MY nightly task at Mrs T's, before retiring to my bedroom at the rear, was to prepare for her morning bake. The dough that Big Irma had mixed would be left to rise in wide bowls, and my job was to arrange everything to hand, the oven stoked and ready for a quick start. Mrs T began her first batch at 3am, assisted by Irma while I caught up on my sleep, dreams enhanced by the heavenly aroma of new bread.
My morning chore was to sweep the shop, open up at 7am and attend the barewood counter. Our customers rode from afar, for Mrs T had acquired unsurpassed fame. Not least among her admirers were the Noongars, who soon learned there were loaves to be handed over as gifts in exchange for edibles such as possum or parrot, and on one occasion a whole wallaby ready skinned and gutted. It was thus I gained their confidence and friendship, and I heard from them also their version of each tragedy as it occurred.
The killing of white settlers on outlying farms was regularly reported with grisly detail in The Perth Gazette, under a standing headline: "The Natives". What was not reported was the savagery enacted by the whites against those natives.
"It's chicken and egg," I told Mrs T. "The Noongars kill only as payback."
"And they don't care who they payback," she retorted. "Any whiteskin will do. You mind yourself, luvie, or one day they'll do for you out in the hindukush."

"The bush?" Conversation with Mrs T invariably needed some mental wrestling with her Cockney rhyme words. "I'm perfectly safe out there with them, thank you."
"Thank God is wot you means, and thank the lads wiv shooters to protect us."
"But we're just as guilty," I argued. "The militia and the soldiers take revenge on the first black they come across. The innocent on both sides suffer. There is no organised justice."
"Leave that to muskets and magistrates," she said.
In truth, that was the only justice we had.
I wanted to change it. It was the reason I had once written to the one authority who might give a toss, the Church.
Not to our Colonial Chaplain who worshipped wealth and prayed to the god of gold. The Reverend John Burdett Wittenoom charged in advance for funerals and weddings and had turned the Almighty into just another personal Swan River monopoly.
MY special letter, smuggled via a friendly sea captain to avoid the Postmaster's pernicious scrutiny and possible confiscation, had been addressed simply to The Church of Scotland, Glasgow. I had got Jeremy to deliver it to the departing vessel.
To disguise my identity, I signed it "Friends of the Church of Scotland". This subterfuge was necessary, owing to my past differences in Scotland with the law and a certain lecherous churchman.
"Won't you please help? Help!" That is what I wrote.
