


Nothing is as powerful as an idea whose time has come. 
A tremendously important idea can often lie unused for generations. 
not, it pops up, and, gathering strength, sweeps all before it. 
That is what is happening today. 
recognition by science, education, government, religion, business, and industry. 
The idea? Simply this: Modern man must again become whole. 
be complete and happy and human unless you feel thatyou count and that those around you count too. 
Did you know that there is no limit to what you can be and to the happiness you can have? 
which will no longer be ignored. 
somewhere here, you might find the idea put in such a way that you see it. 

Then, whether the world is ready or 

An idea is being born, an idea that is gradually forcing itself into 

You cannot 

This is the idea 
Read e u q  part of it, because 

He must again become human. 

And that’s the idea this issue is all about. 
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In this business of living, have you ever 
noticed how some people have a quiet 
triumph and a kind of glory? From 
where do thy get their courage? 

HOW IS IT 
THAT SOME PEOPLE 
CAN BE SO STRONG? 

This is the face of one of Australia’s most 
important human beings. She is 64 years old Miss 
Isabel Reilly of Penshurst, who runs a loving and 
healing factory. Since June 1959, she has taken 
43 of the Child Welfare Department’s “unplaceable” 
babies-babies with deformed bodies, brain damage 
and terrible diseaseeand loved them whole. 
When they have been turned into acceptable little 
children, then people adopt them, or take them as 
foster children. And Isabel Reilly gives them up 
without a murmur, for then she has done her job. 

. .  - 
, 1 
I 
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Isabel Reilly with Penny. 

Listen to her telling about a typical case, some 
time ago: “I saw him by accident, in the hospital. 
The doctors had already decided that he was a 
hopeless case. He was to go into an institution. 
He couldn’t move his arms and legs because of 
brain damage. I saw that part of his stiffness was 
fear. I loved him and cuddled him and worked 
on h i  and taught him to cIap his hands. Thirteen 
weeks later, he was ready to be adopted. Yet the 
doctors thought he was beyond help.” 

Why does Miss Reilly’s treatment work so well? 
One reason is because there are no tensions in her 
home. “Doctors don’t realize how big a part this 
plays. Even the youngest baby in a state home or 
a hospital feels the tensions around him. This can 
be so damaging . . .” 

Miss Reilly’s specialty is what she calls the 
“building up” of babies. Babies that have never 
responded to anyone, respond to her. She touches 
them and says “you poor little baby”-and the 
miracle has started. As she says: “If they had 
two heads and three legs, I’d still love them. I’d 
pick them out of the gutter and love them. 1 
don’t see their sores and their filth. I just see 
them as they could be. Whatever a child may 
look like, if you keep on saying ‘I love you and I 
think you’re beautiful,’ then it will become 
beautihl.’ ’ 
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Isabel has proved this with her only permanent 
“daughter,” Penny, who has been with her since 
June 1960. Penny was born with a hare lip, and 
an upper gum in three pieces. She was sub- 
normal, partially deaf and blind and was born with 
a damaged brain and a twisted leg and spine. The 
hospital said she would never walk, talk or know 
anyone. She was to be a vegetable for life. 

The only thing little Penny had going for her 
was the interest of Isabel Reilly. Under her care, 
Penny was put into a body brace and leg calipers. 
She was given speech training, a mouth brace to 
push her face into shape and sight training. 
Slowly her tortured little body began to accept the 
discipline. The calipers were exchanged for boots. 
Her speech improved. Her hearing came back. 
She has just gone on two months’ trial to see if she 
can manage without a body brace. Her eyes 
never stop moving because she is brain damaged, 
but sheer determination has made Penny able to 
read and write neatly-even though she cannot 
focus her eyes for very long. 

Penny, the girl who’d never talk, said to me: “I 
gave Mum some rough times. But I’m a good 
girl now.” The girl who’d never walk, skipped 
across the room and showed me her school books. 
She is definitely going to high school later, to get 
all the education she can and the girl who’d never 
know anyone said to me, unexpectedly, “you know, 
you’re alright once people get used to you.” 
Which, just for a little while, thoroughly shut me up. 

“I could never see why people made a difference 
over the colour of anyone’s skin,” said Isabel. “I 
can’t remember how many Aboriginal babies I’ve 
had . . . they’re all so beautiful. One, little 
Georgie, was very pale when I got him. As he 
got better and better, he got blacker and blacker 
’til in the end you could nearly polish him with a 
shoe-brush! Of course he was snapped up then.” 

Is this woman able to do so much because she is 
rich? Hardly, in the normal sense. She is an 
invalid pensioner, whose only extra income is the 
allowance she receives for her babies. And she has 
a few private problems, too. As a youngster 
herself, she had a number of operations to correct 
a deformed face. When she was 38, she had a 
throat tumour removed. The operation was badly 
done and left her unable to speak. “I had to 
learn again. I used Helen Keller’s way of doing 
it-by feeling the throat vibrations. It worked. 
That is why I can teach children to speak.” In  
1952, Isabel got meningitis, which left her unable 
to walk. It took her 7 years to learn again, with 
the help of a body brace and neck collar. She is 
able to help children, because she knows what its 

like. “I crowd everything into the front room near 
the front door, because if there were a fire, I 
couldn’t get Penny and the baby out in time. I 
can’t get out of bed quickly.” 

The crowded front room. 
According to Isabel Reilly, he is a.s,”bright as a button, with 
a little cold nose: like a puppy dog. 

This baby is number 43. 

I t  seems as if this woman is fated always to have 
some sort of health problem. She has arthritis, a 
growth in the pancreas and a few other things she 
doesn’t want to talk about. She jokes a lot about 
herself. “If I didn’t make fun of it, I couldn’t 
take what I’ve been through. You know, when I 
die, my body is going to the University. It’ll be 
interesting for them, because I’ve got arteries where 
they shouldn’t be and nerves where they shouldn’t 
be . . .” Maybe, Isabel Reilly, but you’ve got a 
heart exactly where it should be-a heart that’s 
bigger than anything that your body or the world 
can do to you-and how many of us can say that? 

She says: 
“I’m a Christian. Every day I am given enough 
strength for the day.” I asked her to what church 
she belonged. “None. No church can bind me. 
I’m a free spirit.” 

Could the answer lie 
in the way she thinks about things? That she is 
free because her spirit flows out to her babies, 
instead of in to herself only? She does not seem 
to be like so many of us-our interest caught and 
held in ourselves and the problems that we create 
for ourselves and blame the world for.  . . Could 
it be that for all her sickness she is healthy because 
she does not poison herself with self? 

How is it that she can be so strong? 

Could this be the answer ? 
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The Minister addressing the countsy delegates on the second 
day of the two-day conference. 

I 

Last November, two very dyerent meetings were being held 
on the same two days. Interesting things were said at 
both of them. Was there any connection between these 
separate events in dyerent parts of  the city? 

NOVEMBERS 
STATE 

ABORIGINAL 
CONFERENCE 
(under the ampices of F.C.A.A.T.S.I.) 

Some of the p ~ o p l e  who attended. 

Mr David Bolt and Mrs Faith Bandler at the conference. 

. .  
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This conference really had me jumping. 
F.C.A.A.T.S.I. had invited 70 odd delegates from 
all the main Aboriginal areas of this state to attend 
the two days meeting at Sydney University on 
November 21 and 2 2 .  And these people stood up 
and told everybody of their home situation, of 
their hopes and their fears and their resentments. 
Because of space problems, I can’t hope to give 
anywhere near a full report. But typical of the 
feelings expressed were : 

0 We have no pride as a race. The white man 
has got us into this situation, so now we’ve got to 
make him realize that he’s got to get us out. 

0 If there’s discrimination in your town, then it’s 
no good just forming a committee and going crook. 
Certainly, plan first, but then go and front them on 
the same day! 

0 We Aborigines must come together and help 
one another. We must try to get control of Wallaga 
Lake Station and run it for the people. Our 
people are starting to come in . . . 
0 We’ve got to keep knocking at the big fellow’s 

door . . . What’s going to happen to all the little 
children if we don’t? 

Very 
few of the people in Brewarrina have jobs. There 
are 157 people in I I homes. 

0 There is no discrimination in the Brewarrina 
school, but the teacher told me that those from our 
poor homes don’t do as well as the children from 
the town . . . Education is the big problem of the 
Aboriginal people. 

0 Most of the people are on drought relief. 

We are weak because we are not united. 

Things are getting desperate. We are forming 
a committee . . . 
0 At Wollongong, employment is pretty good, 

though Aboriginals can only get the unskilled jobs 
-the dead-end jobs. 
0 There’s subtle discrimination in employment. 

It’s often hard to pinpoint. We ring up for a job 
and ask: “Is the job still available?” They say 

So we tell them that we have Aboriginal 
people needing work. There’ll be a silence on the 
’phone. Then: ‘‘I’m sorry, the job has been 
filled.” 

We don’t 
want to lose our young people to the cities. At 
Lismore employers have guaranteed there’ll be jobs 
for Aborigines, ;f they are trained first, on a 
scholarship. 

yes”. ‘< 

How do you fight it ? 

We need a decentralization policy. 

This is what we need . . . 

Leonard Bolt, who attended the youth session on Sunday. 

0 We must, above all, get land rights. The first 
step is to set up an Aboriginal Land Board. 

0 What about us? We’re human beings. We 
count. 

0 Water is a problem. The supply comes from a 
bore with no pump and in summer it takes 24 hours 
to fill a 44 gallon drum. We can’t have a bath . . . 

You haven’t recognized us.  . . 

0 The floors are just bare earth. 

0 Work is just not available more than 6 months 
a year. But I was born at Weilmoringle. So was 
my wife. 

There is 
good tank water at the manager’s place, but savage 
dogs keep us away from there. Some two bedroom 
houses have as many as 16 or 1 7  people staying in 
them. The drainage is poor and causes sickness 
and disease . . . 

As a result of the conference, three important 
committees were set up. The country delegates 
voted to establish a committee to investigate the 
way in which Aboriginal people can establish 
ownership of the reserves in this state. A committee 
of young people was formed to work towards the 
removal of discrimination against Aborigines in this 
State (and got cracking smartly, as the next week‘s 
newspapers showed . . .). Finally, a committee 
was established in the city to provide legal advice 
for Aboriginal people who feel that they have been 
discriminated against by police. 
Meanwhile, at the Town Hall, a different sort of a 
man was speaking. A man called Krishnamurti. 

We couldn’t leave . . . 
0 The water is usually undrinkabIe. 
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And the fascinating thing was that so very many 
people had not the vaguest idea what on earth he 
ws talking about. 

On discrimination: “This earth is ours, it does 
not belong to the communists, or the capitalists; it 
is yours and mine, to be lived on happily, richly, 
without conflict. But that richness of life, that 
happiness, that feeling, ‘This earth is ours,’ cannot 
be brought about by enforcement, by law. I t  
must come from within because we love the earth 
and all things thereof; and that is the state of 
learning.” 

‘<Let us be 
concerned with things as they are . . . to see if the 
human mind can bring about a change in things as 
they are. Therefore, it is necessary to observe very 
clearly without any prejudice what actually is going 
on in the world; not according to the Asiatic outlook, 
or the western, or the communist, or the capitalist 
views, but to observe the various happenings that 
are taking place in the world. First of all, one 
sees right through the world a great deal of violence, 
incredible brutality, destruction, a meaningless kind 
of violence and revolt against the established order, 
a revolt against war, a revolt against all the social 
moralities, which obviously are immoralities. And 
one observes the division, the fragmentation that’s 
going on . . . There is economic division, the 
division between black and white, division amongst 
the religious people . . . right through the world 
. . . this is a fact and one sees what incredible 
conflict exists between human beings . . . Man has 
tried many, many ways to bridge this conflict; 
through ideals, through revolt-violence to see if 
man can live at peace. Religions have been tried. 
Ideals have been tried. All that has failed because 
man is still a t  war.” 

What was he saying? . . . 

,- 
On division between people: 

On society and revolution: “I cannot separate 
myself from society. I am it and I am conditioned 
by it. I am not separate from it. How am I to 
free myself from it? Throw bombs? Or do I see 
the fact that I am it and it is me? Therefore, to 
bring about a change in society, I must change 
myseZJ You must have the passion and intensity to 
learn about yourselves. Then you will understand 
the world . . . Life is really very beautiful, it is not 
this ugly thing that we have made of it; and you 
can appreciate its richness, its depth, its extra- 
ordinary loveliness only when you revolt against 
everything-against organized religion, against 
tradition, against the present rotten society-so that 
you as a human being find out for yourself what is 
true.” From this we could ask: ‘What does 
revolution mean?’ Is it against society, which is 
other people like Ourselves? Or does it begin with 
ourselves? With our attitude towards others? 
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J.  Krishnamurti. 
Photo by courtesy of Mirror Newspapers Ltd. 

For surely, when we are at peace with ourselves, 
our relationship with others is peaceful? Of course, 
the catch is that it is an extremely painful process. 
As he says: “Most of us are afraid to ask questions 
-of ourselves primarily-and of another, because 
in the very asking of the question we expose 
ourselves to ourselves, and we’d rather not expose 
ourselves-that’s one of the causes of fear.” 

ABORIGINAL LEGAL SERVICE 

Offers three challenging positions in the establish- 
ment of a new Aboriginal legal aid service. 

FIELD OFFICER 

SOLICITOR (Qualified to practise in 
New SouthWales) 

SECRETARY / STENOGRAPHER 

These are full-time positions and salaries will be 
negotiated commensurate with qualifications and 
responsibilities. The Service is a voluntary organ- 
ization based in Sydney and is backed by a large 
panel of honorary barristers and solicitors, and a 
Commonwealth Government grant. 

For full details, or to apply, write to Professor 
J. H. Wootten, Faculty of Law, University of New 
South Wales, Kensington, 2033. 

APOLOGY 

I apologise to the readers for not including Professor Elkin’s 
Lack of space prevented it from afifiearing. article this month. 

Professor Elkin will return next month. 
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DANCE! LAUGH! 
SING! CRY! 
(or get sick a . .> 
Why did the Australian Aborigines have cor- 
roborees? Why did they feel the urge to express 
the truths of their spiritual life and their daily 
experience in dance and song? In ritual? In  
part, it was done to keep them healthy. The wise 
witch-doctors or clever men knew when it was time 
for a release of the fears, anger, frustration, 
sexuality, and often pure, spilling-over joy of the 
people. And too, the demons had to come out- 
the tensions that build up in the mind. The 
clever men knew the truth that bodily movements, 
as in dancing, release mental tension harmlessly. 
That is why old cultures had far less hang-ups than 
modern cultures. 

The value of ritual was known in Europe, too. 
For centuries people danced around the Maypole. 
TO dance around it was a fertility rite which 
released the energies of the nervous system and let 
go muscular tension at the same time. Then came 
the historical changes which stopped such things in 

the name of reason, decency and s&riety. The 
wilder impulses of a good many white people were 
repressed and not let out. What was the result? 
Fear was not expressed. Nor was grief, sexuality, 
pleasure, silliness, even love. A mask came over 
people’s faces which said “I cannot be myself in 
public.” And they were cut off from the deeper 
rhythms of their life. 

Many of OUT modern Aboriginal people have 
caught this disease, too. Many of them, like the 
white man, are caught in an extreme of too much 
reason, or too much passion. Passion? Yes, the 
back-swing, or the reaction from not enough 
release is to much release. If good rituals are not 
invented, bad ones happen. Drunk-ups. The 
cheerless boozing of unhappy people who know 
they are losing their dignity. Stupid, self-defeat- 
ing riots. The degrading, loveless wife-swapping 
of bored people. Senseless, joyless obscenity. And 
still there is no joy, no laughter and no love. 
The clever men knew that a bad release could 
be as disastrous as no release. That is why the 
corroborees were, on the one hand, a grand 
release of passion, and on the other hand, strictly 
disciplined with a discipline based on reason and 
wisdom-and an insight born of love. 

There are very few rituals left. Those we do 
have, are performed by other people, while we 
watch. Meanwhile, our need for self-expression 
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and release is not fed. That is the key to the 
. revolt of young people all over the western world. 

They know they have been cheated. A variety of 
causes have made so many of us emotional 
refrigerators, afraid to feel. In reaction, has sprung 
up the hippie movement-the flower-power, the 
laughter, the sharing, the beads, the incense, the 
mad clothes, the drugs and the dancing to hard, 
driving rock music. With this self-expression has 
come another thing. The need for ritual has 
expressed itself in the participation of youngsters in 
seances, occultism and way-out religious practices. 
Why? Perhaps they are trying, once again, to 
recapture the ability to laugh and cry and fear and 
wonder. 

Ritual teaches men how to behave at the best 
and worst moments of their lives. I t  helps them to 
remember their ancestors and lead their children to 
seek fuller lives. Ritual kills lonehess and binds 
the people in the joy of shared experience. It is 
the end of misery and non-communication. And it 
is fun. 

The cure, at this stage, will not be easy. But if 
anyone hears of a corroboree anywhere, go to it, go, 
and learn it and do it. If you hear something, run 
people, run. Get it back into your bones, just as 
the young people are trying so desperately to do, 
everywhere, Dance, Jaugh, sing, cry, for there is 
a heaIing. 

Dear Cora, 

Here is the promised poem. I t  came out of a trip to Maree, near Lake Eyre on the beginning of the 
I t  is directed against the modern day white slaver and is based upon an actual incident Birdsville track. 

that took place in the pub. 

You might be able ta Use it t~ show that some people do care, 

Regards, 
Bany@ 

THE 
MAREE 
PUB 
By Burry Donne@ (Cokpght). 

‘You must be bloody jokin’ ! 
Said the bloke who ran the place 
‘It was quieter down in Sydney 
Here I’m workin* twice the pace!’ 
We’d only met an hour before 
And I was passing through. 
We were making conversation 
As strangers have to do. 
‘Yair, I s’pose I do get lonely 
But yay get that everywhere 
Ya’ can feel it in the City 
Ya’ can feel it on Lake Eyre.’ 
As he talked and pulled another beer 
I looked out on the town 
At the dusty railway houses 
At the shacks all tumbledown. 
I could see a past reminder 
To the men who paved the way. 
A tribute from the Townsfolk 
Embedded in the clay 
You see these rocky monuments 



Scattered right throughout the land 
Recording man’s endurance 
And his need to understand. 
Out along the Birdsville 
Trudged these giants of yesteryear 
Now the echoes of their footsteps 
Hardly draws an Aussie cheer. 
If they could see this rock now 
From behind the dusty past 
I’d hang my head in shame man 
At their red eyes all downcast. 
Piles of empty coke cans 
And weeds that grow apace. 
A black skinned girl sat on it 
She was sadly out of place. 
‘That’s Jenny Brown, old Jackie’s girl 
She’s watchin’ for the train 
Thinks her sweetheart’ll be on it 
She’s gone funny in the brain! 
He told me then a story 
1’11 remember all my life 
Of a never ending vigil 
Of a now forgotten wife 
She had grown up in the shanties 
And found her way to love 
Pledged her soul to handsome Johnny 
And they fitted hand in glove. 
‘I can see ’im clear as yesterday 
Rushin’ in that door 
He was with this fancy feller 
Who’d come the night before. 
The kid was all excited 
Said ’ed come to say goodbye 
’E was orf to make his fortune 
It was either do or die. 
I remember Jenny cryin’ 
I can see old Jack’s sad face 
I can still hear Johnny sayin’ 
’ed be the champion of ’is race. 
Well, they took ’im orf to Sydney 
They put ’im in the ring 
They used ’im for a punchin’ bag 
They told ’im ’e was King. 
All along the Country 
In every sideshow town 
The locals took the challenge up 
To put the Ab0 down. 
Well, ’e never made that fortune 

And no one knows ’is name 
’es buried West of Hay somewhere 
the poor kid died of shame’ 

In Maree now it’s six o’clock 
Outside it’s purple dusk 
The bar is filled with workers 
Of every hue and crust. 
You can single out the Afghans 
And there’s fulls and quarters too 
Dark eyed gins and stockmen 
All scrambling for their brew 
It  was like a Summer carnival 
A whirling laughing throng 
The jukebox led the chorus 
Some forgotten Country song. 
Then a dark old shambling figure 
Broke through the laughing pack 
’es orf to be with Jenny 
By the railroad track. 

I watched the old man tread his way 
Out into the heat 
Past the line of clapped out Holdens 
To the girl across the street 

I watched them standing out there 
Gazing down that empty line- 
Say a prayer for handsome Johnny- 
Give Jenny Brown a sign. 
Take off your hat fair stranger 
When next in Maree town 

Yes-say a prayer for Johnny 
And the lonesome Jenny Brown. 
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FCAATSI-TRANBY APPEAL NIGHT 

On November 19th last year, the N.S.W. Teachers’ 
Federation launched its annual appeal for the 
Federal Council for the Advancement of Aborigines 
and Torres Strait Islanders and Tranby Co- 
operative for Aborigines. At this function also, 
author Mr Allan Ashbolt launched the Federation’s 
new book “Special Problems, Special Needs of Aboriginal 
Children at School”. 

In  his introductory speech, Mr Ashbolt traced 
the history of white attitudes towards Aborigines. 
The first stage followed the 19th century idea that 
all dark people were “the white man’s burden”. 
Aborigines were regarded as uncivilized and inferior 
by the very white racists who sexually used 
Aboriginal women as mistresses. The second stage, 
he said, was the period of paternalism, still current 
in many white minds. The paternalist regarded 
Aborigines as a “problem” to be “dealt with” in 
such a manner as to be assimilated. Assimilation, 
said Mr Ashbolt, is a pious fraud-in effect it is the 
hope that the Aboriginal problem will go away, of 
itself. The third stage, said Mr Ashbolt, is best 
shown in the unqualified acceptance of blacK‘ 
children by white children whose young minds have 
not been poisoned. This was pure acceptance- 
when the child did not know and was not made to know 
that he was black. This is what society generally 
should aim for, Mr Ashbolt urged. 

Other points raised in this magnificent address 
were : 

e Aborigines continue to know what it is to be a 
G C  non-person” in a world of white regulations and 
white indifference. Little has really changed since 
the May, 1967, Referendum. 

e An adequate education system should serve all 
youngsters in a society. As long as books outlining 
the “Special Problems, Special Needs of Aboriginal 
Children at School” were necessary, this was not 
being achieved. 

After the opening address, an excellent panel of 
speakers reinforced Mr Ashbolt’s comments: 

0 Ken Brindle pointed out that there was no 
educational aid at all for primary school children 

and that educational aid grants for high school 
students had been cut by 25 per cent. (The 
Department wishes to point out that this is a false 
picture of the true situation. The state allocation 
for Aborigines has been maintained. True, the 
Commonwealth has reduced its allocation to the 
States in respect of grants in aid to secondary pupils, 
but in place of that introduced a very generous 
scheme of its own for older secondary school pupils. 
For the younger ones, the State scheme still applies. 
The dividing line is the beginning of the year in 
which the child turns 15, at which time he moves 
from State help to Commonwealth help.) 

0 Government sponsored trade training, farm 
training and general employment courses, as well as 
culture revival courses, were provided for New 
Zealand’s Maoris and should be started here for 
Aborigines. 

e Harry Hall, of Walgett, noted that in the 
country, Aborigines at best can only get second-rate 
jobs which Europeans wouldn’t do. Even these 
were becoming harder to get. What, he asked, 
was the use of a housing scheme when there was 
no employment to pay the rent? (There is a 
rental rebate scheme in operation. This means 
that if a tenant is out of work or on sickness benefits 
or goes onto a pension, the rent is reduced-usually 
so that the tenant pays no more than about one- 
fifth of his gross income from all sources in rent. 
A part of the earnings of grown-up children who 
live at home is also included in working this figure 
out. Special low rentals are k e d  for aged people’s 
units.) 
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0 Mr Hall went on to say that he could see the 
time coming soon when Aboriginal people would 
be forced back onto the river banks to live. 
0 Unions do not give Aboriginal members the 

same opportunities as white members. Nor do 
employers. 
0 Sandra McGuinness-told of her period of 

schooling in inadequate settlement schools in 
Queensland. These schools, she said, were staffed 
by unqualified teachers and used textbooks which 
gave a false impression of Aborigines. She called 
for Queensland’s discriminating legislation against 
Aborigines to be repealed. 

0 The meeting wound up with F.C.A.A.T.S.I.’s 
Vice President, Mr Gordon Bryant, M.H.R., 
congratulating Mr Hall on his “moral and social 
courage” in dealing with both white and Aboriginal 
conservatives in Walgett. 

0 Separate schools, said Mr Bryant, had been a 
great error. As Walgett’s past experience has 
shown, the Aboriginal school always got something 
“less than second best”. 

0 At the moment, compared to whites, an 
Aborigine’s chances of getting to the University 
were 120 : 1-against, he added. 

BUSH MEMORIES BUSH MEMORIES 

I gaze out of my window at the crowded clty streettl 
The buildings tall and endless traffic streams- 
It’s such a different life to me and I can never changa 
For my heart is in the land of all my dreams. 

I miss the laughing jackass and the magpies’ thrilling call 
As evening sets upon the open land. 
To smell the scent of old bush gums and golden wattle 

blooms 
Feel the bridle leather soft within my hand. 

The rattle of the pots and pans; the ghostly shadows thrown 
From campfire when the evening meal is done. 
I t  seems so long since I have seen the changing light of dawn 
O r  sat and watched the setting summer sun. 

There’s something in a wild bird’s song that brings a kind 

When long hot days have left you with a care; 
Where kindly folk who suffer much but who can always 

A wide brown land where there is love to spare. 

Could I have one wish today, no wealth or fame I’d ask 
For treasures such as these I could not find. 
The wide blue sky above me and an open road ahead 
And days again with old bush friends of mine. 

I gaze out of my window and the thoughts are crowded out 
As the noises from below reach up  to me. 
But I give my thanks to God that I can live again the past 
With my loved ones in these old bush memories. 

-Dubbo Half-caste. 

I gaze out of my window at the crowded clty streettl 
The buildings tall and endless traffic streams- 
It’s such a different life to me and I can never changa 
For my heart is in the land of all my dreams. 

I miss the laughing jackass and the magpies’ thrilling call 
As evening sets upon the open land. 
To smell the scent of old bush gums and golden wattle 

blooms 
Feel the bridle leather soft within my hand. 

The rattle of the pots and pans; the ghostly shadows thrown 
From campfire when the evening meal is done. 
I t  seems so long since I have seen the changing light of dawn 
O r  sat and watched the setting summer sun. 

There’s something in a wild bird’s song that brings a kind 
of peace 

When long hot days have left you with a care; 
Where kindly folk who suffer much but who can always 

smile 
A wide brown land where there is love to spare. 

Could I have one wish today, no wealth or fame I’d ask 
For treasures such as these I could not find. 
The wide blue sky above me and an open road ahead 
And days again with old bush friends of mine. 

I gaze out of my window and the thoughts are crowded out 
As the noises from below reach up  to me. 
But I give my thanks to God that I can live again the past 
With my loved ones in these old bush memories. 

-Dubbo Half-caste. 
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DO YOU COUNT? 
To count, you have to be counted! 

A Census will be taken in Australia in June to 
count the population and housing of this country. 
The last Census of this kind was taken 5 years ago. 

I t  is very important that every person should be 
counted-babies, old age pensioners, visitors, 
migrants, Aboriginal Australians-every one must 
be counted. 

The job of the Census collectors who will call is 
to gather the information asked for in the Census. 
These Census collectors and all other officers of the 
Commonwealth Bureau of Census and Statistics are 

sworn to secrecy under the Census and Statistics 
Act, 1905-1966 and the information you give 
cannot be seen by anyone who is not sworn to 
secrecy. 

Therefore, it cannot be seen even by other 
Government Departments. It will be used only 
for adding together so that people working on such 
things as housing, education, welfare and so on can 
tell the Government where help is most needed. 

It is, therefore, a help to Aboriginal Australians 
to see that they are counted in the Census. 

Canberra. 

John Riddell. 

490-206 

Essay Competition Results-Tingha triumphs! 
You may remember that last August, NEW DAWN announced an essay competition for Aboriginal school children. Thanks 
to a grant of $200 from the Sydney County Council, the Society of Women Writers were able to run this competition, which 
attracted many entries of a fine standard. On November 12, the prizes were presented by Ald. Mrs Joan Pilone, in the 
Australia Square Auditorium. Results were as follows : 

r 8  years and under- 
First prize, $75 
Second prize, $50 } $Iz5 

Third prize, $15 . . .  
Highly commended, $5 each 

I P  years and under- 
First prize, $30 , . . .  
Second prize, $20 , .  .. 
Third prize, $IO . . .. 
Highly commended, $5 each 

IO years and under- 
Special prizes, $5 each . . 

.. 
.. 
, .  

? .  

.. 

.. 
a .  

.. 

. . 0 Shared by Harold Coe (15) Hurlstone Agricultural High School, Gleqfield 
and Glenda Dixon (14) Howard Avenue, Glebe, Bega. 

. . 

. . 
0 Daphne Williams (13) Tingha Central School. 
cb Christine Smith ( I  7) Marella Mission Farm, Kellyville, Sydney, 
9 Zandra Munro (16) Tingha Central School. 

. , 

. . 

. . 

. . 

0 Gregory Livermore ( I  a)  Tingha Central School. 
0 Kerrie Locke (12) 2, I Adam’s Crescent, Mt Mary’s, 
0 Lynette Holten, St Joseph’s School, West Kempsey. 
0 Bernadette Duncan ( I  2) Public School, Boggabilla. 
0 Jacqueline Connors, Tingha Central School. 

. . 0 Keith Freeman, Brungle Public School. 
0 Michelle Brown (8) La Perouse Public School. 

- .  
was important if theywere to enter fully into modern life. 

One of the judges, Miss Barbara McLachlan said the young writers showed a very strong sense of family affection, a sensitivity 
to detail and to beauty in nature, a very real interest in their education and a realization that the quality of their education 

Some of the prize-winners. From left to righl Michelle 
Brown, Jacqueline Connors, Kerrie Locke, Haro., Coe, and 
Greg Livermore. Front: Daphne Williams. 

Photo by courtesy of Country Life Newspaper. 



SMOKE 
SIGNALS 

b The Third Advisory Council Meeting of the 
Aboriginal Family Education Centres was held in 
Coffs Harbour in November. I t  was a thundering 
success. I cannot report it in this issue, because I 
haven’t got room. Interested readers will have to 
await a later issue for a report. But from what I 
hear, some very interesting things happened at 
Coffs. One of these has led the Sydney A.F.E.C.s 
as a group to decide to begin a public speaking and 
discussion class. It is aimed at training the 
mothers to put ideas together “on their feet” and 
not be shy. In  this way, they feel, they will be 
able to speak up in the future, when more 
experienced speakers say unfair, or damn silly 
things. 

Dr Desmond Crowley, Director of Adult 
Education at the University of Sydney, asked me 
to publicize a series of films being shown at the 
University in 1971. The films all deal with 
traditional Aboriginal arts, crafts and food gathering 
and so forth. They will be shown at night. The 
idea was tried last year and proved very popular 
amongst Aboriginal people who attended. For 
further information, contact the 
0 Department of Adult Education, University of 

Sydney 
Phone 660 0 5 2 2  extn 2 5 8 5  (Miss Whiting) 
OR 660 0 5 2 2  extn 3163 (Mrs Fennell). 

,The AUSTRALIAN COUNCIL FOR THE 
ARTS wants to help all Aborigines and Torres 
Strait Islanders to keep their own songs, dancing, 
stories, music, painting, and carving. They are 
anxious that these do not become lost but are 
handed down to the younger generation as fully as 
possible. They would like Aborigines and Islanders 
to write to them and tell them how this can be 
done. Your ideas will be looked at by a special 
Committee of both people of Aboriginal descent and 
others who have experience in the arts as well as 
in Aboriginal life. 

The COUNCIL is also anxious to help Aborigines 
and Torres Strait Islanders who are interested in 
developing these arts and in learning new ones, like 
pottery making, printing, weaving and so on. 

They have some money to help these projects or 
plans and ideas which the Committee thinks are 
best. So please send in your ideas to: 
0 The Research Officer (Aboriginal Arts) 

Australian Council for the Arts, 
P.O. Box 302, 
North Sydney, N.S.W., 2060. 

b Mental health, the art of being happy and at 
peace with ourselves, involves four things according 
to the psychologists: 
0 Daily use of your intelligence. 

0 Daily satisfaction from living. 
0 Frequent contact with people of all sorts. 

Staying efficient and stable in times of stress and 
trouble. 

“When I talk about hope and basic trust, I am 
not referring to good manners or to the niceties of 
personality, but to the minimum conditions for 
human survival.” -Erik Erikson. 

I’m a bit embarrassed . . . about this question, 
because it may sound paternalistic and crummy- 
smart and I don’t want to be either. But: 

IS NEW DAWN TOO HARD? 
Some people have said (again, not Aborigines) 

that NEW DAWN is too hard. That too many 
long words are used in it and too many tough 
ideas. They say it is tougher to read than the 
nationally read girly magazines and slop news- 
papers. To which I answer: 

I don’t want NEW DAWN to be a slop 
magazine. 

Some things cannot be simplified beyond a 
certain point. 

Those people who don’t read, don’t read anything, 
so why make those who do read, swallow kid stuff? 

People who can’t read are just as shrewd as 
those who can. They can get friends to read 
NEW DAWN to them and still enjoy adult reading. 
Surely, as mature people, non-readers can no more 
stand the “Me Tarzan, you Jane” stuff than can 
sensible people who are able to read. 

I2 NEW DAWN, February, 1971 



o If you read long words in a sentence, you can 
usually work out what they mean from what was 
said before. Intelligent people can learn new 
words that way, provided they don’t get “scared” 
and block off their minds. 

Can you please 
judge for me, whether NEW DAWN is too hard 
for the people whom you know around you? 
Would you let me know about it? 

WHAT DO YOU THINK? 

, Any Aboriginal girl who can type and is 
interested in doing retailing work as well, is asked 
to contact Mr D. Scott, Manager, The Aboriginal 
Shop, International Air Terminal, Mascot. 

Their own worst enemy-Close to where I 
live, there is a woman who is so lonely that her 
face has taken on a special sort of sickness. I know 
for certain, just by looking at her, that her suffering, 
every day, is something horrible. She is a rich 
woman, but won’t help anybody. She won’t even 
feed a dog. She is supposed to love animals, but 
when I had a blind stray dog that badly needed a 
good home, she refused. Yet since then, she has 
asked me to give her my beautifid Andrew dog 
(who was also just a filthy stray not so long ago). I 
told her that if you want to get love, you have to 
give it. As Isabel Redly (see p. I )  said: “I 
can’t understand why people are so lonely. There 
are so many that need you. Yet so many people 
spend all their time making life horrible for others.” 
Who makes you suffer worst, but yourself? 

that “white people say Aboriginal people are dirty” 
that they drive their family mad by constantly 
cleaning up the place, unnecessarily. They act out 
the ideas in their head! It’s one thing to feel the 
need to keep clean, for out of this comes self-respect 
and besides, you feel better. But it’s another thing 
to take it to extremes. How about the idea that 
YOU ARE WHAT YOU THINK YOU ARE? 
What if you get called a “dirty Abo”? Are you 
one? If you let people tell you you are, then 
you’ll act out the idea in your head! On the other 
hand, if you have the idea that you are the proud 
descendant of a unique race-the Australian 
Aboriginal-and also that you as a person, as a 
human being, are important and valuable and 
worthy of respect and love, then you will act out 
this idea, too. You must 
have this knowledge right down deep and feel it to 
be so. Because of course if YOU yourself don’t 
believe that you are valuable and worthwhile as a 
person, how on earth are you going to get anyone 
else to believe i t? 

It’s no good as a front. 

,“Revolution.” “Revolution.” There seems to 
be a lot of it about lately. Young Aboriginals, to 
hear them talk, are full of it. You know, the 
reason why I never joined any revolutionary groups 
as a student was not because I admired the “system” 
so much, as because I could never see how whatever 
replaced it could be any better or even very much 
different. None of the “ism’) seem to be any 
fairer, more equalizing or more loving than the 
last one. Even if they start off better, they don’t 
seem to stay that wav for long.. Is  it because the 

,Aborigines have told me of Aboriginal women 
who have so tormented themselves with the idea 

people stay ;he same, ’no matt& what clothes they 
put on? Is there another way? 

The Three Sisters of Moree have sent along some photos of October’s I‘ABBA YABBA held in the Memorial Hall. 
being dumb in asking this, but where are the men? 

Maybe I’m just 

Photos by courtesy of the Moree Champion. 
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L E TT E R S It‘s a bird, it’s a plane, it’s superman ! . . , I mean my Dubbo Half-caste! 

Dear Editor, 
A short note to let you know that we are 

still enjoying NEW DAWN. Reading through The 
Urban Aboriginal by Ken Brindle in the August 
edition, I came across the section about “Aborigines 
drift to the city”. Of course this is something that 
just had to happen with equal rights and more 
freedom €or Aborigines. Yet though some of those 
who drift to the city are happy there, I am sure 
that there are many more who return to their own 
home district again. At any rate this was the 
story in my case and I feel certain that this poem I 
have written is the feelings of many others also. 
Thank you for your time and keep up the good 
work. 
HALF CASTE. 
(I know how strong homesickness can be. 
alright. 
happy no matter where you are? --Ed.) 

(The poem is on page IO.) 

I know 
But I wonder is there a way of being 

Mrs Pam Bell (who was Miss P. Gain of Moree) 
writes: Would anyone knowing the whereabouts of 
my husband’s auntie, Mrs Alice Bell formerly of 
Windsor, via Sydney, or daughter Shirley, married 
to Jim Allridge last seen about four or five years 
ago get in touch with us? They are believed to be 
in the Bega or Nowra area. The Yass relatives 

would like to get in touch. (Write to Mrs P. Bell, 
3 O’Brien Street, North Yass, 2582.) 
(Can anyone help? I tried the Sydney Bells. 
They didn’t know. -Ed.) 

Dear Editor, 
I’m a deserted wife with five children and 

am writing to you to ask if you know of a pensioner 
lady who would like a home, a room and meals 
free, just for company. Someone who likes 
children. Would you mind printing this in the 
NEW DAWN please? Would you mind writing 
hack to me if you know of anyone? 

Mrs Zelma Moran, 
I O  Archibald Avenue, East Armidale, 2350. 

Dear Pete, 
Just writing to let you know what we L‘Kuris’’ 

in the New England district think of the NEW 
DAWN. 
Well, Pete, it was good to hear in the July issue 
that you weren’t worried about what people said 
about the NEW DAWN. So, Pete, here’s a word 
from the true “Aussies”, for whom this magazine is 
printed. We think the NEW DAWN is just swell, 
so keep up the good work old buddie, we really do 
like it up this way. 

.. 

Mrs Isobel Leonard, Roslyn Leonard, Roslyn Nicholls, and 
Mr Durham taken at the last show in Coonamble. 

Barry Morris with Isobel Leonard. 
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Pete, can I inake a suggestion on how the NEW 
DAWN can be more enjoyable? We “Kuris” 
would like to see more photos of Aborigines in the 
NEW DAWN. So what about it, all you “Kuri” 
sheilas and blokes, send some photos in? Maybe 
some of us in the New England district might know 
some of you from the coast and mid-west. 
Anyway Pete, on behalf of the “Kuris” from up 
here, congratulations on such a fine piece of work 
We love you mate. 

Chuckie Edwards, 
Dawkin Street, Bundarra, 2359. 

Dear Editor, 
I’m sending you some photos to put in the 

NEW DAWN. I would like them returned when 
you are finished with them, please. I haven’t 
heard from Mrs Liza Foster of La Perouse, yet. 
(I wrote about her in the November NEW DAWN.) 
If anyone sees her, would they give her my address ? 
I would love to hear from her. I love reading 
the NEW DAWN but I think more people should 
send photos in, as someone might know some of 
the people. Their names are on the back of the 
photos, 

Mrs Isobel Leonard, 
18 Ross Street, West Coonamble, 2829. 

(Ouch! My head! I’m always being hammered 
about talking too much and not having enough 
photos . . . The reason is because I’m going mad 
trying to fit all the stuff into only 16 pages. But 
I’m working on that problem. -Ed.) 

PENFRIENDS 
Cheryl Flanders 12, and Lorraine Wilson 13, both of 
Racecourse, Bowraville, 2449, want penfriends the 
same age as themselves. Both girls are interested 
in School work, dancing, singing, swimming, and 
basketball. 
Pam Gibb of I O  Palana Crescent, Engadine, 2233, 
wants an Aboriginal boy aged 15 or 16 to write to 
her. 
Robyn Tawny of 37 Waugham Street, Gilgandra, 
N.S.W., 2827, wants girl or boy penfriends between 
the ages of 18-20 years. She would appreciate a 
photo of anybody who writes to her. 

Here’s a letter from Port Moresby Technical College, 
P.O. Box 2046, Konedobu, Port Moresby, T.P.N.G. 
The following students want penfriends : 

John Oa Aiio, age 16. Hobbies: reading, 
swimming, stamps, sailing, Rugby League, athletics. 
e John Aisa Aodae, age 18. Hobbies: reading, 

Rugby League, cinema, collecting photos and 
stamps. 

Robyn Tawney. 

e Joseph Mopio, age i8. Hobbies: sailing, 

e Kabasi Poate, age 18. Hobbies: reading, 

e Victor Mage, age 17. Hobbies: reading, 

reading, stamps. 

sailing, swimming, music. 

cinema, Rugby League, swimming, pop music. 

(All live at the above address.) 

Mrs M. E. Irving of South Guyra has sent in it 

photo of her granddaughter who was in the Girl 
Guides for 3+ years and has just finished a course 
at the University of Sydney’s J.O.B.S. project. 
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BOORIS’ 
CORNER 

Hi Kids ! 

There’s one thing I’m willing to bet on! That 
is that most of you have a pet of some sort. The 
most common pets, of course, are dogs, cats, and 
cage-birds. You get a lot of fun from watching 
them and playing with them. But have you ever 
asked yourself whether thy are happy? How can 
you be sure that they are? 

Cats and Dogs: Never pick up puppies and kittens 
by holding them up under their front legs. They 
can have terrible pain and injury if you do this. 
The correct way to hold a puppy is to place one 
hand under its chest and stomach and the other 
hand is used to support its feet. 
When they are young, puppies and kittens need at 
least three meals a day. Later on one meal a day 
is enough. They need plenty of fresh water every 
day. Cats usually love milk too. Cats are pretty 
free to come and go as they like, but think of the 
poor old dogs that are chained up! If they HAVE 
to be chained, then remember: 
0 His kennel should be draught-proof, water-proof 

and large enough. 
0 It is cruel to keep dogs tied up all the time. 

Just think how YOU would feel! Dogs need 
plenty of exercise every day. 

Hollow logs will not do ! 
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Cage-birds: Try to give your birds the largest 
cage you can afford. If a bird is not able to jump 
from perch to perch, stretch, flutter its wings and 
fly a little bit, how bored and unhappy it must get! 
The cage should have several perches of different 
shapes to help him to exercise his feet. Parrots 
need hard tree bark to help them to trim their 
beak and claws. They love this! 

’ The bird 

REMEMBER: Don’t leave cages out in cold, 
wet, or windy weather . . . Don’t leave your bird 
in the sun without shade . . . or where the cats 
can get him . . . If you need to cut his wings, cut 
only a half an inch off both wings and only from 
the two long, outer feathers 
Finally, try to have a mate for your bird. He does 
get so lonely cut off from his own kind. 

See how nicely you can colour in these animal 
drawings. 

CRUEL 
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