Alfred Tipper video transcript

Alfred Tipper (voice actor): H. Dearing, who was he really? That’s what famed Australian artist Albert Tucker wanted to know when he stumbled upon those paintings in that bike shop in Richmond.

Primitive, Tucker called them. Hmm. Well, I wouldn’t know about that, but I do know he snapped up all the pictures he could lay his hands on.

Determined he was to discover the identity of the artist. Suspicion, naturally, fell to me. Alfred Tipper. Or Professor Tipper as I preferred to be called – Australia’s most wonderful man. Why? Only because I was in the damned picture.

A self-portrait he and that other artist bloke, Sidney Nolan, declared. Hmm. Not a bad likeness. 

Check out the shorts and shirt - that’s something I was a keen advocate of - ‘rational dress’. But maybe I’d better start at the beginning. Let’s see... I was
abandoned at age two, how about that for an opener!

I became a ward of the state and then moved to the countryside.

Grew up on a dairy farm. That’s where I got me passion for competitive cycling.

Made a bit of money out of it, too. So I decided to ride from Sydney to Melbourne.

On a Penny Farthing. Well that was a great success, got me a bit of attention and I won’t lie, I loved it. So I decided next to hit the world stage.

I cycled through North and Central America, Great Britain, Ireland and Africa with my all-singing, all-cycling comedy act. And boy, did the audiences lap it up. 

In the summer months I’d tour Australia, performing on the miniature bicycles I built meself. Winters were not so kind.

Usually I’d just hole up in me motor car.

Me final years were a bit shabby. Living in a vacant lot across from the Town Hall - that’s where I ended me days. And then that Tucker comes along.

He goes and writes about me in that magazine of his - Angry Penguins. Even puts one of the pictures he found on the front cover! Says they have ‘the unmistakable mark of the natural artist.’

Would you believe it, those pictures are now hanging in the Heide Museum of Modern Art and the National Gallery of Australia. So. That leaves just one question.

Was it me? Was I really H. Dearing? Well, maybe you’d better go and take a gander at those pictures yourself. Make up your own mind. As for meself, I kind of like the mystery of it...
