 
FUTURE: This is their fucking country and it’s more than fucking 

obvious it is not a place for pale skinned society descended 
from the fucking English criminal classes.   

FUTURE: Don’t you go tellin’ me this country isn’t mine… we, they, 
them, those before us took this country. Bastards took it.  I 
know that. But I had nothin’ to do with that... weren’t me. It 
weren’t theirs, but they took it.  What the fuck can ya 
expect…Murderers, rapists, prostitutes, thieves, preachers/ 

FUTURE:  /original fuckin’ boat people.  

FUTURE: They weren’t gonna come here and ask to fucking share, now 
were they? That’s history. It matters to the victors.  The tragedy 
is that the others, the blacks were primitives. Primitives have 
no history.  

FUTURE: The blacks were before history – white history it is I’m talkin’ 
about – they were the before history, history had to butcher. 
Them poor bastards being here brought the white mission into 
perspective. They brought the hope of our Salvation. 

(Times shifts to settlement: shotguns - slaughter of the indigenous population cut with 
disparaging comments on Australian aborigines and laughter. The settlers are being 
drawn into the distance - transfixed. VOICES are the perspective of the FUTURE). 

FUTURE:  The empty vessels of settlement carried our language - never 
uttered, never heard – yet the sounds of it shattered the silence 
and shredded the distance.  

FUTURE:  Language. We brought the English language into a landscape 
that could have easily done without it. 

  
FUTURE:  We babbled into the distance and told it of buildings we 

planned to construct. 
   
FUTURE:  We told it inconsequential things.  
 
FUTURE:  We complained about its heat.  
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FUTURE:  We told it about curtain materials and rugs and crockery and 
babies yet to be born.  

  
FUTURE:  We named places in the distance, paddocks and mountains and 

other things that had no use for our useless names’1. 
   
FUTURE:  In building and cursing and debating and naming we aimed to 

settle our own history and map out a future.  
 
FUTURE:  The distance remained silent. Her silence echoed her contempt. 
    
(CHORUS builds shelter in a landscape that offers no shelter. There is a celebration 
of settlement - Bush Dance. Anticipation of children to come. Time and history shift. 
The female VOICES are writhing in the dirt, miscarrying babies into a dry landscape 
who sucks at them greedily).  
 
VOICE:  Little baby leakin’ outta me into the dirt/   

VOICE:  Dripping outa me/  

VOICE:  slipping down me thighs.  

VOICE:  Little clots’a blood.   

VOICE:  Little moist things. Babies lost to this land.   

VOICE:  This country’ll suck a womb dry. 

VOICE:  Greedy fuckin’ place this.   

VOICE:  It gets a smell’a life… sniffs it out… in the dust storms and the 
 red desert heat/   

VOICE:  Creeps up ya legs and pushes itself inside ya/  

VOICE:  /reaches up and tears it right outta ya/ 

VOICE:   Clamp ya legs together! 

VOICE:  Hold it in!  

VOICE:  Pray the little bastard’ll grab hold a something… 

VOICE:  Too fuckin’ small and this country’s too fucking strong.   

VOICE:  Alright you bitch, you fucking cunt, ya got another one. 

VOICE:  I got blood ties to that dirt…my bastard kids are out there,   

VOICE:  soaking up the sun/  
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VOICE:  soaking into the dirt/ 

VOICE:   /soft little bones … sleeping. Sleep little ones. Sleep.  

VOICE:  Those who seek Salvation, lose it.  

  Those who lost Salvation, hope to reclaim it. 
  That’s been the tragedy of this country. 

(The dead children are scooped up and laid gently in tin buckets).They walk away 
with their dead babies in the buckets. They sing the Hymn I am coming to the Cross 
by William McDonald, 1870). 
 
CHORUS:  I am trusting, Lord, in Thee, 
  Blessed Lamb of Calvary; 
  Humbly at Thy cross I bow, 
  Jesus saves me, saves me now. 

 I am poor and weak and blind; 
 I am counting all but dross; 
 I shall full salvation find 

Here I give my all to Thee: 
 Friends and time and earthly store; 
 Soul and body Thine to be, 
 Wholly Thine forevermore. 

In the promises I trust; 
 Now I feel the blood applied; 
 I am prostrate in the dust; 
 I with Christ am crucified. 

  Jesus comes! He fills my soul! 
  Perfected in Him I am; 
  I am every whit made whole: 
  Glory, glory to the Lamb! 

(The Bride appears. The dress is lit from within. She carries a bundle – a baby shape 
– though there is no baby just dusty dry dirt that slowly spills to the floor.  The bones 
of dead children are reaching up under the dress for her. Trying to claw their way out 
of the earth and back into her arms). 
 
Letter Home 3:  
PAST: /God willing my dearest HOPE I await your arrival and our 

forthcoming nuptials in a fever of excitement. Though I fear 
this country is less than kind to the gentler sex…it is too dry. 

BRIDE: My children are reflected in the heat haze on the distant 
horizon.  As am I. 



Hassall     Salvation 

 TEXT Special Issue 19: Scriptwriting as Creative Writing Research 11 
eds Dallas Baker and Debra Beattie, October 2013 

The self I see reflected in the landscape is clouded by my 
bloody inheritance of it. My reflection and those transparent 
reflections of my children are hazy…indistinct…but my 
darlings are reflected there on that horizon of un-belonging all 
the same. It offers little comfort that grudging reflection. 

 
 

 
 
 
 

(The barn dance music is reprised – an echo of a happier time. A single dancer is left 
alone in the landscape spinning endlessly in the overwhelming space. From far off we 
hear a dingo howl, another answers. Silence. The dancer topples to the earth). 
 
SCENE 4 – Salvation is Yours 
 
(The carnival of the grotesque are looking for God. There are sinners and puritans 
praying for Salvation. They are erecting the Cross. A lone woman begins to sing 
cabaret style; At the Cross by William J Henry, 1911). 
 
CHORUS:  There’s salvation full and free, 
   At the cross; 
   Sinner, come and pardoned be 
   At the cross; 
   Lo, the Savior waiting stands, 
   See His bleeding side and hands, 
   He will break sin’s awful bands 
   At the cross.  
 
PREACHER:  Repent all ye sinners and you will be given Salvation.  It is 

promised. 

Letter Home 4: 

PAST:   Dearest Charity 
I try to find God. But this country is too big and I do not know 
where to begin to look for him. I fear one day that the searching 
will become too much for me and I will give him up for 
lost…If it would only rain/ 

FIGURE3: The Bride and her children – their bones clawing back through the earth into her arms.(Brisbane Powerhouse, 
August/September, 2012) 
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(PREACHER is a parody of an evangelist).  
 
PREACHER: Repent I say and you will find God. YOU WILL FIND GOD. 

HERE. Look for the cross.  Turn your sinning eyes toward the 
Lord and the cross will be your beacon to Heaven. The symbol 
of our Lord and your Salvation.   

 
CHORUS:  There’s salvation full and free, 
   At the cross; 
   Sinner, come and pardoned be 
   At the cross… 
 
PREACHER:  Cast your eyes across this godforsaken land and look for him.  

Search until you are blind and dumb and deaf.  But do not give 
up.  He is out there in the drought and distance. Yes he is you, 
miserable sinners. Salvation is yours sayeth the Lord. 

 
CHORUS:  At the cross, at the cross, 

There’s salvation full and free at the cross… 
  

PREACHER:  Find the heathen and bring him to the cross. 
 
(Aboriginal women and children are dragged to the cross and treated brutally). 
 
PREACHER:  For his own good and your salvation bring him to the cross. If 

he refuses bind him.  If he still refuses to cast his eyes toward 
the lord, toward the true cross of God, flog him until his back is 
bleeding and broken. 

 
CHORUS:  There thy soul shall find sweet rest, 

At the cross; 
Heaven’s peace shall fill thy breast, 
All thy guilt shall pass away, 
At the cross… 

  
PREACHER:  It is your responsibility, designated to YOU from God to terrify 

him, terrorize him and if that doesn’t work TEMPT HIM with 
disease riddled blankets and glass beads into believing.  

 
Take his women, take his country then take his spirit.  And if 
that does not convince the misguided heathen to turn his eyes 
toward the wooden cross, kill him and take his children.  

 
(The children are torn from their mother’s and flung toward the white missionaries 
waiting at the cross). 
 
CHORUS:  There is grace for every need, 
   At the cross; 
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   Thou shalt find a friend indeed, 
   At the cross… 

PREACHER: Wrap those lost lambs in the spirit of God. Wrap them in white 
linen and white lies. Clothe their nakedness and teach them to 
speak with the tongue of the Saviour. Teach them servitude and 
force them to sever all ties to the rainbow serpent.  Then you 
may look to the cross of Salvation and IT WILL be yours 
sayeth the Lord. Trust in the word of the Lord and you will 
never need to say you are Sorry. 

CHORUS:  At the cross, at the cross, 
   There’s salvation full and free at the cross… 

(The cross is used to yoke the aborigines). 

CHORUS:  Honour the Indigenous peoples of this land… 
 For the pain, suffering and hurt of these stolen generations, their 

   descendants and for their families left behind/ 
   WE ARE SORRY 
   To the mothers and the fathers, the brothers and the sisters, for 

the breaking up of families and communities 
   WE ARE SORRY. 

For the indignity and degradation… 
   WE ARE SORRY (Rudd, 2008)2 

(In the Southern sky the Southern Cross appears). 

SCENE 5 – Men and Mateship and the Demon Drink 

(Men move into the landscape. They desire to claim it, make it their own - tame it. 
Felling, Fencing, Fighting and Fucking. The landscape moans from deep within. 
VOICES are from the PRESENT)  
 
PRESENT:  This landscape is a woman going through menopause. Once 
   fertile, her rich red soil is no longer fertile. She is a hostile  
   and cruel bitch, my landscape, as she cracks and no longer 
   bleeds, opening herself up for the rain that doesn’t come. 
 
(The men engage in a movement sequence that moves through time. It includes tree 
felling, sawing, hammering, cane cutting, mining - any industry that has raped the 
landscape for natural resources. The industrial soundscape is created by the actors 
with the tin buckets. The landscape bleeds. The men tire - collapse and proceed to 
drink themselves stupid). 
 
Letter Home 5: 
 
PAST:   Dear Temperance 

You have been long suffering in the face of my absence.  This 
bastard place binds me to cruel labour. My back is near 
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crippled, my hands are blistered and weeping. No matter how 
hard I work there seems more to be done. 

   The sun drives me mad. It puts me in mind of murder. 
 
(A pub brawl breaks out. The female VOICES respond to the chaos of the brawl). 
  
VOICE:  She don’t kill the men out here. 
 
VOICE:  Couldn’t be fuckin’ bothered. 
 
VOICE:  She lets the axes and the guns and the grog do that for her. 
 
VOICE:  Useless bastard’s men in this country. 

VOICE:  Always have bin’. 
 
VOICE:  She got no use for them and their ideas’a mateship. 
 
(GHOSTS of bushrangers and drovers, labourers and swagmen appear from the 
places where the dead men lie. The female VOICES tell how they lived and died). 
 
GHOST:  Droving cattle 
 
GHOST:  Fighting 
 
GHOST:  Fencing 
 
GHOST:  Tree felling 
 
VOICE: Chainsaw took to him.  Bit ‘im real good. Stupid bastard.  Any 

decent  bloke’d get bitten by a Redbelly black, King Brown, fall 
off his  fucking horse, die of thirst or something. Not him…oh 
no.  He let a bloody chainsaw get him. Smartarse.  Bled out in 
the paddock before anyone missed him. 

VOICE:  Dickhead. 

GHOST:  Beating the odds/ 
 
GHOST:  /and the burning sun/ 
 
VOICE: Sun got ‘im in the end. Melanoma’ed. Tiny little mark ended 

up eating him out from the inside.  From arsehole to breakfast 
basically. 

  
GHOST:  /and the bastard cattle/ 
 
GHOST:  /and the blunt axes/ 
 
GHOST:  /and bludgers/ 
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GHOST:  /endless bitumen roads. 
 
VOICE:  Ute got him, hey. Pinned him down. 
  Blew a tire on Devel’s Rd coming back from the Curry… 

 (the) Jack was fucked. Crushed him.  They reckon he lived for 
two days under that car  ‘fore that truckie spotted him. 
‘parently the ants and the flies had a good go at him too.  The 
land’d drained most of him, drunk her fill. Tryin’ to stave off 
the menopause.  She’s a cruel bitch …Cunt of a way to go.  

 
GHOST:  AND snakes/ 
 
GHOST:  /and the demon drink 
 
Letter Home continued: 
 
PAST:   Dearest Temperance 

I am truly repentant for what I have did to you. I do … adore 
you but it is hard to abstain in this bastard of a place with its 
sun and its flies and its ability to strip your skin and your 
dreams…I can take little more…surely it must rain soon and 
ease my dis-temper and my unquenching thirst… 
 

(Domestic Violence sequence exploring depths of love, passion, depression associated 
with violence against women due to alcohol abuse. The VOICE comes from the 
beaten woman. Her plight is reflected upon by VOICES from the FUTURE).  
 
VOICE:  Thought I was dead that one time. 
   Wasn’t though. Not that time anyways. 
   After I pulled meself ta’gether, I fucked ‘is mate out  
   the back a’ the beer garden. Took me floggin’ and   
   moved on. Lost a kid the next day. 
   Scooped it up in a ice cream bucket outta the dirt and  
   threw it down the lav. Got fuckin’ on with it. 
 
FUTURE:  And if ya hadn’t noticed there’s no more men,   
   there’s no more water, no more vehicles and there’s   
   no more fuckin’ fuel, so we’ve all been flogged now  
   haven’t we. 
  
VOICE: Nah a good floggin’ never hurt anyone, ‘less it kills ya a’ 

course. 

FUTURE: No use what so bloody ever. Men and their ideas’a love an’ 
mateship and heroes and cheerin’ fuckin’ dead soldiers 
paradin’ down streets, laying flowers on monuments. This 
place don’t care. 

 
FUTURE:  We were only ever really travellers here. 
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Journey men. Women with suitcases packed with broken 
 dreams and dead children and men with buckets full of 
destroyed hopes. 
 

GHOST:  But we keep sayin’ fuck you! She respects that. 
   We pay the price of the little Aussie Battler 
 
FUTURE:  Penance. 
   Payin’ the fuckin’ piper. 
   God save the Queen and her wild Colonial Boys  
 
BOW SPRITE:  We sought Salvation in the distance and the dirt and the dry 

desert heat and there was no Salvation. 
 
SCENE 6 – White Inheritance 
 
(The carnival of the grotesque reflect on the past from the position of the apocalyptic 
future.  They question the audience. The offer them cups of tea from broken tea cups. 
The wave tattered flags at them or use the flags as blankets. The landscape is 
desolate. The carnival music distorts fades and drifts away into the decimated 
landscape. Abide with Me (anon)cuts across the following).   

ONE VOICE:  Abide with me; fast falls the eventide 
The darkness deepens; Lord with me abide. 
When other helpers fail and comforts flee, 
Help of the helpless, O abide with me. 
 
Swift to its close ebbs out life’s little day; 
Earth’s joys grow dim; its glories pass away; 
Change and decay in all around I see; 
O Thou who changest not, abide with me. 

FUTURE: Someone else desires her. I could not keep her. Not forever.  
Fool that I was. I loved her too cruelly. Too long.  She did not 
forgive me. Her colours have faded.  In her sadness her former 
brightness flickers. Her generous sandy hills are left scarred.  
Deep pits of emptiness where her beauty used to be. I took 
from her all she had to give. She rejects me.  And my heart 
breaks. My heart is torn from my chest and is ground under the 
boot heels of him who wants her now. The red winds that blow 
from the West no longer whisper but scream my betrayal. She 
hurls her drought and fire and flood at me and scorns my fear. 
She wants another. A lover who will be tender. In the dark eyes 
of that lover I see my pale defeat.  

ONE VOICE: Not a brief glance I beg, a passing word; 
But as Thou dwell’st with Thy disciples, Lord, 
Familiar, condescending, patient, free. 
Come not to sojourn, but abide with me. 
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(The acid rain is about to fall. VOICES  from the FUTURE reflect on the past  
history). 

Letter Home 6: 

FUTURE:  My Dearest Darling Patience  
It rained today. And the land was cleansed… 

 
FUTURE:  No one left now.  

FUTURE:   Why were anyone here in the first place I’d like ta know.   

FUTURE:  When? 

FUTURE:  Before the weather. 
 
(A dingo howls in the empty distance). 
 
  Before the bastard dogs and bleak weather. 
  Before one fuckin’ disaster after another. 
  Before we got buried in Salvation. 
  
FUTURE:  Holocaust initially. That was then forgotten, rewritten.  
  Then it was the Coal or the Copper or the Cattle. Gas or oil. 

 Musta been some fucking good reason ta come out here after 
all that went on. All that violence. All that murderin’. 

  How the fuck would I know? Men came. That’s what I know. 
  Men came and attempted to make a mark. 
 
FUTURE:  She’s opening up. Out there. Cracking and splitting/   
  
VOICE:  Gets us all ‘ventually. The distance. 
 
VOICE:   It’s difficult to move through anymore. 

  She’s opening up. Out there. Cracking and splitting/ 

VOICE:  Didn’t get the blacks though.   

VOICE:  Nah.  They thrive on distance.  

VOICE:  We just disappear in it. It’s like we was never here. 

It’s like this land don’t care if we was here or not when she 
starts throwin’ all that distance at ya 

VOICE: They’s the shadows ya see in the landscape…those 
blacks…loomin’ ‘cross the country…coverin’ up us white girls 
and boys… stretchin’ outta the distance. Nippin’ and snappin’ 
at our heels. Doggin’ us with their history.With the truth. 



Hassall     Salvation 

 TEXT Special Issue 19: Scriptwriting as Creative Writing Research 18 
eds Dallas Baker and Debra Beattie, October 2013 

VOICE: Children of the distance. Us white people never took, those that 
are comin’ never will take… to it either. ‘Cause others will 
come. We are fools to think they won’t. 

 

(The sound of ships horn that transforms into sounds of helicopters, jets, sirens. The 
dingoes are real close. Their shadows flicker across the heat haze. The VOICES 
struggle to maintain their place in all the distance as the TALL SHIPS approach in a 
future military invasion). 
  
CHORUS:  Come not in terrors, as the King of kings, 
   But kind and good, with healing in Thy wings, 
   Tears for all woes, a heart for every plea— 
   Come, Friend of sinners, and thus bide with me. 
 
FUTURE:  On the day. On the day of the final disaster. 
 
FUTURE:  On the final white Australia Day. It rained. 
 
FUTURE: Kerosene blue sky turned to silver and the shards rained down 

on the land. 
 
FUTURE:  It tasted like acid that rain. 
 
(The acid rain falls). 
 
FUTURE: It burnt the tongue and scalded the roof of the mouth and 

scorched its way down the back of the throat. 
 
FUTURE: Christ …it’s burning me. Burning the skin and the sin and the 

dirt/ 
  
FUTURE:  /yea though I walk through / 
 
FUTURE:  /clean outta me/ 
 
FUTURE:  /The Valley / 
 
FUTURE:  /Hot/ 
 
FUTURE:  /Of the Shadow / 
 
FUTURE:  /Hot/ 
 
FUTURE:  /Of Death/ 
 
FUTURE:  /Dust to Dust 
 
FUTURE:  We’s all ancient bones covered in earth now.   
  Bones that whisper the stories.Of those forgotten/  



Hassall     Salvation 

 TEXT Special Issue 19: Scriptwriting as Creative Writing Research 19 
eds Dallas Baker and Debra Beattie, October 2013 

 
FUTURE:  /As they push through the dry skin of this land.  

The whites and blacks whose stories are imprinted in places 
you pass through. 

  
FUTURE: Those who are still there shimmerin’ in the desert heat. Ya see 

‘em if ya look hard enough/ 
 
FUTURE: In the flutter of the ragged curtains of those dead towns ya 

drive through. 
 
FUTURE:  Their names noted in plaques, scratched into tree stumps,  
   chiselled on the face of monuments… waiting for someone to 
   read them out loud. Your names there too… 
    
FUTURE:  When the other’s came, the ones in your future, they re-named. 

FUTURE:  History. It’s all just History. 

FUTURE:  Was an ordinary day. The day the rain came. 

FUTURE:  I recall. 

FUTURE:  Nuthin’ much went on/ 

FUTURE: Same old same old really. Happens like that. Goes on, we 
ignore the same thing day after day after day.   

FUTURE:  Then the unexpected. No reason. 

FUTURE:  Nah nothing different went on that day. ‘Cept for the arrival/ 

FUTURE:  /an the rain/   

FUTURE:  /an the invasion a’ course. 

FUTURE: This land. She don’t forget and she don’t forgive.  Violence. 

Embedded in the history of the place. 

FUTURE:  Imprinted on the fuckin’ landscape. 

(The landscape catches on fire and as the flames recede, The Southern Cross appears 
brightly in the sky. More TALL SHIPS approach.). 

 

THE END 
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Endnotes 
 

1. Inspired by Paul Carter’s 1987 account of Australia originating in acts of settlement, 
possession and dispossession The Road to Botany Bay: an exploration of landscape and 
history.   

2. From Prime Minister Rudd’s 2008 national apology to the First Nation People of Australia for 
wrongs including the forcible removal of children from families.
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Research statement 

 

Research background  

Situated in the field of creative writing for performance, Salvation is an innovative 
post-dramatic realisation of Hassall’s doctoral research into themes associated with 
white inheritance of Australian landscape (2012). The practice-led investigation 
contextualised three years of theoretical research of sociological, environmental and 
spatial contexts of Australian ‘landscape’ and investigates tensions inherent in 
‘landscape’ constructs since transportation. 

 

Research contribution 

Contributing to contemporary creative research in methodological, dramaturgical and 
theatrical fields, Salvation uniquely, transforms theoretical discourses into cultural 
expression. Salvation provokes post-colonial sociological debates from conflicting 
cultural perspectives and is informed by current investigations of landscape from 
socio-racial, socio-geographic and sustainability positions. 

 

Research significance  

Salvation advances the performance research that was a top ten finalists in the 
Queensland Premiers Drama Award 2011. Premiering at the Brisbane Powerhouse in 
August/September 2012 it was acknowledged in the best five designs in the Del Artè 
Charts 2012. The work unifies rigorous theoretical interrogation with unique forms of 
multidisciplinary theatrical expression to pose questions about the ‘role’ of the white 
Australian in the contemporary national landscape.  
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