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Anne, thank you for asking me to launch your new book – this evening.  

I am delighted to do so because this special occasion gives me the opportunity to speak of my 

· admiration, 

· and my affection, 

for you, and to tell a few stories about you, about our friendship, which has been important and influential in my life, 

and to acknowledge the contribution that your books and writing have made to our intellectual, cultural, political life.

Reading The Lost Mother has been an adventure – I have been indulging in nostalgia, searching memories, digging into my library for much loved books about art, love and daily life.  

Reading again, the comparatively recent body of scholarship that has been growing in latter years about hitherto, little and unknown Australian women artists.  

It is work that has enriched my life and I am grateful to curators and researchers who bring us new knowledge and understandings of outstanding painters, sculptors 

· their talent, 

· their passionate dedication to art and to beauty

· their drive to excel, to exhibit, to be recognised.  

They reveal to us those struggles in the day to day lives of women, as wives, mothers, as dutiful daughters, 

being torn

disappointed 

sometimes giving up 

giving in 

as they reach in to the heart, intellect, creativity, to find expression.

I have been thinking about these matters and asking myself whether these dilemmas, these tensions, are harder for artists to bear, to carry.  

I have spoken to female artist friends about this.  Some who gave up their painting to do other things – 

· managing a husband’s studio, 

· directing galleries, 

· teaching 

· moving to a different form.

They did so when they had children, because as one said to me 

“Creative work is different

it takes a lot of thought

you paint, then you need to look at it for a long time, you need to think about it for a long time too.  Reflection.  Quietness.  Concentration.  Inspiration.”

You can’t do that when you’re always expecting interruptions, and then there’s the discipline, being motivated, self-directed, belief in oneself, toughness , hardnessknowing one’s own value no matter the critics, the views of others, the fashion of the time.  

The word ‘truth’ in art opens out a vast and limitless argument Grace Cossington Smith said.

Anne has brought Constance Stokes’ story to us about these arguments.  I must confess that I did not know of Stokes until now.  

But I am certain that as I seek out the paintings Anne describes so skilfully I will be richly rewarded as I have been in the last decade or so by looking into 

· Clarice Beckett, 

· Stella Bowen, 

· Ellis Rowan

Experiences a little like Chapman’s in Homer.

Perhaps there will be some I have already seen

that I will see differently now

including the two in the Queensland Art Gallery.

The Lost Mother is a book brimming with engaging themes, important ones.

· about social and cultural history

· it’s a thriller,

· it’s painstaking research

· it has deep and meaningful psychological drama 

and the questions that Anne has put again and again in her writings, about work, babies and women’s choices.  

Of course it’s about Anne and her mother, guilt, regret and sadness, universal enduring hurts, occurring so often, in mother and daughter relationships.

I met Anne in the 70s.  She was writing her thesis which became the famous and famously named ‘Damned Whores and God’s Police’.  I was immersed in the life that Anne has both railed against and striven to improve for most of her life.  

· Teetering on a tightrope,

· balancing work, 

· little children, 

· law reform in juvenile justice 

· and the emerging children’s rights movement, 

· the whole catastrophe of those times that came with trying to do it all at the same time.

I hear again and again from women of the powerful effect Anne’s landmark publication had on their thinking.  

Still in print 32 years after it was first published, it is a classic.

The 1994 Edition included the memorable Letter to the Next Generation that riled so many young Australian women, but which spurred a number of books by them.

It infuriated my daughters, who unkindly starting using the term “old boilers” in reference to sophisticated, mature feminists like ourselves.

In 1978 I was appointed to the National Women’s Advisory Council.

Dame Beryl Beaurepaire taught us ‘to go to the top’.  I have learnt that it’s a strategy that can get you into trouble sometimes.  We loved the way Beryl picked up the phone and got straight to the point with the PM about

· Maternity leave

· Medicare funding for abortions

· Home loans for ex-service women

· Women with special needs.

Anne was working at the National Times - brilliant investigative journalism.  NWAC was seldom out of the newspapers, and often in debate in Parliament.  

Some outrageous cartoons and some memorable epithets about feminists.

In 1983 I was the Convenor of NWAC.  I often stayed in Anne’s lovely townhouse in Canberra.  

I watched with awe as she as she wrote ‘Gamble for Power’, an incisive analysis of the election that year in 6 weeks.  

I used to cook enormous meals for her and needlessly worry about her.  

When she became Head of the Office of the Status of Women she was my boss.  I was running a tiny outpost of the PM’s Department, WISQ.  

Anne used to come to Brisbane and stay with my family, who were quite mesmerised by this flamboyant famous woman.  

We’d get dressed to kill and go to the races, once draping our shoulders in jasmine from the garden.  

It faded fast.

Life was more fun then – we didn’t want to miss out on anything.  And we were driven by our belief in what we were doing.  

I was inspired by 

· Anne’s intellectual capacity, 

· her style of leadership, 

· her listening, 

· bringing out the best in her colleagues, trusting our judgement.

In her New York days we corresponded.  She wrote – marvellous letters on Tiffany stationery and when I saw her there she took me to swank restaurants, the hottest plays.  I remember the first mention of Chip 20 years ago.

Whatever we have been doing in our professional lives Anne and I have always been in touch – that marvellous thing about being able to pick up the phone and continue the conversation, sound out an idea.  

Always some laughter.  

Across more than 30 years so many threads have been woven into our friendship.

It is constantly enriched by new references, new insights.

That’s what I found in ‘The Lost Mother’.  I have to say it’s always the early years in autobiography and biography that interest me most – the past that you weren’t a part of.

I knew Anne’s mother.  I felt I understood her, because she shared many characteristics of my own mother, and of many mothers with daughters like us.  

I spent a long time with Tuni at the launch of “Ducks on the Pond”, in the Botanic Gardens in Sydney.  

It was a marvellous party, and Tuni had a marvellous time despite all the drama that had gone on about the book.  

She shone with pride in her daughter’s achievements and she said so to me and to others – but not to Anne in the way both wanted.

The lovely features in the face on the cover capture the mother of Anne I remember.

A painting was lost

But not a mother

My friends

What is written on the inside leaf is tempting and it’s true.  It describes this book as

“a gripping narrative that is part art history, part detective story and part mediation on the relations between mothers and daughters, Anne’s search for the Madonna painting and the mysterious Russian émigré collector, who bought both paintings, takes her down unexpected paths.  

Her search soon turns into a parallel quest to rescue Constance Stokes, the artist, from obscurity, and to learn why the collector suddenly abandoned the paintings.  Along the way Anne finds she must face the truth of the relationship she had with her mother.”

Congratulations to you Anne 

on your wonderful book

on your contribution to the cultural life of our country.
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