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CHAPTER 1 : INTRODUCTION

Throughout their histories, Australia and the United States
presented new opportunities, and perils, for their many irmmi-
grants. The feeling that these new countries represented some new
opportunity arose in part from the "hard fact"! that both land-
scapes were vast tracts of so-called uncivilized land, untouched
by European culture. These new and different landscapes allowed,
and demanded, a different social structure from traditional
European patterns to exist. Here was a unique chance to eliminate
undesirable vestiges of European life and establish elements more
suitable to the frontier environments of Australia and North
America, especially during the end of the frontier periods in
these countries, namely the 1890's and the turn of the century.
The existence of a frontier in both countries gave an opportunity
to focus the centuries-long quest to regain the lost Garden of
Paradise. Here, perhaps, people could try again to establish a
pastoral existence.

Frederick Jackson Turner argued in his 1893 essay? that the
vast frontier that constituted the United States was directly
responsible for the formation of its supposedly unique democratic

principles, for razing European tyranny, hiearchy, and oppres-



sion, and for removing old European laws and customs that proved
inappropriate. Did the existence of this frontier landscape also
generate a sloughing off of old restrictions inherent in women's
traditional positions in society, those of wife, mother, and
servant? When a society falls apart, reshuffles and reconstructs
itself, women, like other segments of the population, might be
able to progress. Did women have a sense that these frontier
landscapes provided them with their own physical, psychological
and mental space? Or did these new landscapes merely require
hard labor, restricting women's lives to child-bearing and
drudgery~- a definition of themselves that was not based on the
productivity of their bodies?

One way to explore an answer to this question is to examine
the literature that the women wrote during the time periods when
issues of a frontier space and national identity were at a
forefront in Australia and America. Miles Franklin's My Brilliant
Career (1901) and Barbara Baynton's Bush Studies (1902) were
written within two years of Australia's political separation from
England and the formation of the Commonwealth of Australia.
Australians had spent the decades before, primarily the 1890's,
trying to distinguish themselves from England. The discourse that
arose in this process included the formation of a literary figure
of the bush hero of the post-frontier outback. This post—-frontier
outback was a landscape that had already been explored and in

which people were settling, but one in which new societal



structures were still in their formation. Part of the code of,
and defense of,the '"mateship" essential for the so-called
national character and identity included these heroic wilderness
males rejecting and separating themselves from women to the point
of extreme misogyny. Franklin and Baynton both deal with the
effects this code inflicted on women who lived in the New South
Wales bush country. Franklin's work is especially germane as she
wrote it during her teenage years, a time when young people try
to begin forming their own identities.

While Willa Cather's My Antonia (1918) and O Pioneers! (1913)
were written relatively later in the United States' history, they
were drawn from her experiences while living in Nebraska from
1873 to 1896. The United States was experiencing the greatest
influx of immigrants in its history from 1890 to 1910 and also
experiencing the closing of their frontier era: there was no new
land to the west to discover, explore, and initially settle. In
1893, Frederick Jackson Turner had just presented his famous
essay about the influence of the frontier in ostensibly creating
democracy. Although by Cather's time, the American land was
becoming less agrarian, less pastoral, and more urbanized and
industrialized, there existed a greater consciousness about the
landscape and the importance the closed frontier had in shaping
American identity.

Two central issues will form a matrix by which to gauge

. ' i nged upon con-
whether or not, and in what way, women's lives chang p



tact with the great expanses of Australian and American land-
scape. The first is the women characters' sense of place. In what
physical landscapes, indoors or outdoors, dwellings, forests, or
fields, uncultivated or tamed, do women feel the greatest expan-
sion of their inner landscapes and opportunity of self-
realization? To what extent are these women identified, by others
and themselves, with particular landscapes? In what situations
and environments do the female characters have the greatest, and
poorest, senses of self-determination and individual power and
expression?

The other major area of inquiry surrounds the manner in which
the authors treat domestic situations and relations between men
and women. Is the existence arising in adaption to the respective
types of environment conducive to harmonious, healthy, female-
male relations and an equal standing for women in that society?
Is women's value in society determined on their own merit and not
by their child-bearing capacity? Are the women relegated to a
house or domestic situation, a particular envionment or landscape
in which they feel trapped? Or do the women feel safety in the
arms of the relative civilization and culture of a domestic
situation, and feel fear in the natural environment in which they
have to live? One reason to examine domestic relations along with
women's sense of the place is that the home traditionally was
women's primary sphere of activity. Thus, a mark of change for

her would have to be felt here, at its most basic level, whether



the nature of domestic relations changed or she was able to
remove herself from this realm altogether.

There are many reasons why comparing Australia and American
literature makes sense. The two land masses are roughly equal in
size, and the young nations that formed on them are roughly equi-
valent in age and share the same English background, language,
and literary tradition. This shared literary and philosophical
tradition includes centuries of writings on the pastoral ideal.
This ideal outlined the way in which people could exist in nature
without destroying it, but without the landscape overpowering
them, for they had cultivated it to a suitable, yet not overly-
industrialized degree. In living in such a state, people also
could conceivably consciously regain the harmonious, paradisical
existence they believed they had lost in the Garden of Eden.
Here, on the frontiers of new continents the quest for a harmon-
ious balance between civilization and nature could be manifested.
America and Australia thus defined themselves in part based on
their experiences with the landscape.

Leo Marx describes the pastoral garden myth as applied to
American history, saying,

...all of these traditional gestures of the pastoral
mode are present in new forms supplied by American
experience. Instead of Arcadia, we have the w%ld yet
potentially bucolic terrain of the North American

continent, instead of the shepherd, the independent,
democratic husbandman with his plausible 'rural

scheme'...3



Henry Nash Smith also outlines the importance of the frontier as

a practical channel for, and manifestation of, the many images of

the landscape:

The strongest appeal of the homestead system to the
West, an appeal which touched the deepest levels of
American experience in the nineteenth century, lay

in the belief that it would enact by statute ...the
agrarian utopia of hardy and virtuous yeomen which
had haunted the imaginations of writers about the West
since the time of Crevecoueur.?

The frontier landscapes may not have been responsible for modi-
fying behaviors and social structures. The landscapes might instead
have served merely as a touchstone for so many centuries of utopia-
seeking. What people attributed to the landscape perhaps was merely
their own permission to allow themselves to step out of old struct-
ures mentally. In both countries, the initial glowing reviews about
the possibilities of Eden regained began to change as the realities
of the environment became more painfully apparent to settlers. Kay
Schaeffer describes this shift, saying, "The early aspirations of
Empire would be sorely tested in the light of the actual experience
of settlement. Increasingly, through the decades of land exploration

and settlement, the imagery of the magical body gave way to the

language of threat."5 There was a vast difference between Europeans'

imaginations of the New Worlds and their real experiences once they

landed on new shores. These changes in literary and philosophical



thought reflect how the landscape was forcing immigrants to rethink
their views about what kind of societies would be possible on these
new lands.

According to Turner, the frontier landscape helped Americans
develop a sense of national identity. The influence of the frontier
landscape in establishing national identity was true of Australia as
well. Jack Bennett says,"...as the frontier egalitarian spirit which
insisted that in a land of new beginnings everybody was equal...so
the Australian democratic tradition was established and defined."®
Schaeffer also explains Australians' relation to the landscape:

How has man as subject confronted this land as alien
other and attempted to define himself through his
attempts to understand his origins in the land; to come
to terms with his experience of its space and boundaries;
to assimilate its strangeness into himself and his symbol-
ic order: These are theprocesses through which people who
came to live on the land and £fill in what Hancock called

its 'vast, open spaces' have constructed their images of
identity as Australians.’

Australians forged their identity on a particular kind of fron-
tier landscape. Scaffer says, "The Australian tradition, constructed
with reference to Lawson as founding father, registers the bush as
the landscape on which Australian identity is constituted.” 8

Since European-based Australia and America share a common back-
ground, language, and literary and philosophical tradition in their
English heritage, and since this similar culture was brought to two

different continents of comparable size, the development of similar



cultures would be the reasonable deduction. However, differences do
exist between the cultures. Thus, exact and truly accurate parallels
would be nearly impossible to gauge.

This thesis is not intended for such a study. Although Australia
and the United States do share some similarities, there are many
factors that differentiated the two histories. America experienced
intitial European settlement one hundred years before Australia.
Australia, with its convict background, received more of a class
delineation than did America: the children of the initial immigrants

resented the fact that well-to-do Englishmen would immigrate to buy

up land that they felt was rightfully theirs.? This points to
another crucial difference: the way in which land was distributed
through the American Homestead Act of 1862 and the Australian
Robertson Act of 1861. One of the goals of the Homestead Act was to
break a monopoly on land ownership and give as many people as
possible an encouraging opportunity to settle it. The Robertson Act
ostensibly had the same goal. Neither plan met expectations: only a
small percentage of the expected population cultivated the land for
the alloted amount of time in America. In Australia, squatters and
upper class persons gained control of the land and actually main-
tained the monopoly on the holdings, further extenuating the class
differences already so much more apparent.

Another factor that must therefore be included in this analysis
is the specific kind of landscape and frontier in which the authors

base their tales. Regional differences in the landscapes of the



frontier, and not just the factor of an existing frontier itself,
makes possible different kinds of viable economic systems, and thus
different kinds of societies. In the dry Australian country was not
suitable to agri- culture, and so a culture of sheep shearers and
cattle drovers arose instead. The nature of these jobs is solitary
and nomadic. American land lent itself more easily to the lost gard-
en image, and established itself on farming, a more rooted life-
style. The United States, when severed from Great Britain,could
sustain itself on its farming and was well into the industrializa-
tion process.

What this work does propose to show is exploration of the atti-
tudes embedded in the landscape-related literature these women
wrote. Women were faced with a dilemma: either embrace the new, oOpen
land- scape which was freer than the older restrictive society, or
return to the amenities, such as art, music, and education, provided
by European culture and relinquish any freedom the landscapes and
new societies were able to give them. The title of this thesis
points to the maddening bind in which women have been entrenched for
centuries: women are left out of the decision- making process in
creating a new society and their issues are left on the back shelf
in favor of apparently more philosophical and worthy ones. At the
same time that women are left outside the creation of the garden of
paradise, if they even wished entrance into the male-defined world
at all, they are kept locked inside another garden, the space in

which patriarchal society would like to place and keep women, the
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space that tells women that their role is within the walls for their
'safety and own good. Married life often appeared to be women's only
socially viable option.

However, as these writers show, marriage, women's only "proper"
space, did not allow them their own space and landscape of their
choice. They are determined not to be penned up again within the
garden of society and its expectations of marriage. Franklin,
Baynton, and Cather show the frustrations of women's double bind,
but also their opportunities to define space for themselves as they
begin to create their own dreams of opportunity and their own
gardens. Were these women able to break down the old garden gate at

the beginning and begin cultivating their independence in a new way?
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CHAPTER II : MY BRILLIANT CAREFR

The two major landscapes in Miles Franklin's My Brilliant Career
are those of the dry, hostile, and confining outback ranges and the
cultivated, leafy green estates. The primary female character Syb-
ylla Melvyn uses the descriptions of these landscapes to parallel
her inner state of being and to make social commentary. The life-
style created in each landscape offers either a bountiful reservoir
of options or a constriction of these options for women. The dry,
barren landscapes of Possum Gully and Barney's Gap represent a
figurative and literal purgatory and hell for Sybylla. The lush
landspape of Caddagat, neighboring Five Bob Downs, and Sybylla's
childhood home represent Sybylla's visions of heaven on earth. The
evil that mars this heaven 1is the threat of marriage and with it the
possibility of being put back in a societal space equal to that of
her purgatory and hell.

The landscape of most growth and self-enlightenment for Sybylla
is that at Ca;ddagat and Five Bob Downs, two refined, cultivated
landscapes predominantly full of gardens and orchards and other
forms of vegetation. Vast and wide Cadaggat functions as Sybylla's
version of pastoral paradise, reflecting her inner state of joy.

This joy arises in large part because of the presence of opportun-
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ities for self exploration and mental expansion away from an envi-
ronment in which she is restricted by what conventional society
demands women should do. At these two adjacent, well-off runs no one
is caught in the institution of marriage. Here, a new form of
relationship between men and women, that of a chummy, intellectual
friendship can be formed. She feels good to be alive when the land-

scape is as accommodating as these two places are to its inhabi-

tants:

It was sundown when I got in sight of Caddagat...Blue
smoke wreathed hill and hollow like a beauteous veil,

I had traversed drought-baked land that afternoon, but

in the immediate vicinity of Caddagat house there was no
evidence of an unkind season. Irrigation had draped the
place with beauty, and I stood ankle-deep in clover (182).

Sybylla escapes into these gardens when she is troubled. After

Frank Hawden has annoyed her, she

...sat in burning discontent and ill-humor until soothed
by the scent of roses and the gleam of soft spring sunshine
...I reveled in rich perfumes, and these tempted me forth.
My ruffled feelings gave way before the delights of the

old garden (75).

In the midst of the garden, she feels comforted, and can vent her

frustrations freely:

...brimming over with a mixture of emotions, [I] tore
through the garden and into the old orchard...I stood
ankle-deep in violets, where they had run wild under a
gnarled old apple tree, and gave way to my wounded

vanity (77).
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Not only does the landscape soothe her inner wounds; it provides
Sybylla with great joy at being alive and a sense of good existing in
the world. This place is full of life, and she feels alive in it.
Sybylla blooms literally and figuratively at Caddagat. The plant
which she compares herself to that is stunted in growth at Possum

Gully and Barney's Gap flourishes here.

The graceful wild clematis festooned the shrubbery along
the creeks with great wreaths of magnificent white bloom,
which loaded every breeze with perfume; the pretty bright
green senna shrubs along the river-banks were decked in
blossoms which rivaled the deep blue of the sky in
brilliance; the magpies built their nests in the tall
gum-trees, ...the horses were rolling fat, and invited one
to get on their satin backs and have a gallop; the cry of
the leather-heads was heard in the orchard as the cherry
season approached. Oh, it was good to be alive! (86).

She describes Five-Bob Downs, Harold Beecham's estate, in a similar
manner, though she prevents herself from completely romanticizing it.

She says,

It was sunset--most majestic hour of the twenty-four--

when we drove up to the great white gates which opened
into...beautiful far-reaching Five-Bob Downs! Dreamy blue
hills rose behind, and wide rich flats stretched before,
through which the Yarrangung river, glazed with sunset,
could be seen like a silver snake winding between shrubber-
ied banks. The odor from the six-acred flower-garden was
overpowering and delightful. A breeze gently swayed the
crowd of trees amid the houses, and swept over the great
orchard....In the fading sunflight thirty iron roofs gleamed
and glared, and seemed like a little town; and the help.of
many dogs went up at the sound of our wheels. Ah! beautiful,

beautiful Five-Bob Downs! (104).
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Sybylla finds joy and comfort in this landscape. While the rest of the
people from Caddagat are fishing one day, Sybylla settles herself by the
river bank and reads:
I lay'on the soft moss and leaves and drank deeply of the
beauties of nature. The soft rush of the river, the scent

of the shrubs, the golden sunset, occasionally the musical
clatter of hoofs on the road, the gently noises of the

fishers fishing,...came to me as sweetest elixir in my
ideal, dream-of-a-poet nook among the pink-based, gray-
topped, moss-carpeted rocks...I was a creature of joy in

those days (118).

On her seventeenth birthday, Sybylla, settling herself on Caddagat's

veranda, feels the world is heavenly:

Copies of Gordon, Kendall, and Lawson were on my lap, but

I was too physically content and comfortable to indulge in
even these, my sworn friends and companions. I surrendered
myself to the mere joy of being alive. How the sunlight
blazed and danced in the roadway--the leaves of the gum-
trees gleaming in it like a myriad gems! A cloud of white,
which I knew to be cockatoos, circled over the distant hill-
top...The gurgling rush of the creek, the scent of the flower-
laden garden, and the stamp, stamp of a horse in the orchard
as he attempted to rid himself of tormenting flies, filled my
senses. The warmth was delightful. Summer is heavenly, I
said-- life is a joy....Bright butterflies flitted around the
garden, and thousands of bees droned lazily among the flowers.
I closed my eyes-—-my being filled with the beauty of it all

(154) .

At Caddagat, Sybylla feels the world a place over which she has some

control, a little fruit which she can hold in her hand:

I was just seventeen, ...and had a long, long life before me
wherein to enjoy myself. Oh, it was good to be‘alive! What a
delightful place the world was!--so accommodating. I felt
complete mistress of it. It was like an orange--I merely had
to squeeze it and it gave forth sweets plenteously. Summer
is heavenly and life is a joy....The cool murmur of the
creek grew far away, I felt my poetry books slip off my
knees and fall to the floor, but I was too gontent.to bother
about them--to happy to need the%r consolation, which I had
previously so often and so hungrily sought. Youth! Joy!

Warmth! (155) .
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Part of the reason Sybylla is able to develop a deep love of the
landscape at Caddagat is that she can remove herself periodically
from the landscape there. She associates the life at Caddagat, and
the part of the landscape that is the house, with available refine-
ment and worthy companionship. She also is afforded the time by
which she can enjoy it. She rides horses with vigor out on the run,
put afterwards can return to the house to clean herself up and
lounge on the veranda or walk in the garden. She has her private
space, and time to indulge her intelligence in books, art, and
thought, all of which are bountifully provided. Upon entering
Caddagat and seeing the books and magazines and the pictures on the
walls, and hearing the notes upon a piano, Sybylla recognizes that
"Here were three things for which I had been starving. An impulse to
revel in them immediately seized me." (51). Caddagat provides the
mental freedom Sybylla had been craving:

The pleasure, so exquisite as to be almost pain, which

I derived from the books, and especially the Australian
poets, is beyond description. In the narrow peasant life
of Possum Gully I had been deprived of companionship with

people of refinement and education who would talk of the
things I loved; but, at last! here was congeniality, here

was companionship (60).

Sybylla is entertained by the many visitors with music, piano play-
ing, and dances. Even after she leaves Caddagat, however, what she
most fondly remembers is not these society occassions or even her own

private room, but the place itself. She thinks of its coolness, green



16

arbors, and well-watered, floral abundance. Shortly prior to her un-

welcome departure from Caddagat, Sybylla reminisces:

I suppose it is only a fancy born of the wild deep
love I bear it, but to me the flowers seem to smell more

sweetly there; ...as the great sun sets amid the blue
peaks; and the never-ceasing rush of the crystal fern-
banked stream-- I see and hear it now, and the sinking sun

as it turns into a sheet of flame the mirror hanging in the
backyard in the laundry veranda,before which the station
hands were wont to comb and wash themselves. Oh,the
memories that crowd upon me! Methinks I can smell the roses
that clamber up the veranda posts and peep over the garden
gate. (186) .

As she is leaving and desperately gathering her memories in an
effort to keep an image of Caddagat in her head, she notes again how
dear this landscape is for her, saying

We crossed the singing stream: on either bank great
bushes of blackthorn-- last native flower of the
season-- put forth their wealth of magnificent creamy
bloom, its rich perfume floating far on the hot summer
air. How the sunlight blazed and danced and flickered

on the familiar and dearly loved landscape!...My pleasant

life at Caddagat was going into the past, fading as the
hills which surrounded it were melting into a hazy line

of blue. (187).

She realizes that Sydney and its city life could perhaps provide
her with even more of these refined qualities and mental companion-
ship upon which she thrives. Although Caddagat is a veritable para-
dise, Sybylla recognizes that in order to attain her ambitions of

becoming a musician or writer she must go to the big city of Sydney.

She says,
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At Cad@agat I was as much out of the full flood of life
for whlch.I'craved as at Possum Gully, but here there
were sufficient pleasant little ripples on the stream of
exlistence to act as a stop-gap for the present. (86).
She recognizes that the ease of life at Caddagat has erased much of
her drive in pursuing her goals, saying, "...life was a pleasant
thing to me now. I forgot all wild unattainable ambitions in the
little pleasures of everyday life.Such a thing as writing never
entered my head." (181). She looks forward to the expected, but un-
manifested, three months stay in Sydney, partly because of the
excitement of a big city, partly because she can then possibly at-
tain her dreams, and partly because attaining her dream could put
her on an equal standing with Harold Beecham. She says that in
Sydney,
..we were to see everything from Manly to Parramatta, the
Cyclorama to the Zoo, the theaters to the churches, the
restaurants to the jails and from Antony Hordern's to
Paddy's Market. Who knows what might happen then?...Might
it not be possible for me to attain one of my ambitions--

enter the musical profession? Joyful dream! Might I not be
able to yet assist Harold in another way than matrimony?

(180) .
Sybylla obviously feels that in Sydney she will be able to gather
worldly experiences around her beyond what even her beloved Caddagat
and Five Bob Downs could provide. As much as she loves it, Caddagat

is a stepping stone, an intermediary place where she, at the many

sociable gatherings, is able to start making the connections neces-

sary for a city career. Her last statement also reveals her desire to
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be able to contribute something to the life of her good male friend,
but not just that which could be achieved through marriage. She wants
to be able to support him in the same way he expressed a desire to
support her.

In addition to functioning as Sybylla's haven, Caddagat's garden
and orchard serve as places for her exploration of male-female
relationships. She first meets Harold in the orchard as she is
climbing down a lemon tree, and on his subsequent visits invites him
into the garden:

...1 was standing in a bed of violets in a tangled
corner of the garden, where roses climbed to kiss the
lilacs, and spiraea stooped to rest upon the wallflowers,
and where two tall kurrajongs stood like sentries over
all. Harold Beecham,...leaning over the fence, lingered
with me. (93).
Harold's proposal to Sybylla takes place in the garden, and Sybylla
receives her engagement ring while esconsced in the crook of a tree.
Their lover's quarrels occur in the garden/orchard also. Harold
angrily storms after with her into the orchard after she and aptly
named Mr. Goodchum innocently carve their initials in a tree. The
next time she sees Harold, "...There was a hammock swinging under a
couple of trees in an enclosure, half shrubbery, partly orchard and
vegetable garden, skirting the road.” (169). All this implies that
they must meet at a middle ground, away from the house and societal
rules about male~female relations. This middle, pastoral ground

serves as an almost magical world in which societal rules do not
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necessarily automatically apply.

She herself associates Harold with the garden and abundance at
Caddagat. As she reads Harold's letter later on at Possum Gully,
he grew near to me as in the days gone by...I closed
my eyes, and before my mental vision there arose an
ovgrgrown old orchard...A glorious day was languidly
smiling good night on abundance of ripe and ripening
fruit and flowers (238).
Their meetings at Cadaggat contrast sharply with their later ones
at Possum Gully, which has no notable abundance. When Harold comes to

Possum Gully to make a final attempt to convince Sybylla to marry

him,

The heat was intense...grasshoppers...had devoured all
the fruit in the orchards about, and had even destroyed
many of the trees by eating the bark, and now they were
stripping the briars of foliage. In one orchard we passed,
the apricot, plum, and peach-stones hung naked on their
leafless trees as evidence of their ravages (250).

This suggests that any possibility of a friendly relation not based

on marriage has died between these two.

Franklin also uses the landscape at Cadaggat to show women's
true strengths and potentials. When the Caddagat contingency goes to
the annual horse races at Wyambeet, Sybylla spiritedly urges the
wagon horses on, with mixed reactions from her relatives: "Uncle
first said he was glad to see I had the spirit of an Australian,...

Grannie remarked that I might have the spirit of an Australian, but I

had by no means the manners of a lady."(130). In the morning of her
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birthday, Sybylla revels in riding out with the drovers to see their
herds through the Caddagat estate and hearing their stories of life
in the wide open bush country. When her grandmother invites girl
visitors, the group of them take a hearty gallop to the river to
skinny dip: they "plunged into the pleasant water. Then-- such
water-fights, frolic, laughter, shouting and roaring fun as a dozen
strong healthy girls can make when enjoying themselves." (117). At
Caddagat, Sybylla reconnects with the same freedom she felt as a
child on the equally vast, abundant, and accomodating landscape of
her father's acreage of Bruggabrong and Bin Bin East and West in the
Timlinbilly Ranges. She revels in the freedoms her father allows her
in travelling about the runs with him, despite the cries of her more
genteel, upper-middle class mother that she will become a hopeless
tomboy. Significantly, here she is called "little mate" by her
father, identifying her as an equal.

If the wide-open spaces combined with art, music, and companion-
able gatherings provides Sybylla her version of heaven, then the
cramped, barren landscapes with no mental discourse beyond the
livestock and weather entrap her in her hell. Franklin actually
provides two varieties of this hellish landscape, or representative
societally-defined women's space and they are not accomodating
landscapes. One is the monotonous purgatory of Possum Gully, at which
Sybylla lives before going to Caddagat. The other is the baked, in-

sufferable hell of Barney's Gap,to which Sybylla is sent unwillingly
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after her time at Caddagat. At Possum Gully and Barney's Gap, Sybylla
cannot experience the genteel pleasures and life-style that allowed
her to remove herself from the landscape at Caddagat. This inability
to distance herself and gain perspective is perhaps another reason
she does not view these places in a very positive light.

She describes Possum Gully, which functions as her purgatorial
hell, in this way:

My first impression of Possum Gully was bitter disappoint-

ment-- an impression which time has failed to soften or
wipe away...How flat, common, and monotonous the scenery

appeared after the rugged peaks of the Timlinbilly Ranges!...

Our new house was...built on a barren hillside...Away from
the front of the house were flats, bearing evidence of
cultivation, but drop of water was nowhere to be seen. (6).

Here she is deprived of her wide, open spaces in which engaging
in outdoor "tomboy" activities was more acceptable. This deprivation
makes her feel "cramped on our new run. It was only three miles wide
at its broadest point." (7). Conversely to being a more sociable place
because it is closer to more people, Possum Gully is less so than
when the Melvyn family lived in a more removed enclave. In response
to a neighbor's question if they liked "being here near Goulburn,
better than that out-of-the way place you come from...," Jane
Haizlip, the Melvyn's servant, replies,"...Out-of-the-way place!
There was more life at Bruggabrong in a day than you crawlers 'ud see
here all yer lives." (11).

This monotonous landscape implies an equally monotonous life.
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When Sybylla returns to it, after her lovely time expanding her mind
and soul at Caddagat, "I remained at Possum Gully to tread to the
same old life in its tame narrow path, with its never-ending
dawn-till-daylight round of tasks..." (232). Here, life is nothing
but an endless string of chores, milking cows, and rebukes from her
mother all of which dull her mind and spirit. She recognizes her
intelligence and how in this place it becomes a curse, especially if
she does not posess societally standardized beauty to cover it. There
is no time to think of any other things. Even when there is time for
reading books and playing pianc, those cultivated pursuits which
Sybylla loves, they are considered highly impractical. Sybylla
compares the lives of the people at Possum Gully to the lives of
peasants, saying,

But the life of a peasant to me is purgatory. Those

around me had but two states of existence-- work and

sleep...There was a third part in me which cried out

to be fed. I longed for the arts. Music was a passion

with me.I borrowed every book in the neighborhood and
stole hours from rest to read them (19).

Her view of Possum Gully as purgatory is supported by her de-
scriptions of the drought which harmfully, and hostilely, affects all

life there.

I was weary...all nature was weary, and seemed'to sipg

a dirge to that effect in the furnace-breath wind which
roared among the trees on the low ranges at our back and
smote the parched and thirsty ground: All were weary, all
but the sun. he seemed to glory in his power, relentless and
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untiring, as he swung boldly in the sky, triumphantly leering
down upon his helpless victims....Weariness! Weariness! This
was life--my life--my career, my brilliant career! (24).

The world becomes a place of restrictions, toil and confinement.

Sybylla continues on in this vein, saying,

Summer is fiendish, and life is a curse, I said in my
heart. What a great dull hard rock the world was! On it
were a few barren narrow ledges, and on these, by exerting
ourselves so that the force wears off our finger-nails,

it allows us to hand for a year or two, and then hurls us
off into outer darkness and oblivion, perhaps to endure
worse torture than this (25).

That "summer is fiendish, and life is a curse," is in direct
opposition to her refrain at Caddagat that "summer is heavenly...life
is a joy." In addition to all of the hateful chores in this land-
scape, people do not think of anything beyond this sphere: the land-
scape obviously stunts their growth. Sybylla compares herself to a
plant that cannot grow, saying,

I...drew back appalled at the spirit which was maturing
within me. It was a grim lonely one. It was a climbing
plant without a pole-- it groped about the ground, bruised

itself, and became hungry searching for somethigg strong
to which to cling. Needing a master-hand to train and prune,

it was becoming rank and sour (17).

Barney's Gap, where Sybylla is sent against her will to be a
governess in order to pay off a family debt to the M'Swats, is a

desolate landscape conveying Sybylla's version of utter hell. This

place is the worst environment, even in comparision to the deadening
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effects of Possum Gully. Even when Sybylla tries to see the good in

the situation, these attempts are

. ..knocked on the head, like a dairyman's surplus calves,
when on entering Barney's Gap we descended a rough road

to the house, which was built in a narrow gully between two
steep stony hills, which destitute of grass, rose like grim
walls of rocks, imparting a desolate and prison-like
aspect (192).

Other images also conjure up a hell-like environment. After a
particularly trying episode with an unruly M'Swat child, Sybylla
cries "How long, how long!"...as I walked out ankle-deep in the dust
to see the sun, like a ball of blood, sink behind the hills..." (212).
Her standing ankle deep in life-choking dust directly opposes her
standing ankle deep in clover at Caddagat. Sybylla's first weekend at
this place, unlike the social, active weekends at Caddagat, "was
sickeningly hot and sultry, and...seemed like an eternity,..." (199).

The M'Swats dwelling in no way offers any alleviation or escape
from this landscape. Sybylla calls herself "...a duck forced for ever
to live in a desert, ever wildly longing for water, but never reach-
ing it outside of dreams." (217). The one seeming vestige of culture
to which Sybylla puts her hopes, their old piano, is painfully out of
tune. The fact that the M'Swats do not even realize it is out of tune
is what bothers Sybylla most. Sybylla must go outside under the
evening stars to escape the suffocating house and regain any sense of

private space and self-identity. Children overrun the place and

Sybylla has no sense of private space. She is led
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tprough the dirtiest passage into the dirtiest room, to

sit upon the dirtiest chair, to gaze upon the other
dlrt}e§t furniture of which I have ever heard. One wild
horrified glance at the dirt, squalor,and total benighted-
ness that met me on every side, and I trembled in every
limb with suppressed emotion and the frantic longing to
get back to Caddagat which possessed me. One instant
showed me that I could never live here (193).

Their dwelling in fact accentuates the negative qualities of this
landscape to painful proportions. Sybylla's description of this house
reflects her own sense of entraptment in the life-style of the people
who inhabit this landscape. Sybylla literally feels herself being
cooked here:

The house...with very low iron roof, and having no sign
of a tree near it, the heat was unendurable. It was
reflected from the rocks on either side, and concentrated

in this spot like an oven being 122 degrees in the veranda
now. I wondered why M'Swat had built in such a hole... (196).

The people who live here are slovenly, illiterate, and single-
minded: Mr. M'Swat's journal of which the family is so proud contains
misspelled, single-sentence entries solely of the events surrounding
weather and livestock. When Sybylla reads Mr. M'Swats diary for di-
version, "The little record was a perfect picture of the dull narrow
life of its writer. Week after week that diary went on the same-
drearily monotonous account of a drearily monotonous existence. I
felt I would go mad if forced to l1ive such a life for long." (201).

She does in fact suffer a nervous breakdown shortly afterwards.

"This monotonous sordid life was unhinging me, and there was no
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legitimate way of escape from it."(221). Barney's Gap has taken the
life out of her. Sybylla here feels herself

...quite a different character to the girl who at

Caddagat was continually chid for being a romp, a

hoyden, a boisterous tomboy, a whirlwind, and for

excessive laughter at anything and everything. I got

into such a state of nervousness that I would jump at

the opening of a door or an unexpected footfall (225) .
Whereas at Possum Gully she hardened against life, here she begins to
go mad. She decides to leave even if she has to walk out of there,
and she would have been willing to marry Harold at this point.Possum
Gully now seems refined in comparision to this place. Upon the
official approval of her departure, she feels as if "I had a mountain
lifted off me." (228).

Franklin deliberately sets up careful parallels between the
constrictions of a landscape and the constrictions of society's
prescription for women's roles. The landscapes in this work also
underline Franklin's, speaking through Sybylla, distaste for married
life. Sybylla realizes the limitations placed on women in different
landscapes. Being married and having children are equivalent to
places identified with hell, implying women's limitation to these
spaces are hell for them. Sybylla says, "Possum Gully was
stagnant--stagnant with the narrow stagnation prevalent in all old
country places...Its residents were principally married folk and
She

children under sixteen. Nothing ever happened there." (8) .

regards marriage to be as societally limiting a role as Possum Gully
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and Barney's Gap are cramping physically and mentally.At Barney's Gap
when Sybylla tells the M'Swats about the reknowned Australian singers
of the time, the children ridicule the notion of women being paid
even one pound to sing. Music is Sybylla's dream and obviously in
this environment, with these manner of people, she could not achieve
it.

In places where Sybylla is free to roam the land and explore her
various interests there are not any children to look after nor any
drought-dicatated life to overcome. At drought-plagued Barney's Gap
she realizes that this set-up is a possible extreme to which marriage
and child-rearing could evolve. Mrs.M'Swat has had twelve children.
Sybylla says,

I made up my mind to conquer or leave. I would stand
no more. If, in all the wide world and the whole of life
this was the only use for me, then I would die-- take my
own life if necessary. (209).
This suggests that those swept up in a dry land absorbed its monotony
and hopelessness and confining rules and structures whereas those
fortunate enough to live in a place with sufficient water and food

resources are able to go a step further in self-exploration and not

having the initial worries, break out of the confining structures and

monotony of that society.

In keeping with Sybylla's identification of marriage with her
purgatory and hell, at her heaven no one is married and there are no

children. No one at Caddagat is involved in a marriage relation and
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no children to take care of exist at this place either. Upon a
landscape that does not contain children or marriage Sybylla finds
her greatest freedom and self-realization. In other words, women can
best find their self-identity in a space that does not require their
roles as care-giver, mother, and wife and is separate from these
societally-defined roles.

Sybylla shows the constrast between between Caddagat/non-married
life and Possum Gully/married life with the shock she registers upon
realizing that the beautiful people in the photographs at Caddagat
are actually her parents. She says "...my eyes were arrested by a
beautiful portrait hanging above the mantelpiece. it represented a
lovely girl in the prime of youth and beauty." Sybylla mistakenly
takes this lovely vision for her Aunt Helen, who corrects her,
saying,"Do you not recognize it as your mother?... It was taken just
before her marriage.”" (51). Her mother, who left for the landscape of
marriage is much degraded. Sybylla sees another photo next to this
one,

...one of my father...This, too, was a fine countenance,
possessed of well-cut features and refined expression...
I thought of a man and his wife at Possum Gully. The man
was blear-eyed, disreputable in appearance, and failed to
fulfill his duties as a father and citizen. The woman was
work-roughened and temper-soured by endless care and an

ili i . d that pair possibly
unavailing struggle against poverty Cogl
be identigal with this?...It was for this that my mother had

yielded up her youth, freedom, strength....(52).

Both parents, not only her mother, have been worn down by mar-
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riage. Marriage has torn women away from close, life-long friendships
with each other: Sybylla's mother's childhood friends, Harry's aunts,
bemoan that they have never seen her after her marriage. Likewise,
her father is no longer "Jolly" Dick Melvyn, reknowned host, after
his stay at Possum Gully and subsequent debt, poverty, and
alchoholism. Aunt Helen contrasts with both Sybylla's parents: here
is the life that could have been for Sybylla's mother had she not
married.

By following societal rules, women can expect this kind of life.
Sybylla rejects this, saying, "This was life, my life and my parents'
life, and the life of those around us, and if I was a good girl and
honored my parents I would be rewarded with a long stretch of it.
Yah!" (243) . Sybylla bemoans her differences and a society that would
not allow a female any actual ambitions:

Did my mother understand me, she would know that I am
capable of more depths of agony and more exquisite
heights of joy in one day than Gertie will experience

in her whole life....I certainly was utterly different

to any girl I had seen or known. What was the ho; wild
spirit which surged within me?...Why was I not like other

girls? Why was I not like Gertie? Why were not a new dress,
everday work, and an occassional picnic sufficient to fill

my mind? (33).

She is mad that they only expect her to marry, and marry for
position rather than any conscious decision on her part. Sybylla is

tired that people think she would marry only for a man's possessions.

She says,
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ee. I wguld not stoop to marry a king if I did not
love hlm. As for trying to win a man, I would scorn
any act}on that way; I never intend to marry. Instead
of wasting so much money on me in presents...I wish
you would get me something to do, a profession that

Yiéé)last me all my life, so that I may be independent.

Why would she marry if she could make a living on her own?

When Sybylla's grandmother relays Frank Hawden's marriage pro-
posal to her, Sybylla cries out "I would not marry him or any one
like him though he were King of England. The idea of marriage even
with the best man in the world seems to me a lowering thing..." and
later thinks to herself, "No, I would never marry, I would procure
some occupation in which I could tread my life out, independent of
the degradation of marriage™ (84). Sybylla refuses to ever marry,
rejecting Everard, Frank, and even Harold Beecham.

Franklin, through Sybylla, also beomans why men and women can
never be chums and friends. Sybylla underlines this statement about
the space in which marriage puts women in her many comments, such as
this one:

Oh, what pleasure I might have derived from companion-
ship with him! [Everard Grey] I bit my lip to keep back
the tears. Why did not social arrangements allow a man
and a maid to be chums--chums as two men or two maids

may be to each other, enjoying each other.without thought
beyond pure platonic friendship? but no; it could not

be. (80) .

In response to her grandmother's rebukes about her casual behav-

ior with men, she says,
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Was I bold and immodest with men, as accused of being?

It was the last indiscretion I would intentionally have
been guilty of. In associating with men I never realize
that the trifling difference of sex is sufficient to be

a great wall between us. The fact of sex never for an
instant enters my head, and I find it as easy to be chummy
with men as with girls; men in return have always been very
good, and have treated me in the same way. (149).

In disbelief at her aunt's accusations of acting "unwomanly,"
Sybylla, trying to balance out the double standard, says,
Play with a man's heart!...Hurt their vanity for a few
days is the most a woman could do with any of them. I
am sick of this preach, preach about playing with men's
hearts. It is an old fable which should have been abolished

long ago. It does not matter how a woman is played with.
(128) .

Franklin's ultimate statement against women being caught in
marriage comes from Sybylla's decision to reject Harold's marriage
proposal and live at Possum Gully instead. Even a present-day reader
might be surprised by her choice. Accepting his proposal could have
provided her a life in the place she loved best, surrounded by art,
music and culture.However, Sybylla feels a key element is still
missing in this relation: "He offered me everything—- but control."”
(255) . She throws back Harry's engagement ring that she had been
wearing during the three months of their secret engagement:

i o lecture me as
&éﬁiofggﬁrzhgigsz!???Mgigyayg;?hgatha! B?cause the
social laws are so arranged that a woman's only sphere
is marriage, and because they endeavor to secure a man
who can give them a little more ease, you must not run

Y i i i i y lf y a “(;’ l ]. ng

will marry for a home they all will (163).
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amenable to sustaining life-forms. The different culture this land-
scape engenders, the bush culture, is synonymous with mateship cult-

ure. Mateship culture has been defined as consisting of

-..a great deal of...mutual regard and trust engendered
by two men working...together in the otherwise solitary
bush; habits of mutual helpfulness arise, and these elicit
gratitude, and that leads to regard. Men under these
circumstances often stand by one another through thick
and thin; in fact it is a universal feeling that a man
ought to be able to trust his own mate in anything.l°

Mateship, a bond between males, must be established for survival
and women are systematically treated poorly in the bush man's efforts
to maintain his position in the bush hierarchy. The men who uphold
this mateship tradition are also primary hostile agents to women.
Miriam Dixson notes this phenomenon in The Real Matilda, saying that
mateship

automatically excludes women because it is based on the
idea of men as workmates and companions, [while] the
most important form of enduring relationship between
the sexes is marriage, which conflicts directly with
all-male relations.l!
She underlines the nature of this system by quoting Judith
Wright, who said,” The 'mateship' ingredient in Australian tradition
was always and is necessarily one-sided; it left out of account the

whole relationship with woman."12

Baynton's understanding and use of the landscape in Bush Studies
reveals and undermines all for which the celebrated national

mateship system stood. Baynton presents a view of Austalian life





















because for once he had actually to use his strength. His share of a
heavy lift usually consisted of a make-believe grunt...” (55). When
she is confined to the hut, he gives her barely enough food and
water to live, but throws fish tins to the dogs.

These bush men are also lecherous ‘subhumans. "Billy Skywonkie"
features a driver who has no culture or manners, and who ultimately
rapes his woman rider. Along their long drive in the thirsty, land,
the first man intrdduces her to another, who she feels is something
less than human, saying "Never had she seen anything so grotesquely
monkeyish. And the nose of this little hairy horror, ...blotted the
landscape and dwarfed all perspective." (98). In this not so subtle
way, Baynton shows that the existence of this kind of man consti-
tutes the landscape. This monster is the kind of person with the
passport to the foreign country of bush ways and mateship. She ob-
serves this "...hairy creature safely arranged a pair of emu eggs,
slung with bush skill round his neck." (98).

The bush men are also blatant wife beaters. Ned in "Bush Church"
proudly proclaims this as one of his skills and encourages other men
to do so, saying "... it was the proper thing to hit a woman every
time you met her, since she must either be coming from mischief or
going to it."™ (115). However, he is "no favourite among the women,
...from his reputation for flogging his missus.” (115), and can
barely write, shown by his day-long exertions just to complete a
check. This is the true picture underneath bushman "flash” Ned

Stennard, who knows the outback and guides the preacher through it,
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HeF eyes drank in the breadth of it, until her tears
bllnded_hgr.Then the Genius of the Divide, the great

free §p1r1t which breathes across it, must have bent’lower
than it ever bent to a human will before (37).

Carl reinforces this description, saying to Alexandra, "You belong
to the land...as you have always said. Now more than ever" (179) .
Just as in her dream, she belongs to this abstraction of land cryst-
allized in a male figure. Although the landscape traditionally has
been fig- wured as feminine, Cather's portrayal of the landscape as
a masculine body is appropriate, underlining Alexandra's spiritual
marriage with the land and the comforting companionship she receives
from it.

The landscape also provides her with a source of immense
strength after the numbing despair caused by Emil's and Marie's
deaths. After walking outside the jail in which Frank is imprisoned,
she feels her soul is just as confined as his body, imprisioned by
the events that have cut off what she has put into her land, namely
Emil. Her return to the homestead unleashes her chained soul. In
relating this experience to Carl, Alexandra says,

...When...we got near Hanover, I felt something like I

did when I drove back with Emil from the river that time,
in the dry year.I was glad to come back to it...There is
a great peace here...and freedom...I thought when I came

out of that prison...that I should never feel free again.
But I do, here,' Alexandra took a deep breath and looked

off into the red west (179).

Her sense of freedom and peace of mind is vested in the expanse

that lies before her in the sunset. She again compares her self to
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had your freedom than my land." (72).

Carl, having not having had to stay on the land and fight Alex-

andra's brothers and their obstinant, small-minded ways, is able to

disagree with her, saying, " Freedom so often means that one isn't
needed anywhere. Here you are an individual, you have a background of
your own, you would be missed. But off there in the cities there are
thousands of rolling stones like me...We have no house, no place, no
people of our own." (72).

Alexandra maintains her point, refuting Carl's romanticization of
freedom in her life, and shows, if not for herself, then for Emil,
that after a taming of the land, the opportunities existing in city
life, even with its drawbacks, 1is the direction to next pursue. She
says,

And yet I would rather have Emil grow up like that than
like his two brothers. We pay a high rent, too, though we
pay differently. We grow hard and heavy here. We don't
move easily as you do, and our minds get stiff. If the
world were no wider than my cornfields,if there were not
something beside this, I wouldn't feel that it was much

worth while to work...I would rather have Emil like you
than them (72).

Alexandra shows her accurate observations here: although Emil has
come from the land he is ever restless there and ready to move on to
the city. He has gone to the university in Lincoln and has enjoyed it
thoroughly, apparently not suffering the bad results of urban living

as viewed by Carl. Alexandra has felt her own mind has stiffen and
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could hurt them." (76). What she says about ducks could later be said

of her and Emil. Later, Emil looks into the earth, the grave of his
young friend Amedee, and is shot full of energy as he gazes into it,
the earth that will swallow him. The white mulberry tree in the or-
chard reminds Emil of Marie and it this place to which he is drawn to
say goodbye and in which they both die. The earth swallows both of

them up and metaphorically drinks their blood. When Ivar comes upon

the two,

the stained, slippery grass, the darkened mulberries,
told only half the story. Above Marie and Emil, two white
butterflies from Frank's alfalfa-field were fluttering in
and out among the interlacing shadows; diving and
soaring, now close together, now far apart;and in the
long grass by the fence the last wild roses of the year
opened their pink hearts to die. (157).

Even in cases when acts of passion do not exist, marital ties are
anything but beneficial, as Frank and Marie's empty existence has
already been shown. Marriage undermines the company and small commun-
ity Alexandra has shaped on her farm. Alexandra's hired girls leave
her one by one to be married. In Signa's case, Alexandra comments she
probably fears the man she marries saying, "... I suppose she was too
much afraid of Nelse to marry any one else... most of my girls have
married men they were afraid of. I believe there is a good deal of
the cow in most Swedish girls." (133). As all of her hired girls
depart to marry, Alexandra is left with old Ivar and an occasional

visit from Signa : the cozy society she has created for herself has
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openness, something else, namely the cultivation of the landscape
that Antonia has produced and the benefits that accrue from the best
of this cultivation and still existing in a relatively unbridled
landscape.

Despite the changes the years of hard work have wrought upon
Antonia's frame, Jim still recognizes the unflagging essence of his
friend that was there when they were children. He describes her as
having grizzled hair and no teeth, and is at first startled to see
these physical changes. The vital energy most central to her char-
acter still exists. Jim thinks,

...how little it mattered-- about her teeth, for instance.
I know so many women who have kept all the things that
she had lost,but whose inner glow has faded. Whatever
else was gone, Antonia had not lost the fire of life (216).

Although it has taken many years of hard labor, Antonia's farm
produces much bounty, both in children and vegetation. Her orchard,
with hollyhocks, mulberry trees, and ash trees, which shelters the
house from the wind, is another sign of her connection with the
productive aspects of the earth.

The orchard seemed full of sun...and we could smell the
ripe apples on the trees. The crabs hung on Fhe bran?hes
as thick as beads on a string, purple-red, with a thin
silvery glaze over them (220).

Just as she has raised and tended her children, she cultivates

this plot of land and cares for the trees upon it as if they were

people, She tells Jim that
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and feelings about her opportunities, but the connection is not so
transcendental as Cather's. While the environment is hard in Frank-
lin's and Cather's works, there do exist areas of abundance and at
times exists the possibility of moving to life in a big city. There
is no way to conquer the land or leave bad domestic situations in
Baynton's work.

Franklin, Baynton and Cather seem to share a keen dislike for one
of the optiors presented to the women on these frontier landscapes,
that of marriage. The question is whether each author believes women
can break out of this and how they would do so. Baynton feels the
landscape, besides being devoid of cultural amentities, does not
offer a choice not to marry. Women did not have a sphere outside of
marriage and appeared as slaughtered sheep, a destruction of the
pastoral image. Franklin feels women can break out of marriage only
with the most staunch stands, enduring many truly unnecessary
sacrifices in other parts of their life to maintain this
independence. Marriage and children are literally and figuratively
portrayed as hellish ends. She sees marriage brings down-grading to
women and takes them away, ultimately, from the garden: achieving the
garden and marriage and children are not seen in the same place. Even
with a background of refinements, a woman could be dragged down by
the life around her and becomes unrecognizable to her former self, as
did Sybylla's mother. Cather always punishes passion and offers
alternatives to marriage. These women can choose not to marry, not to

put themselves in a traditional female role. Lena is an individual
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