


Almost before we realize it, another Christmas time has come around. It marks the end of another year 
with all the joy, the happiness, the laughter, the sorrow, the conflict and the incredible complications that 
seem to be part of being a human. We appear to have made the Christmas-New Year period a 
temporary break-a periorl of time we have given ourselves to get our breath back. Perhaps we could 
call it a holiday between two periods of not facing ourselves? 
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WHBHHA Christmas Message-New Dawn WHHM$& 

I am delighted to have this o#mr&nity of wishing readers of NEW DAW& a very happy Christmas and a 

This seasonal greeting I e x h d  to all the Aboriginal people of&m South Wales and to the grtat d m  of friends 

In recent months I have travelled over most pa& of the Stah and have had the v q  real pleasure of meting a good mafly 

While there is still a lot to be done, mainly in providing housing for Abwgines, I am pleased at what h a  been 

W e  have euery reason &_face &@&re with optimism, knowing that thir good wosk will be continued. 
To my own Welfare U$cers who are working among and helping Aboriginal people I also extend my best wishes in 

mcessfil Nzw Tear. 

who have worked so hard during theyeur to assist Aborigines in m y  da@mmt ways. 

Aboriginal families and seeing what they are achieving in the community. 

accomfilishd in this and in other fields. 

the spirit of the season. 

JOHN L. WADDY 
g@f#f#f@?f#f6!f#f#f#& Minister for Child Welfare and Social W d h  
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66Let the nround smeak” U 1 

by Rev. Dr Eugene stockton, Catholic chaplain to Aborigines in Sydney 

Sometimes on soft soil you can read from the 
tracks of an animal how it ran, stopped, fought 
with another animal, or caught its prey. The 
ground speaks to those who listen-it tells us of a 
moment of life. 

When an archaeologist reads the soil, he care- 
fully digs down, a thin strip at a time, and collects 
pieces of stone, bone or anything unusual lying in 
each layer. The deepest layer of soil is the oldest 
level. Each level tells us a little about the type 
of people who lived there many thousands of 
years ago, before their traces were covered up 
by dust and time. 

A few years ago, I dug near Alice Springs in 
Central Australia. Nearby was a waterhole, which 
must have been sacred, for it was surrounded by 
pictures and designs engraved in the rock. My 
digging had seven levels, like this: 

1 1  1 
1 2  I 
I 3 I 
I 4 I 

I met the oldest Australians in levels Six and 
seven. The tools they lefk behind them were 
choppers, scrapers and saw-toothed flakes. 
Hunting was easier then because there were a 
lot of large animals which do not exist now. 
These people also picked holes in the rock with 
a sharp pointed stone, producing circular designs 
and some figures of men and animals. 

2 hfeet 
5 

6 
7 



What did these people look like? Some of 
the oldest skeletons dug up in Australia show that 
these men had flattish, sloping foreheads, heavy 
brows, strong projecting jaws, large teeth. Others 
had a more crmodern” look. Both types have 
also been found in Indonesia and probably it is 
from there that they came across the water to our 
northern shores. 

They came at least 30,000 years ago. We 
know this from carbon-dating. The people lived 
and they died. The tools they made lay on the 
ground and were covered by wind-blown dust, 
leaves and other rubbish. 

Level by level, I followed these people through 
the centuries. At level five of the trench, I saw 
a change. There were the same kinds of tools 
as before, just a bit smaller, but also a whole lot 
of new tools-knives and scrapers carehlly trimmed 
on their edge, and different kinds of small flakes 
delicately shaped and specially prepared so that 
they could be stuck on a wooden handle with 
gum. These were much better tools. Man in 
these areas had learnt to control the type of flake 
he needed and he had also learnt control in the 
use of the tool. 

- 
This was a big jump. In Europe it took 

something like 40,000 years for this kind of tool- 
making to develop. In Australia it appeared all 
of a sudden. How did it happen? Perhaps a 
new people came across the sea and mixed with 
the old people, teaching them new ideas. My 
own opinion is that they came from India to 
Western Australia, spreading across the southern 
part of the continent, while a different set of 
influences came into northern Australia from the 
north. With them came the dingo. This 
happened about 8,000-6,000 years ago. Tasmania, 
which was once part of Australia, was cut off by 
a rising sea-level about 8,ooo years ago and received 
neither the dog nor the new ways of tool making, 

There 
seems to have been more Aboriginal people than 
before or since. With their better tools and 
weapons, they were more successfid at hunting. 
The animals were smaller and harder to catch. 
There was more rainfall and so more food for 
animals and plants. Because of the greater 
rainfall, the people preferred living in caves. 
Their life was more settled and they had more 
time to make their fine tools. They were interested 
in art like the old people, but they went in for 
more life-like figures of men and animals. The 
change in art may have meant changes in religion 
too. In other parts of the world when people 

Let us imagine the new style of life. 

reached this stage, it was not long before they hit 
on the idea of growing food and keeping sheep 
and goats. But in Australia it was not easy to 
domesticate the plants and animals. Also, about 
1,500 years ago the rainfall became less, food and 
water became less abundant, and the people had 
again to move from camp to camp as stocks ran 
low There was less time to make tools and 
wooden articles became more common-spears, 
boomerangs, clubs, woomeras. Bone was used 
for points on fishing spears, shells for fish hooks. 

The Aboriginal tribes adapted well to the 
harsher conditions. They had an efficient set of 
tools, were extraordinarily skilled in hunting and 
knew the country and the habits of its wild life. 
They lived in tune, in perfect harmony with the 
country. They became one with this harsh, 
strange, beautill land. 

The hardest test came with the coming of 
Europeans. At first the Aboriginal population 
dwindled because of new diseases, killings, loss of 
morale, the distress of being crushed by a foreign 
culture. Yet the tide has turned. The population 
is growing. There is a determined effort to find 
a place in the new situation: the old will to 
survive and adapt to a modern world. The present 
Aboriginal people are conscious of a sacred trust 
to those who went before and to those still to 
come. The precious treasure of life has been 
entrusted to them by the old people and must 
be handed on. 

NEW DAWN, Dccembm, 1971 S 



A 
TRIP 
TO 

by Ellen de Rome (ex ~ o o ~ ~ n b o n g ~  

I will never forget that trip to Brisbane. I 
had been looking forward to it for such a long 
time, I was up at the crack of dawn to prepare 
for it. The bus was to leave at eight o’clock in 
the morning. I was going to see a good friend 
of Inine who lived in Brisbane and who had invited 
me to visit her. 

My family saw me off that morning and promised 
that they would be good and said that there was 
no need to worry. The bus left on time with 
five passengers, including me. It  is exactly 80 
miles to Brisbane from the little town of 
Woodenbong where I lived. 

There 
we picked up three more passengers, an elderly 
man, a woman in her early fifties and a small 
girl about 6 years old. The woman settled herself 
in beside me and once again we were off. She 
was a friendly type and she talked and talked and 
talked. I was anxious to see as much of the 
countryside as possible. But so as not to seem 
impolite, I nodded now and then. I wasn’t really 
listening to her, but I heard little bits here and 
there. 

We travelled 5 miles to the first stop. 

I t  seemed that she was taking her grand- 
daughter over to see a daughter who was a nurse 
in Brisbane. Her daughter was supporting herself 
and the child,, as the husband had left them when 
the child was a young baby. He was a hopeless 
drunk, she informed me. She rambled on and 
on. I remember thinking “poor bloke, if he had 
to put up with the way you talk, no wonder he 
walked out”. I’ve always wondered about people 

like this woman. They can meet a perfect stranger 
and start pouring out their whole life story. Oh 
well, perhaps the poor woman was lonely or just 
needed someone to talk to? 

Our next stop was a place called Rathdowney. 
We got there at about a quarter to ten. 
Rathdowney is a very small town which is very 
pretty. It is set in amongst the green hills and 
Mount Lindesay towers in the distance. Every- 
one alighted for morning tea. I don’t know 
whether it was excitement or not, but I didn’t 
feel like eating. So I went and stretched my legs 
for a few minutes and then got back into the bus. 
Then it happened. 

I was grazing idly across the street towards the 
post-office, when a man came down the steps. 
He was in his early forties, I would say, and 
dressed in blue dungaree overalls, a grey shirt 
and a straw hat. A typical farmer. He walked 
to a utility nearby and put some mail in the fi-ont. 
Then, walking to the front of the Ute., he stooped 
to crank it. The next thing he was flat on his 
back with the truck on top of him. He had left 
it in gear, they told me later. The man was 
screaming in agony and I found myself screaming 
too. With my hands pressed to the sides of my 
face I screamed again and again, until I could 
feel the bus driver shaking me and asking “What’s 
wrong, what’s the matter ?” “There, that man 
under the truck’’ I said, pointing. By this time 
I was shaking so badly that I had to lie down on 
the seat. People were running about madly, 
with everyone talking at once. Finally they 
dragged the man from under the truck and made 
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him as comfortable as they could. The ambulance 
was on its way from Beaudesert, a fairly big town 
about 8 miles away. 

By this stage the passengers were becoming 
annoyed at the delay. They asked the driver to 
get going, so, off we went. I was weak with 
shock. Everyone was talking about the accident. 
Someone mentioned that I was the only one who 
had seen it, so they started questioning me right 
and left. I didn’t want to talk and told them so. 
By this time we were well on our way to Beaudesert. 
The ambulance passed us on its way to Rathdowney, 
with its sirens screaming. 

We arrived in Brisbane late of course, because 
of the delay. I stood waiting for my friend to 
meet me. The talking woman’s daughter came 
to meet her. I looked, and then I looked again. 
Not only was her husband a hopeless drunk, but 
he must have been crazy in the head. This girl 
was beautiful. She was tall like a model, with a 
beautiful figure and a lovely face. She had big 
sparkling brown eyes and she was beautifully 
dressed too. She was wearing the “New Look”- 
it was just after the war. She had on a light 
grey frock with black accessories. I couldn’t help 
noticing how well it suited her. She walked over 

to her mother and kissed her and then scooped 
the little girl up in her arms and said “Hullo 
darling, how is mum’s girl?” 

Before the child could answer, off went the 
talking iV0ma.n. Apparently they knew the man 
who was hurt, because the older woman said 
“Oh, Jan, poor Bill Collig got hurt today at 
Rathdowney. He was run over.” “Oh how 
awful” said the girl. “Who ran over him?” 
“He ran over himself,” said her mother. At 
this, the- girl turned her eyes heavenward and 
said “Oh mother, really.” I turned away, shaking 
with silent laughter. Then I heard THAT voice 
again. “This lady saw it, didn’t you, dear?” 
I turned around, still laughing. All I could do 
was nod my head. I couldn’t speak. Luckily 
the bus driver, who must have had a sense of 
humour too, €or he was also laughing, got hold 
of my arm and led me a short distance away. 
He took my name and address and said that I 
might be called on to give evidence. But I was 
never called on to go to court. Later I made 
some enquiries about the accident and found that 
the poor man had suffered severe back injuries 
and would never walk again. The trip which 
had started off so happily had ended in sadness 
and this is the reason why I will never forget nq.y 
trip to Brisbane. 
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This year’s Christmas dinner 

The Australian Women’s Weekly has again co-operated with NEW DAWN to suggest some recipes to cook 
on Christmas Day. Two main dishes are suggested, one to cook on top of the stove and one to cook in 
the oven. 

Jellied Christmas pudding 

Romt leg of pork with vegetables 



Chicken and Pineapple: (Serves 4) 
3 to 34 lb chicken 
2 oz butter + cup plain flour 
salt and pepper 
I green pepper, I onion 
15 oz can condensed tomato soup 
15 oz can pineapple pieces 
2 cup water 

Joint chicken into suitable serving size pieces. 
Coat with combined flour, salt, and pepper. Cut 
green pepper in half, remove seeds and Cut into 
thin strips, slice onion. 

Melt butter in large saucepan, fry chicken 
pieces until brown and crisp. Add green pepper 
and onion rings, tomato soup, undrained pineapple 
and water. Cover, cook slowly 30 to 35 minutes 
or until chicken is tender. 

Chicken d pineapple 

Roast Leg of Pork: (Serves 6) 
4 to 44 Ib leg of pork 
2 tablespoons of oil 
I tablespoon salt 
2 tablespoons dripping 

Rub 
rind with oil, sprinkle over salt and rub in well. 
Place pork in baking dish, add dripping. Roast 
in hot oven for 20  minutes, then reduce heat to 
moderate; continue to cook until meat is well 
browned and tender, allowing 25 to 30 minutes 
per lb cooking time. 

Serve Roast Pork with Baked Apples, Baked 
Potatoes, Green Peas and Gravy. 

Ask your butcher to score the pork rind. 

* Photos by courtesy of Ausfrulian Womcn's WcckZy 

Peach Melba 

~ ~~ 
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Baked Apples: 
4 green apples 
4 tablespoons sugar 
I oz butter 

Wash apples, do not peel, cut in half and remove 
Place apples, cut side up, in greased oven- 

Sprinkle over sugar and dot with a 

Place in oven 45 minutes before pork is cooked. 

core. 
proof dish. 
small piece of butter. 

Baked Potatoes: 
Peel 6 to 8 medium sized potatoes and cut in 

half. Place in baking dish with the pork, I hour 
before pork is cooked. During cooking time 
turn potatoes 3 or 4 times, to ensure even browning. 

Jellied Christmas Pudding: (Serves 6) 
2 packets port wine jelly crystals 
3 teaspoon gelatine 
3+ cups boiling water 
3 cup currants 
3 cup sultanas 

3 cup raisins 
3 cup prunes 
3 cup glace cherries 
+, cup coconut 
+ pint cream 

Dissolve jelly crystals and gelatine in boiling 
water. Pour I cup of jelly mixture into the base 
of 3 pint size mould or basin which has been 
rinsed out with cold water. Refrigerate until 
set. Chop fruit finely, mix with coconut and add 
to remaining unset jelly; mix well. Spoon mixture 
into mould on top of plain set jelly layer. 
Refrigerate for several hours or overnight. Un- 
mould onto serving plate, serve with whipped 
cream. 

Peach Melba: 
I Ib 13 oz can sliced peaches 
Vanilla ice-cream 
Bottled strawberry topping 

Arrange sliced peaches in individual serving 
dishes, top with ice-cream and pour over a little 
strawberry topping. 

YOUR LOCAL ADVISORY COUNCIL MEMBER 

Mr W. J. Cohen, Mr 0. Cruse, Mrs I. M. A. Smith, Mrs M. Stewart, 
Angus McNeill Crescent, CO.  Caravan Park, 47 Canambe Street, 141 Samarai Road, 
South Kempsey 2440 %ah 2551 Armidale 2350 Mt Druitt 2770 

Mr T. H. Williams, 
Mr H. Hall, Mr W. H. Naden, Cottage No. 5, 
Coral Avenue, 26 Bob Street, The Reserve, 
Walgett 2385 Gilgandra 2827 La Perouse 2036 

Anybody who has matters which he feels should 
Mr L. Ridgeway, be taken up by the Aborigines Advisory Council 
2 Galgorm Street, 92 Crystal Street, should contact his own member for the area. 
Moree 2400 Broken Hill 2880 Member’s addresses are shown above. 

Mr R. G. Riley, 



The Australian Aborigines 
Part XVIII by Professor A. P. Elkin. 

Medicine-men and their Magic (cont.) 

The hct ion of black magic 
Under normal conditions Aborigines do not 

go about in abject fear of black magic and generally 
speaking, there are very few who practice it. 
But when a member of the tribe sickens and there 
are no obvious external causes, then they will 
blame black magic put into operation by definite 
persons. A medicine-man may then withdraw it 
from the sick person. If he fails, then the group 
can seek its revenge and so be restored to a 
condition of well-being. 

The danger of magic 
Black magic is full of danger to the person who 

brings it into operation. It is a power or force 
which must be handled with great care and only 
by those able to handle it. This belief acts as a 
protection to society. Also it explains the feeling 
of awe which accompanies the performance of 
magical ritual and the concentration of the whole 
personality which is involved. Moreover, the 
power to use black magic is not easily come by. 
The performer must usually have passed through 
some physical preparation and maybe also a 
spiritual experience, as well as learning the correct 
procedure and “song”-much like the medicine- 
men. 

The source of magic power, be it good or bad, 
white or black, is in either case superhuman. 
Medicine men and sorcerers understand and use 
the power, but ultimately it comes from the totemic 
or sky heroes of the dreaming. 

The fnnctions and powers of the medicine- 
men 

The hctions of medicine men as distinct from 
those of the sorcerer or from their own powers of 
sorcery, if they possess such powers, are three-fold: 
to diagnose and cure illness, to hold seances and 
to conduct “inquests”. In the case of some 
illnesses, medicine men are not used; homoeo- 
pathic medicines are used; but in other cases the 
medicine-man is called in to diagnose and treat. 
The type of magic can easily be recognized by the 

symptom of the illness; thus, in one region 
rheumatism is the result of bone-pointing; local 
internal pains are caused by the projection of 
pieces of quartz; and sickness almost unto death 
shows that the patient’s soul has been stolen or 
has strayed away, or maybe his kidney-fat or 
heart-blood has been taken. Treatment may be 
by medicinal herbs or by magical ritual or by both. 
The magical ritual has great psychological value. 
By sucking in the region of the pain, the medicine- 
man produces the bone, quartz or other substance 
which had been magically inserted. In another 
case, he may rub the afflicted part and produce 
the offending substance, or he may just move 
away from time to time with his hands seemingly 
full of something and throw it away. He may, 
instead, send his “ f~ l ia r”-a  spirit lizard or 
snake into the patient to clean out and extract 
the badness; or he may cause this badness to pass 
along a string from the patient’s mouth into his 
own, whence it is spat out with blood. Finally, 
he may go in search of the dying person’s soul and 
if successfid in catching and restoring it, he has 
worked a cure. 

The patient’s faith in the medicine man restores 
his faith in life and also restores his sense of well- 
being. The medicine man himself‘ believes in 
the value of his methods, even though he knows 
that some of his actions are make believe and 
sleight-of-hand. He knows that he is restoring 
his patient’s faith in life and his will to live and so 
he helps him get better of himself. Also, by reason 
of his own special ccmaking” or “initiation”, he 
believes that he is in touch with unseen powers, 
totemic or spiritual, which work to effect the cures 
when he adopts the traditional procedure. He 
gets his power from the departed and from the 
heroes of the dream-time or the sky-god. This 
being so, there is no limit to his curative possibilities. 
For these reasons, the medicine-man believes in 
his methods and when he himself is sick, he does 
not hesitate to call in the services of another 
medicine-man. In’ this way, his own will-to-live 
is strengthened and he receives that supernatural 
aid which wiu ensure his recovery. 
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81izabeth Doolan with 
her mother and-father 

Elizabeth 
Doolan- 
first of a kind 

It is quite an achievement to be the first of a 
kind. That is just what Elizabeth Doolan is- 
the first Community Health Worker in Aboriginal 
health in the N.S.W. Department of Health. 

The appointment m e  to her as the high spot 
of a successfid nursing career. Born at Moree, 
Elizabeth's father Ernie is from Pilliga and her 
mother Margaret Isobel Daley from Tingha, so 
Elizabeth is no stranger to the district around 
Moree or to its people. In 1964 she applied for 
a job doing domestic work at Moree Hospital. 
Fortunately, Matron Cruickshank spotted her, took 
an interest in her and persuaded her to take a 
job as an assistant nurse in the McMaster Ward 
where she could help to look after her own people. 
She did such a good job that it was not long before 
matron decided to recommend her for a training 
course for nurses aides. In 1965 Elizabeth began 
the course at Moree Hospital and she graduated 
successfully in December, 1966. 

! 

i 

For the first year she worked at Moree Hospital 
gaining experience in various types of nursing 
duty. Then she did 2 years at the Inverell District 
Hospital and then went to Queensland for 6 
months. In 1969 she returned to Moree Hospital. 

Early in 1971, Dr P. A. M. Van de Linde, the 

employed in community health work after their 
graduation. Elizabeth Doolan, already trained 
and experienced was an obvious choice. In April 
of this year she was appointed as the first 
Community Health worker in the Department of 
Health and is now working with Sister Pat Lifonti, 
helping to care for the medical and social needs 
of the Aboriginal people of the area. 

Elizabeth's experience in all forms of nursing 
has stood her in good stead because she has to 
tackle many different jobs in the course of a day's 
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work. Much of her time is spent in the important 
task of helping to promote the health of mothers 
and childrq. One day she may be assistiqg with 
an immunization clinic or tracking down the 
contacts of a case of infectious disease; the next 
she may be helping with the medical examination 
of schoolchildren. A good deal of her time is 
spent at the clinic of the Pius Mission at Moree 
where excellent health m e  is provided for the 
people by the Daughters of Charity in co-operation 
with the Health Department. 

Miss Doolan needs to LEW her skilI in public 
relations both in meeting with people from 

Government Departments and voluntary organiz- 
ations and also in following up people’s f d l y  
problems. She gets around the country-side by 
car, sometimes travelling as far as Mungindi and 
Boggabilla in the course of her work. 

The local people are pleased about the job 
Elizabeth Doolan is doing. She knows the ways 
and understands the thoughts of her people and 
they trust and confide in her. It is to be hoped 
that other Aboriginal girls will follow Elizabeth 
and train to become health workers among their 
own people. 

Elizubeth Doofan is 
talking with Mrs Toote 
wad her furnib outstde 
their curmm home ut 
Meha’ Crescent, Moree. 
(Photo: Courtesy Moree 
“Cbampion”) 

-- 

Photographed ut La Pmruse: 
(Zdt to right) 
Debbie Holten, Vanssa Longliotrom, 
Trdy Lungbottom,  mar^ Dwison, 
and Rme Campbell 
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Back : (left to right) Bill Campbell, Elizabeth Campbell, -Micky Wil l iam,  and Bernice Campbell 
Front: Jack Little and “ A  chap from Melbourne-I forget his name”, said Mrs Morris 

Down Memory Lane 
Do some of our readers remember an Aboriginal 

vaudeville show entitled the “Leaf Band” which 
toured N.S.W. in the early 1930s? The players 
used leaves, jews-harps, harmonicas and violins 
to make their music and a fair razz-a-ma-tazz it 
was, too. 

Recently I was given some old photos of the 
“Leaf Band” by one of the players, now Mrs 
Bernice Morris of Milsons Point. In those days 
she was called Bernice Campbell, and was the 
daughter of Thomas Campbell. They hailed 
from the Moruya area. 

Jimmy Little’s father, also called Jimmy and 
his uncle, Jackie Little, also travelled with the 
show to do the corroborees. The hula dances 
were done by May and Marjy Butler who were 
daughters of the proprietor of the show, Tom Butler 
of Ulladulla. 

During the performances, May would do a 
hula dance and Bernice would sing. Bernice also 
designed the troupe’s costumes and operated the 
curtains. Jackie Little sang. One of the poems 
composed by a member of the troupe during some 
leisure moments was : 

Give me a hut in my own native land 
Or a tent in the bush, 
Where the gum-trees may stand. 
I don’t care how far in the bush it may be 
If a girl like Kate Kelly would share it with me. 

“Leaf Band” performances were typicaI of the 
entertainment of the day. The audience would 
be whipped up to excitement pitch during the show. 
Then the sessions would close with.the song “The 
Battlefields of Europe”. The chorus line “Tell 
mother not to wait for me, for I’m not coming 
home” would always make the audience crumble. 
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I That is why the cast made it a practice to pass 
out paper handkerchiefs to the audience as they 
went into the hall. Mrs Morris remembers that 
they were used too, which goes to show how 
audiences have changed in the last forty years. 

I . 

- I -  

Jackie Mumbler 
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Mrs Bernice Morris today 

(Left to right) Jack Little, the “chap.fiom Melbourne’¶, May  
Butler and Bernice 
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Smoke Signals 
The Foundation’s Welfare Worker in Sydney, 

woman who has been in the news lately at 
Wyndham in Western Australia. She is Mrs 
Thelma Birch who, through the weight of a 
considerable personality, is helping the Aborigines 
gain a new stature in the town there. A few 
months ago, Mrs Birch was ready to despair for 
her people at the Aboriginal reserve at the Three- 
Mile. She said that because of drink, she and her 
husband Donald were constantly being called out 
at all hours of the night to stop fights. Then it 
occurred to her to organize a working group of 
men and women. She did organize the group- 
the Aborigines’ Progress movement-which washes 
cars, cleans windows, chops wood, tidies yards 
and takes in washing. Soon the movement had 
$100 in the bank and more coming in all the 
time. 

“The movement’s council has established laws,” 
she said. “Our people must not bring liquor onto 
the reserve, drive cars on it or fight. If they drink, 
they must come home quietly.” Earlier this 
year, there was a scandal in Wyndham about 
Aboriginal children being seen scrabbling through 
rubbish bins for food scraps. Now the movement 
has tackled this problem, too. Its members have 
begun preparing lunches for the reserve’s sixty-one 
Aboriginal school-children. Six  women (no whites) 
go down to the old native hospital kitchen on the 
reserve, prepare sandwiches, fruit and cocoa for 
the children and take the meals to school. The 
effect on school attendances has been dramatic. 
Previously children went home for lunch and 
wouldn’t bother going back to school for the 
afternoon. Now they are attending school in the 
afternoons and they are having at least one good 
meal a day, thanks to the dignity and determination 
of one woman who had the vision to set the ball 
rolling. 

b Heard about the guy who stuck’ up a shop with 
the jaw-bone of a sheep concealed under a coat? 
All he wanted, it seemed, was cigarettes and boiled 
lollies. Instead, he got 6 months! The liar who 
told me this story said that when they were being 
threatened by the would-be-thief, the shop girls 
shot him out of the shop with bursts of bubble- 
gum-and then rang the cops! 

,By courtesy of Noel Appo, manager of the 
Foundation: Two blokes were sitting in a pub. 
Said one “A cockroach hears through his legs”. 
“Ah, gtyarn” said the other fellow. “He does, 
look” sad the first one and put a live cockroach 

ti iss Connie McDonald, is the tribal auntie of a 
on the bar. The 
cockroach moved across the surface. Then he 
took the legs off the cockroach, laid it down and 
said “Go on, move” and of course the animal 
didn’t. Apparently he’still swears that he proved 
his point! 
b Talking about Noel Appo . . . The Foundation 
for Aboriginal Mairs in Sydney now has its 
manager living on the premises. Urgent welfare 
cases will be able to phone through to him at 
weekends and there will also be a buzzer on the 
door which will be switched on at needed times. 
Perhaps later on the Foundation may be in a 
position to offer a week-end service? 

He said to it “Go on, move”. 

A 

b The ( 3 r d  Austra&zn Whinger: June Johnston, 
a Kuri of Sydney has a story about work. One 
day, she said, the women in her factory were 
carrying on about what a free country Australia is. 
Maltese, Italian, Greeks, Arabs-they all said 
“Beautiful free country. Freest country in the 
world! What do you think, June?” “Nope” 
says June. “Nope. I don’t think it’s free.” 
They said “But you are Australian?” ccYeah,y’ 
says June, “and Aboriginal, too!” “And you do 
not think your country is free? Why? Give us 
a good reason!” June answered “Well, Maltese, 
they can wear their national costume, right? The 
Dutch can. Greeks can. Nothing happens. 
Well, tomorrow is National Aborigines’ Day. If 
I walk down the street in my national costume, 1’11 
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be arrested for indecent exposure! Now where’s 
the freedom in that? No, this is a fact, don’t 
laugh ! ” 

“If I were twenty years younger, I’d have 
thrown my clothes off ,  just to prove a point.” At 
this point someone asked June “What’s wrong with 
doing it now? Go on, go on!” “What!” said June, 
“at my age?’’ Poor skinny me! Twenty years 
ago I might’ve been vain enough to do it. But 
with the figure I’ve got now, oh no! Why, if 
they gave me a blood transfusion now I’d look 
like a thermometer!’’ 

,Money is held in trust by the Department of 
Child Welfare and Social Welfare for Mary Naylor 
who was born at Armidale and was formerly at 
the Cootamundra Girls’ Home. It can be obtained 
by contacting the Accounts Branch of the 
Department at Box 18, G.P.O., Sydney 2001. 

IC 
I 
Huberi 1 znzliery 

)On the 13th of September, Hubert Timbery, 
71, of La Pernuse died at a Randwick convalescent 
hospital. His younger brother Dudley died on 
the same day at another hospital. The brothers 
were grandsons of “King” Billy, the first Aboriginal 
to settle at La Perouse a century ago. George 
and Hubert inherited Billy’s title and people at 
La Perouse still referred to Hubert as “the old 
King”. Seven generations of Timberys have 
lived at La Perouse, including the ‘cKing’s’’ brother 
Joe, the champion boomerang thrower. Hubert 
and Dudley were buried at the same time at 
Botany. Because Hubert had been a good friend 
of some of the police at Daceyville, the cortege 
was given a police escort from St Andrews to 
Botany cemetery. 

, During the September holidays, Shirley Smith 
of the Aboriginal Medical Service was visited in 
Sydney by Mrs Maureen Granger who is a teacher 
at the high school at Mumburrah-Harden. 
Mrs Granger came to ask Shirley whether she 
could help persuade an Aboriginal girl at the 
school not to leave. The girl is Julie Johnson 
who has topped her class each year since first 
year. Now she is in the highest level 4th year 
class. Because of family difficulties, Julie had 
decided to leave school at the end of second term 
and go to work instead of returning to school 
in third term. At the news, her teachers were 
dismayed. They said that with her intelligence 
and with sufficient education behind her, Julie 

have the at her feet later On. Mrs 
Granger offered to let Julie live at her home to 

Other members of the farnib:  Kathleen T i m b q  with daughter 
Laurel and husband Assen 
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Shirley Smith 

make things easier for the family. She also asked 
Shirley Smith to help persuade the girl to stay on 
at school. This Shirley was able 
alerted the Pauline Association 
As a result, the Association has 
that any aid needed in the way of 
and so on will be provided for the rest of Julie’s 
stay at school. The whole case provides a fine 
example of Kuri-white co-operation to help a 
girl gain the education of which she is capable. 

The Department is holding a sum of money on 
behalf of Frank Coffky. This is part of his father’s 
deceased estate. Mr Coffey’s present whereabouts 
are unknown. If anyone knows his address, 
please contact your nearest Welfare Officer or 
District Officer. 

Commonwealth Aboriginal 
Secondary and S t u d y  
Applicalions are invited for ,1972 Aboriginal Second- 
ary and Studv Gran s which the Commonwealth 
Government offers each year to assist Aboriginal 
studen% to continue their education beyond the 
statutory school leaving age and to undertake further 
study after leaving school. 
The grants include assistance with living Costs 
school fees clothing and text books and othe; 
expenses as;ociated, with attending school and other 
educational institutions. 
ELIGIBILITY: 

Aboriginal Secondary Grants 
The grants are open to students of Aboriginal or 
Torres St. Island descent who:- 
* will be 14 years of age but under 21 years on 1 

January 1972. 
0 will be btten6ing in.1972 an approved primary or 

secondary school in any Australian State or 
Internal Territory. 

0 are likely to ben&fit from remaining at school. 
Aboriginal Study Grants 

The grants are open with no age restriction to 
students of Aboriginai or Torres St. Island desdent 
who having already left school wish to under- 
takd further studies or training’ in an approved 
course. 
APPLICATIONS: Application forms and further 
details may be obtained from the Department of 
Education and Science at the address be!ow flpm 
offices of the Commonwealth Employment Sbrvice, 
the Department of Child Welfare and Social Welfare 
or some school arinciaals. 
APPLICATIONS SHOU’LD BE SUBMITTED AS SOON 
AS POSSIBLE TO: 

The Regional Director, 
Sydney Office 
Department c?f Education 
Lasalle Building 
70 Castlereagh &reet 
SYDNEY, N.S.W. 2000: 
(G.P.O. BOX 3987, Sydney, 
Telephone 2 0323. 

and Science, 

N.S.W. 2001). 

SCHOLARSHIPS FOR ABORIGINAL STUDENTS 1972 
ABORIGINAL EDUCATION COUNCIL (N.S.W*) 

The Aboriginal Education Council (N.S.W.) is 
offering Incentive Scholarships to Aboriginal 
Students in primary and secondary schools. 

Primary Scholarships commence in 5th Grade, with 
financial assistance to $80.00 per year. 

Secondary Scholarships from 1st Form to age when 
Commonwealth Secondary Grants apply, with 
financial assistance to $150.00 per year. (Note 
that the Commonwealth Secondary Grants apply 
from the beginning of the year in which the student 
turns 15 years of age.) 

Parents or guardians may make application 
on behalf of students within this range of classes 
and ages. 

Selection will take place in December-January, 
and is based on consideration of both educational 
potential and economic needs. 

A$$lication forms are available from: 
* Scholarship Committee, Aboriginal Education 
Council (N.S.W.), 132 St Johns Road, Glebe, 
N.S.W. 2037 
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Children's Corner 
Hi there ! 

Christmas decorations to make your house look bright and attractive for Santa Claus. 
how to make chains of rings by glueing strips of paper together. 

Christmas will soon be here again, won't it? . So, it is time for you to think about making some 
You probably know 

If you use different colourzd strips of paper 
you can make gaily coloured streamers which 
stretch right across the room. 

You can make a lot of these decorations in various colours and hang them on your Christmas tree or 
about the living room so that your house will be ready for Christmas Day! 

Alsa.you could try this: 

Get a piece of paper 6" by 6" 

'\ 
'\ 

/ AA Cut it into quarters 

Lay another on top 
Paste again on top 

Paste the two remaining flaps together 

Continue with the rest of the quarters 

Open it  out and press 
all edges hard together 

Open out, tie on string 

Fold again and cut out any kind of shape. 

Have a happy time, boys and girls, F* 
A 

V. C. N. Blight, Government Printer, New South Wales-1971 
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