
Edward Harrington video transcript

Poet reader:
The sun will rise and the sun will set
On minaret, mosque and tomb
But the desert children will not forget
The men of the emu plume

News reader: Australia has her poets of war no less than older lands; and not the least of these is the Victorian, Edward Harrington. As a digger of the first world war, his experiences, naturally, moved him to decry its horror and waste while appreciating the glory of individual sacrifice and heroism.
The Age, April 26 1952.

Narrator: Edward Harrington was born in 1895 in Shepparton to a farmer from Ireland and a Victorian-born mother. The farm, outback and local wildlife inspired Edward. At 13, Edward wrote The Skylark.

Poet reader:
Sweet bird! Sweet bird! With whom my thoughts
Are linked from childhood’s years,
Since first thy clear, transparent notes
Assailed my ‘raptured ears

Narrator: Edward wrote at a time when poetry held a special place in culture. Poets helped people understand the world in ways that newspapers couldn't.
In 1917, with blue eyes, brown hair, and standing just 160 centimetres tall, Edward enlisted in the Australian Imperial Force. He soon joined the fourth Light Horse Regiment in Palestine and went on to participate in the siege of Beersheba and the advance to Damascus in 1918.
Edward was discharged in 1919 for medical conditions that would plague him for the rest of his life. When farming didn’t work out, he trained as a plasterer. During the Second World War, he worked in munitions and – after the war – in a canteen.
Edward wrote frequently of war and wondered whether the society he lived in was the society he’d fought for.

Poet reader:
We answered the call to arms, unquestioning and blind
We trusted to the promises of those we left behind.
We gave our lives ungrudgingly, we did not flinch nor quail,
Strong in the splendid faith we held that justice must prevail,
And as we drew our latest breath in sorrow and in pain,
This faith upheld us to the last: We did not die in vain

Narrator: He wrote about the outback and his love of nature.

Poet reader: 
Overhead, in merry chorus
San the wild birds, loud and sweet
Life’s bright pathway stretched before us
And our steeds were strong and fleet
At the bend we paused a moment,
Ere our old home passed from view,
Then we turned and cantered gaily,
O’er the bush-clad hills of Whroo
Narrator: Over the course of his life, Edward published five collections of poetry as well as some short stories. He was a founding member of the Australian Poetry Lovers’ Society and the Bread and Cheese Club – a literary society. He died on May 28, 1966, aged 70.
