Home
BOLDRE STILL AND BOLDRE
(January 2019)

PRO HART GALLERY - BROKEN HILL
(See 277 below)
The Reverend Canon Andrew Neaum became the “House for Duty” Anglican priest
of the lovely Boldre Benefice in August 2013. The Vicarage in which he and Diana
live is on the edge of the New Forest, a couple of miles north of Lymington in
Hampshire. He is old fashioned enough a priest to visit his flock in their homes, but
“house for duty” clergy are supposed to work only two days a week and Sundays,
which means visiting everyone in the parish takes a long time. The following are the
January 2019 weekly ruminations, aired prejudices and footling observations that
in the weekly pew sheet augment his visits and help keep folk in touch week in and
week out. Earlier articles are available from the Article Page on this Website:
http://www.andrewneaum.com/articles.htm

(278) “This and That” - 13 January 2019

“All Over Down Under” [13]
To be confined in a car boot, as so often witnessed in crime dramas, horrifies even a
non-claustrophobic lover of the cosy like myself. Almost as bad as confinement in a coffin. That
inevitable destination we all postpone for as long as possible.
Claustrophobic
Descending to the depths of the earth in a mine can be disturbing too. There is a huge,
unlovely Miners Memorial on a great mullock heap in Broken Hill. It commemorates the more
than 800 local miners who lost their lives over the years. Its unloveliness a deliberate expression
of the ugly, claustrophobic environment that miners endure.
My first parish in Rhodesia had a lot to do with mines and mining. Nearby were the
headquarters of Rio Tinto in Rhodesia. Its managing director was a churchwarden. I travelled each
month to take services at a large nickel mine and to two local gold mines. The parish church itself
had been bequeathed a thirteenth part of a third in a small local gold mine. The proceeds from this
had been carefully tied up into a trust fund to protect them from an always cash hungry diocese.
The price of gold at the time was exceptionally high. We were a wealthy parish.
Silverton
On our one full day in Broken Hill we paid a quick visit to the city-dominating mullock
heap and Monument. We noted, with amusement, a huge red bench, far too big to use, with a label
saying This Is Art.... don’t climb on it…. There was a cold wind and an excellent view of a
pleasing city of wide streets and remarkably high kerbs.
We then drove 20 miles out of town to Silverton. Today it’s a village with a permanent
population of about 50 and came into being shortly after 1875. Two men drilling a well on a sheep
station struck a silver lode. By the early 1890s the town's population had increased to 3,000 and
the Silverton Tramway had been opened to connect the town to South Australia. Many of the
houses were of simple iron and canvas construction and disappeared with the depletion of the
high-grade ore and the discovery of an even richer silver-lead-zinc ore body in nearby Broken Hill.
Today it is a deserted, desert ghost town, popular with tourists. There’s a thriving pub that
featured in The Adventures of Priscilla, Queen of the Desert, an empty gaol, several boarded up
churches, a house or two and bare, sandy, streets with few if in any buildings alongside them. In
its day fashionably dressed townsfolk walked the streets of a short-lived, prosperous town with its
own municipal council and municipal chambers.
Day dreaming
We then visited the defunct and primitive Day Dream Mine about ten dusty miles away.
This too, for a short time in the late eighteen hundreds, was a rich producer of silver and lead.
Revived for a while later, on a small scale, it produced little worthwhile and is now a tourist
enterprise of a pleasingly unpolished and raw sort.
The pleasant and unassuming fellow who showed us round and took us underground
reminded me of Robert Carlyle. After a surface tour of the derelict, tumble down remnants of a
once vibrant mine, we descended 300 feet underground. The tunnel was rough, low and steep,
battery- lit helmets were essential, mulga wood props reassuring. It was salutary to be given a
glimpse into how unhealthy, dangerous and unpleasant mining used to be. Most miners, many of
them Cornish, died before forty from poisoning and dust induced respiratory diseases. Above
ground we were shown crude, stone humpies they built for themselves. Their pay though, by
standards of the day, was good. Before we went on the tour we learned that the isolated shop
and reception building had been thoroughly robbed two days previously. The employee who told
us this was outraged. They’d taken even bottles of milk and were probably junkies. He said a

policeman had advised that if identified the thieves should be roughed up and thrown outside
before the police were called.
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“All Over Down Under” [12]
We read a poem last week about a visit to the popular shrine of Our Lady of Guadalupe,
in Mexico. It contained the arresting, paradoxical line: “kitsch is authenticity”. This led to a
stimulating discussion of kitsch, a quality difficult to define. The poem was by Grevel Lindop.
Pro Hart
Broken Hill has its very own artist and sculptor, Pro Hart (1928-2006), the father of the
Australian Outback painting movement. We visited his gallery there with great interest and
enjoyed much of what we saw. Many of his works do catch something of the spirit of the outback.
Nor is he a purveyor of kitsch.
Prolific and untrained, he made lots of money, was right wing, an eccentric Christian,
enjoyed pistol shooting, reading the bible, collecting vintage cars, listening to and playing organ
music and was awarded an MBE. An unsophisticated populist, largely disdained by the Australian
artistic elite, whom he called the “art Mafia”, he’d be one of Hilary Clinton’s “deplorables”. A
Head Curator of Australian Art at the Gallery of New South Wales claimed that hanging Pro
Hart’s work next to those normally hanging in the gallery would be as ridiculous as equating the
Country and Western singer Slim Dusty (also an MBE), with Mozart.
Pro Hart’s funeral in Broken Hill was the first State Funeral in New South Wales west of
the Blue Mountains.
The Indian Pacific
When contemplating crossing Australia from north to south and east to west, our thoughts
turned first to the celebrated Ghan and Indian Pacific train journeys. We are glad that we opted
instead for the independence afforded by car travel, but mildly regretted missing such memorable
train trips. Not the cost though. The cheaper of the two classes of fare, from Perth to Sydney on
the Indian Pacific, would have cost more than our combined air fares from Heathrow to Hobart
and back.
In Broken Hill though, we were granted that rarest of options, both to have our cake
and eat it. The Indian Pacific stops there for several hours on its weekly journey to and from Perth.
Passengers disembark to be taken on various local tours. One being to the Pro Hart Gallery.
Down town on our first evening we called in at the railway station and watched a goods
train depart, counting its 88 waggons with interest. Then an old fellow told us that the weekly
Indian Pacific was due in three minutes, so we waited to watch it arrive. It is a long train of about
28 silver carriages plus two large diesel electric engines and, for the Adelaide to Perth section of
the journey, several waggons for passengers’ cars. The full journey from Sydney to Perth takes
four days and three nights. It includes the longest straight stretch or rail track in the world: just
short of 300 miles over the Nullarbor Plain.
A free ride
Once the train had stopped it disgorged crowds of mostly elderly passengers for the coach
tours. We strolled up the platform peering into the train windows. An amiable chief steward
invited us to board and have a look round. “We will have to move the train forward a bit, as it is
too long for the platform” he said, “if you get caught, don’t be alarmed, sit in the lounge and the
steward will serve you a drink.” So we boarded and walked a good deal of the train’s length. It
seemed pleasingly comfortable rather than luxurious, though in the “Platinum” section, the
corridors are sinuously curved and carpeted. We didn’t see inside those cabins, being not quite

impertinent enough to knock and ask for a peep. Several of the “Gold” cabins had their door open.
They were reminiscent of those we have both experienced on South African trains.
As we made our way back to the lounge the train did indeed start to move and so we sat
down and conversed with several of the passengers who didn’t go on the tours. Diana enjoyed a
hot chocolate and I a Crown lager.
We've travelled on the India Pacific after all. If only for about 50 yards.
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