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This in International Year for Action to Combat Racism and Racial Discrimination. That means that 
we’ve all got to stop saying things like “dago”, boong”, “gubbay’, “john chow”, “kanaka”, “nigger”, “dugai’’, 
“bloody-abo”, “waidjin”, and all such things bright and beautiful. That’s pretty easy. And of course, 
these words can be used in fun and friendship. But curing the sickness and the fear that underlies 
the more vicious uses of these words-that’s not so easy. That is why this issue of NEW DAWN examines 
some of the aspects of racism, racial discrimination and why man does not love his neighbour. 
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From person to perso- THOUGHTS ON 
RACISM AND DISCRIMINATION 

0 “The colour bar! I t  shows the meaner mind of 
moron kind.” -Kath Walker. 
0 ‘‘I’ve copped discrimination-every Aboriginal 
person has copped it. Something that gets me 
with white people, when we complain about 
discrimination . . .. The white person who is 
supposed to be in with us and helping the cause of 
Aborigines will oftm say-and I feel like knocking 
their teeth in when they say it--‘Oh, leave it, he’s 
only one person, leave it.’ But it’s not a matter 
Of it.” --Michael Anderson (Walgett). 

“There’s a lot of inconsistency with this 
discrimination. Some Aborigines might go into 
a pub and cause a bit of a blue. But nine times 
out of ten, so does the white man. Yet only the 
Aboriginal gets barred.” 

-Bob Morgan (Walgett). 

0 “I’ve been toId to go back to Mica, or the 
Northern Territory. I don’t come from the 
Northern Territory-why should I go back there? 
This hurts me, not because I’m black, but because 
people are so ignorant. They don’t know anything 
about the Aboriginal culture, or the present 
situation. Many people don’t even know that 
we exist, here; now-not out in the Nullabor 
Plains somewhere.” 

-%ye Mundine (Grafton). 

0 “The whites who do know a bit about us say 
‘right, we’ve got an Aboriginal problem. Let the 
government solve it. Good old government, they’ll 
do it. They don’t realize that the problem has to 
be solved by themselves, too. It’s something 
everybody has to play their little part in.” 

-&ye Mundine. 

left to right: Mkhael Anderson, Kaye Mundinc, and Bob Morgan. 
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“White people don’t have to say a word to you. 
The look is enough. You can feel it. It’s there. 
If you’re black, you know this. The look says ‘if 
you’re black, you’re dirt.’ This is the attitude.” 

-Chikka Dixon. 

0 “The Noongars have their vices alright. They 
take their sex like they take their grog-wherever 
and whenever it comes along. They brawl and 
bash each other up, gamble the shirts off their 
backs and make fools of anyone who tries to help 
them, but they have a warmth and a loyalty to 
each other and a sort of philosophy of life the 
whites will never know or understand.” 

-Aboriginal writer Colin Johnson 
speaking about some of his Aboriginal friends in 
Western Australia, in his book Wildcat Falling. 

o “This discrimination thing cuts both ways. 
Aborigines never really become your friends. 
They might be, on the surface. But you just 
displease them in some way, or refbe to do 
something for them. You’ll find that the anti-white 
bit is never very far from the surface. Straightaway 
they yell ‘Discrimination!’ It’s a great tool and 
they use it. To hell with me as a person. They 
don’t give a damn what I think . . . that I might 
have feelings too. If I protest they say ‘You whites 
this and you whites that.’ I suppose they want us 
to get a dose of it now. I can’t see this changing 
in my lifetime.” 

-a white field worker. 

0 “What man has to achieve is a life style that 
opens the way for a positive approach to the 
growth of the self of each and every person.” 

-Lex Grey. 

0 “Listen, Murray. You put your head up. 
You’re as good as the next man. You put your 
head up and look at me. And don’t you ever put 
it down again.” 

-Chikka Dixon. 

“I don’t love you. 
don’t even love myself?” 

How the hell can I, when I 

-Cora Walther. 

“What does it mean to love? Is it an ideal, 
something far away, unattainable? Or can love 
be felt by each one of us at odd moments of the 
day? To have the quality of sympathy, of 
understanding, to help someone naturally, without 

any motive, to be spontaneously kind, to care for 
a plant or a dog, to be sympathetic to a neighbour, 
generous to a friend-is this not what we mean by 
love? Is not love a state in which there is no 
sense of resentment, but everlasting forgiveness ? 
And should it not be constantly tended?” 

-Krishnamurti. 

“Discrimination is not a bad thing! Indeed, we 
need more of it. We want people who can and do 
discriminate. Because we do not discriminate 
enough and well enough we get unfair discrimina- 
tion. As people learn to discriminate positively 
they will seek to preserve what the individual and 
society regards as valuable to them and discard or 
modify that which is not of value. That will mean 
continually re-examining all things, both in the 
Aboriginal and white way of lie.” 

-Anonymous. 

 you will not face your life. And that is all 
that matters-your life, yourself, your pettiness, 
your shallowness, your brutality, your violence; 
your greed, your ambition, your daily agony and 
endless sorrow-that is what you have to understand 
and nobody on earth or in heaven is going to save 
you from it but yourself.” 

-Krishnamurti. 
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DISCRIMINATION - 
What’s it like to be on the 

rec,eiving end 7 
e 

A part-Aboriginal woman I heard about was drinking tea a m  having addrased a women’s club. She was asked ly a 
dear old la&: “You’re not afillblood areyou?” “Jvo,” the Aborig’d relied “My f a h r  was white-a German.” 

“Oh, that etCpaim wbyou’re so intelbigentl” said the OM dear. 
dumbslruck. Andyou can bet that ths old la& had not th vaguRFt idea that she’d said anything out ofiblace! 

Ihc Aboriginal woman could only stare at her, 

When I was gathering the material for this 
story, some interesting things happened. Ones 
that I didn’t expect. First, I asked some of the 
staff down at the Foundation about discrimination. 
They told me about sending two Aboriginal 
women for jobs at a guesthouse. The fairer one 
got the job, the darker one didn’t. (To her 
credit, the first one then refbed to start work, out 
of sympathy for her fiiend). The dark lady tried 
to be brave about it, but was very deeply hurt. 
As she said “We are only trying to fit into 
society . . ..” ’ When ?hey finally did get her a job, 
the boss was delighted with her work. She had 
toprove herself, you see. She did too. 

Next, the Foundation staff told me that it is 
pretty easy to find jobs for Aborigines and stressed 
that the staff at Newtown District Employment 
Office were of tremendous help to them and most 
co-operative. Housing is more difficult. They 
know of one big estate agency where Aboriginal 
clients are refused. They would not deal with one 
f h l y  even though they had a deposit and finance 
to buy a house. I t  is also difficult to rent a house 
because, they said, many houses are owned by 
New Australians who won’t take Aborigines. 
Aborigines, on the other hand, don’t like 
having queer, foreign “dagoes” or “wogs” as 
landlords. 



The Foundation staff stressed that it is very bad 
for a young Aboriginal couple, fresh frcm the 
countiy, to be rehsed accommodation, because 
they then go into their shell. The attempt of 
some city hotels to bar Aborigines is ancther thing 
that needs more publicity, they said. 

Soon after that, I spoke to a well-known Aborigine 
who said that what was needed was more black 
power. Not, he added, the soft stuff, but violence 
and demonstrations that would get a worldwide 
press. That would make whites pay attention at 
last, to the plight of the Aborigines. Not only 
that, but Aborigines would benefit from a very 
important side effect of a black power movement. 
This was that as has been shown in the U.S.A. 
amongst Negroes, underneath all the shouting, 
show and violence, black power had meant a 
tremendous gain in pride for the black 
“man-on-the-street.” 

Next, I asked private people. Aborigines who 
are not well-known and who don’t work in 
Aboriginal affairs. Their experience of racism 
seemed to depend on where they had spent most 
of their lives-in the city or in southeastern part 
of the state, or in the northwest (although this 
wasn’t always so). One woman, who came &om 
northwest said she had always kept herself 
respectable and had saved hard for a dress she 
wanted to buy. But the shopkeeper refksed to 
sell it to her and shooed her out of the shop. She 
also told me that her schooling had been a torment. 
Other children had refbed to let her play with 
them and had called her names all the time. Yet, 
she said, rather regretfidly it seemed to me, “I 
can’t say much about white people. My best 
friends are white. I get on better with them than 
with my own people.” 

That night, I saw the ‘This Day Tonight 
programme on the ABC which dealt with the 
Glen Innes trouble. They were interviewing 
Mr and Mrs Chapman, an Aboriginal couple 
who were one of the families concerned in the fuss 
about Aborigines trying to buy homes in Mosman 
St, Glen Innes. White people in the street had 
objected to having Aborigines in their street, it 
seems. With what dignity the Chapmans came 
across in the interview! And Mrs Chapman had 
her own answer to racism of this sort. When 
asked about it, she looked straight into the camera 
and laughed-right into the viewers’ faces. 

The next stage of my enquiries brought some 
interesting twists. Cases of discrimination are 
often reported-discrimination by landlords, hotels, 
employers and so on. But quite a number of 
private Aborigines told me that discrimination 
wasn’t their experience. Quite a number said 

something like “I can’t say I’ve had much of it” 
although these were usually city Aborigines. One 
woman, from Yass and later Sydney, remembers a 
headmaster who made a special point of telling 
children at the school where she went to be nice 
to her. After that, she said that the kids used to 
fight over whose turn it was to have lunch with her. 

Another woman said that sbe had found no 
discrimination when she had lived up a.t Nambucca 
Heads. The daughter of one of the biggest 
plantation owners in Nambucca had been one of 
the friendliest people there. “I used to go to their 
place and to the pictures with them”, she said. 
“Then I’d be in bad with my Aboriginal friends. 
They said I was getting flash. But it is important 
to mix and not be backward, not always keep to 
yourselves. There was no colour bar that I could 
see. We could go into the golf-house, or play 
golf. Nobody ever said anything to my husband 
or to myself.” 

This woman does object to the way people tend 
to pre-judge her and other Aborigines. She says 
“If I go to a pub at night, I’m classed as a ‘pick-up’ 
automatically. I know this. Whites ask me why 
I care what people think, but I hue  to care. It’s a 
matter of self-respect. I have to care about what 
people think and what they say about me.” 

At this stage she gave me an amused look. 
“You’re surprised, aren’t you, that I’m not telling 
you a whole lot of terrible stories about 
discrimination? Well, I can’t. It’s not my 
experience. I know there’s lots of stories about 
how Aborigines have had the guts kicked out of 
them, but I’m sick of hearing about it. If we 
keep on like this, we’ll still be saying it in another 
200 years’ time. There’s only a fay Aborigines 
who make a profit out of this sort of talk. Most of 
us get no further with it. Today is what counts 
for my little family.” 

“The dark people have got to stop being 
frightened of being humiliated in front of people. 
We’ve got to be able to face them and say ‘This is 
what may have happened in the past, but it isn’t 
going to happen in the fiture.’ If you face people 
who discriminate you’ll find that they’re just all 
twisted up inside. I’ve met people who say they 
don’t like Aborigines. But they l i e  me, because I 
face up and talk to them. Most of them have 
never been spoken to fairly by an Aboriginal.” 

There was a time when the Aboriginals were one 
of the most highly disciplined free people on earth. 
Now, sometimes I can see a strength in Aborigines 
and sometimes I can’t. Please let it be there and 
let it grow, for Kuri, you’re going to need all the 
strength and wholeness you can get. 



“BECAUSE I’M BLACK’’ 
nought is crooked became it can invent ay&ing and see things that are not there. It can p ~ m  the most extraordinay 

tricks, and thflore it cannot be depended upon.” 
-K&h?Ul?nUYti. 

“Because I’m black.” In what a lot of different 
ways do Aboriginal people use this idea! I t  is 
the expression of very real suffering. Children are 
teased in school because of their colour and become 
choked and humiliated by it. The scars of some 

lifetime. That 

a1 young city Aboriginals 
see “black” as to identify with-an idea 
they have inherited from Negroes in the U.S.A. 
“Black” has become their rallying cry. Other 
Aborigines still regard it as something to be denied. 
How often do we hear of people, particularly in 
country areas, who don’t want to admit that they 

e who have tiny, crippled 
hearts and minds, enjoy taunting coloured people 

se you’re black.” They 
ever they can, because, deep 
t they themselves are pretty 

poor things, crummy human beings. So, they feel 
better after kicking down others. Aborigines too, 
can be seen doing it. Recently, I heard two 
Aboriginal girls fighting. One yelled to the other: 
“Anyway, your father is blacker than my father!” 
The reply flattened her, and I won’t repeat it here. 
But the incident does show how people’s minds 
work, And it is a human thing, not just a white 
thing. (In passing, it’s incidents like the one 
above, isn’t it, which show vividly how incredibly 
stupid, how idiotic, the whole colour thing can 
be . . ..) 

I know that there is a lot of discrimination on 
the grounds of colour, both in city and country 
areas. “Because they’re black” is a ?use of much 
unfkess ,  with its consequent emoQonal damage. 
I t  is a justifiable reason for much failure. It is also 
useful as an unjustifiable blanket exme for failurea 
bogey man upon which everything can be blamed. 

‘%e ains why Aborigines 
can’t employers do their 
best to help them. It explains why they reject 
opportunities. It explains why “I can’t attend 
football practice regularly” “can’t stop drinking” 
“can% settle down” “can’t, oh, a thousand things’’ 
-the blanket excuse somehow covers them all. 

I t  forms a fine excuse to help dodge responsibility. 
Recently I heard of a case of an Aboriginal girl 
who had been helped and encouraged tremendously 
by her high school teacher. On the day she was 
due to sit for her School Certificate, she didn’t go 
to school. She didn’t have the guts to sit for her 
exams. Yet she soon had all the Aborigines in her 
area believing that she’d failed because of 
discrimination-“because I’m black !” 

“Because I’m black” can express great pain and 
bew3derment. It can express shame, resentment 
and sullen aggression. It can mask an 
unbelievahle degree of craftiness and selfishness. 
The twisting of the idea, both by whites and 
blacks, to serve all sorts of purposes, does show 
clearly one important thing. That is the 
tremendous subtlety and cunning of the human 
mind. 
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An exhibition of bark paintings by tribal elder 
Yirawala of Croker Island Mission was shown at 
S y d y  University early in March. The 
exhibiQon was presented by Mrs Sandra Holmes 
and sponsored by the Australian Council for the 
Arts. None of the paintings were for sale but will 
be kept for the use of the tribe. 

NEW DAWN, junr, 1971 7 



In his opening address Professor Elkin said: 
"Yirawala is a great artist and a true Aboriginal 
man of high degree. Each painting is a sacred act 
by the artist which passes on the knowledge of the 
Dreaming. Every single dot, l i e  and colour on 
these bark paintings has meaning. None of it is 
haphazard or accidental. The paintings show the 
bond of an Aboriginal man's mind and spirit with 
his country-a bond which nothing can replace." 

Yirawala is deeply angered by the plundering 
of sacred caves by tourists, art dealers, and mining 
company employees. In one case a fossilized 
footprint of a spirit awestress was cut out of the 
rock and taken as a souvenir. In another, the 
bones of ancestors, carefully wrapped in bark, were 
taken and sold overseas. Yirawala now wants his 
tribe to leave the mission and return to their own 
lands in the Liverpool River area. He feels that 
with the tribe watching over them, the sacred 
caves and grounds can be kept intact. 

Yirawala asked that the negatives of the photos 
shown here be sent to him at Croker Island. This 
was done on March 14. 

Some of Ykawala's paintings photogaphed at Svdnev 
University in March. 
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How Can I like You If I Don’t Understand You ? 
An experiment to fight racism at its roots, through the experience of young children, was tried at a summer camp in 

Cleveland, United States, in 1969. Its organizers noted how few white Americans know very much about the history of 
black people. Their brutal enslavement, their later exploitation and their achievements and contributions to American 
life are not taught properly in schools. 

So, the experimenters decided to see what effect a knowledge of black history would have on the behaviour of black 
and white children in a mixed group. They reasoned that at age 6-7, these children were young enough still to be open 
to new ideas, even if they had racist prejudices. 

Twenty-six girls, sixteen white and ten black, were divided into two groups of thirteen each. None of them knew 
they were being studied. With few exceptions, the black 
children stayed together. So did the white girls. There was no trouble between blacks and whites, but no friendliness either. 

Then black history was taught to one only, of the two groups. At once, a change developed in that group. As they 
were taught about the hardships suffered by the blacks, natural empathy began to grow in the white girls. They reacted 
violently to the stories of suffering-the hot sun, the dirty, cramped living conditions, the separation of fathers from mothers 
and children and so on. Typical!y they would ask: “You mean children were taken away from their mothers?” 

In the first week both groups showed a distinct colour line. 

“TRIBAL MEMORIES 
DO NOT FADE SO EASILY” 

“Now and again we hear objections that 
there is no point in dredging up bygone 
horror stories like the Myall Creek massacre 
of 1838, the poisoned flour that killed off 
entire groups, including children, on the 
Clarence or Darling Downs, the common 
practice of hunting lubras like kangaroos or 
shooting males like wild duck on the wing, or 
of the sickening mass murders in Arnhem 
Land, the Kimberleys and Central Australia 
in this century. In Professor Rowley’s view 
this is not so. Most Australians, he points 
out, are unaware of the bloodshed and VioJent 
discrimination that have given us so racist 
an image overseas. The schoolbooks, he 
notes, evade the subject altogether. Yet it 
remains impossible to understand the real 
nature of the Aboriginal problem until we 
recognize the brutalizing forces that brought 
it into being.” 
-from a book review, Sydney Morning Herald, 27 Feb. ‘71. 

Soon black and white children began to reach out to each other and make friends. They began to play together as 
Yet the other group not being taught black history, tended to stay apart, 

Attitudes improved as soon 

Though things arc better now than they used to be, the majority of white Australians are still very ignorant about 
Or be tried by those bodies 

children will, without shyness or barriers. 
unfriendly. 
as understanding did. 

Aboriginal history and present conditions. 
interested in fighting racism and prejudice in this country? 

(For further details see: 

The teaching of black history, then, seems to have made an important difference. 

Could the Cleveland idea be tested in our schools? 

CHILDREN An Interdisciplinary Journal for the Professions serving Children. 
Vol. 17 No. 5 Sept.-Oct. 1970. 

-United States Department of Health, Education, and Welfare.) 
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WHAT WERE THE FLOODS LIKE? 
( A  letter from an Aboriginal man at JVarrabri, to relatiom in Sydney. -dated I 1/2/’71.) 

Dearest. . ., 
it has 
break 

Just a few lines letting you know that we axe alright again, except for the rain and floods. By-gee 
made a mess up this way-water everywhere. They say it rmght 
the levee banks. I came out of hospital the Friday before the flood and on the Sunday the Civil 

Defence came around and told us to get out before the floods came. They took us up to the Narrabri 
school. We were getting ready to go to Sydney to see you, but then the station master told me that the 
train was only going as far as Werris Creek, so we stayed because the lines were washed away. We don’t 
know when we will see you now, because I start back at work tomorrow. 

We think Walgett will cop the lot. 

By gee, a lot of people died in the flood at Narrabri and Wee Waa. We haven’t seen the sun for 
a full day €or about three weeks-it’s been terrible. We cannot go to Collarenebri yet because all railway 
lines are cut from Narrabri west to Walgett and Pokataroo. 

May God bless you and good luck from us all. 

: 
I during FebizapMawh. 

People photographed at the Foundation 

I 

IO 



The Australian Aborigines 
PartXII Professor A. P. Elkin. 

(continued fnmr last issue) 

Aboriginal Philosophy, Rites, and Beliefs 
For an Aboriginal, the world is explained by the 

existence of spirits. These are from time to time 
incarnated or born into human forms or in the 
forms of animals or birds or trees and so on. They 
can and do appear in dreams and visions. 

Long ago, in the Dream Time, the spirits were 
brought into existence by a creative hero and were 
left in spirit Eomes. These spirit homes are 
usually sacred sites. After death, the spirit which 
left the spirit home to be born into a human 
body, returns to the spirit home or in some cases 
they go to the sky. 

Just as there are spirit places for human beings, 
so there are for birds and animals. A hero may 
have performed ceremonies for the increase of the 
kangaroo at one place and left a great stone, not 
only to mark the site, but also as a storehouse of 
kangaroo life or spirits. Such a place is sacred and 
kangaroo life goes out fiom it. And that place is 
a channel for the creative and eternal Dream Time. 
That site is sacred and therefore is cared for by 
means of rituals performed there. These ceremonies 
are a way too, of co-operating with nature to make 
sure that the kangaroo will increase in the normal 
way. Similarly there are increase ceremonies 
other animals. 

As there are ceremonies for animals and so on, 
so there are for the increase of children. In this 
case, the effect is to make available for birth the 
spirits which exist near sacred children-increase 
sites. The stone (or tree) is painted, rubbed or 
struck and often a chant is sung and the spirit- 
children there go into the wombs of women. In 
some areas, human blood is used to anoint the 
stone which is the symbol of the presence of the 

great hero and the storehouse of the spirits. It 
gives l ie  to them in order that they may give life 

The past plays an important part in the l ie  of 
Aborigines. The tribal laws, customs, and 
ceremonies are those which were given to the 
tribe by the heroes or ancestors in the long past 
time-the dreaming. But the past is, in a sense, 
also the present. The culture-heroes and ancestors 
have not stopped existing, but are concerned with 
man’s doings from age to age. Initiation lets a 
person not only into the knowledge of the past, but 
makes him a sharer in its life. His “Dreaming” is 
his totem-his symbol and share of the heroic age. 

The altjira or long past age o€ the heroes is not 
the product of fantasy or imagination. The 
Aboriginal does not believe that about his own 
dreams oi today either, any more than do modem 
psycho-analysts. His dreams reveal to him events 
which have happened, are happening or which will 
happen. So too the stories of the Dream Time are 
to the Aboriginal records of history. The time to 
which they refer are like a dreaming because-just 
like dreams--the past the present and the future 
are all one-the Now. They are all parts of the 
one reality and eternal. 

The eternal Dreaming linh the ancestors, the 
myths, the rites, the sacred sites, and the initiated 
men Desecrate and neglect the sites, break the 
line of initiates, forget the myths, forget the rites 
and the l ie  which comes fiom the dreaming can 
no 10- be got. As a result, the very existence 
of man and nature is in danger. This thought fills 
the surviving elders with a feeling of htility, while 
the young Aboriginals have neither an anchor in 
the past, strength in the present, nor a sense of 
direction for the future. 

to man. 



SMOKE SIGNALS 
)Redently I read about a shop in London which 
is doing a roaring trade in fresh country air-sold 
in tins. It was so popular, said the report, that 
most of the time the shop was sold out. Now 
there’s an idea. Cities are cities, and Sydney’s air 
is as bad as any of them. So how about it, you 
country blokes? Can same of Tingha’s best and 
send it down to us poor chokers! 

)Talking about the country . . .. An ad in one 
country newspaper said: “Good farm mare for 
sale, I O  years, quiet in all gears.” 

)National Tribal Councillor Len Watson, who 
also starred in last month’s Smoke Signals told a 
story well worth repeating at a conference last 
February. I saved it up because it fits best in this 
issue of NEW DAWN against racism. I t  seemed 
to me an excellent way to handle a problem that 
must face most Aboriginal parents at some time or 
another. One day Len’s daughter Linda, who had 
been going to school for eight months came home 
very upset. She had been called a “black gin” 
by some of the children at school. Straightaway, 
Len’s wife started reassuring the little girl, as 
mothers will, that she was as good as anybody 
else. Len stopped this and said “Let me handle 
this.” Then he sat Linda up by the window of 
their Housing Commission house and asked her, 
pointing out the other houses, “Who lives there? 
And there? And there?” “Oh,” said Linda, 
“Aborigines there, whites there, whites there, 
Aborigipes there.” Said Len: “See, they’re 
Aborigines, so are they. Like us. We are called 
black. We are black. They are white. They are 
white. They are black.” (Pointing.) “You are 
a black gin. Gin means woman. That’s what 
you are. So what is there to cry about? There’s 
only a fav of us-the Australian Aborigines. We 
aren’t white people. So, be what you are and tell 
them what you are.” 

Who went to school next day very much better 
able to handle the teasing of silly little girls? 

)The January issue of ORIGIN ran an article 
about a Victorian part-Aboriginal-Ghingobin 
(Mrs Caleb Morgan). I t  gave an horrifying 
insight into what it can mean to be a coloured 
person in a white community. Ghingobin was 
asked what she felt was the worst part of the racial 
barrier between her and whites. At first she didn’t 
want to answer, but finally it came out: 

“White people have such cruel eyes.” said 
Ghingobin. She added that there were no 
exceptions. 

While I was preparing this issue on racism, I 

banks. Passing through, I heard a man say, very 
loudly, “Who cares about the bloody boongs?” I 
was about to go up and ask him “Sir, are you a 
racist?” when he turned into an office and 
disappeared. So I started wondering whether I 
knew any “bloody boongs.” I discovered that I 
don’t, because I know Aborigines as people. That 
means that I know Aborigines who are terribly 
mixed up in their thinking about themselves. 
Who are in a kind of mental agony because they 
don’t respect themselves. Who drop their eyes 
without reason. Who act “as the whites expect us 
to act.” 

I also know Aborigines who are proud-proud in 
the true sense, without needing to be offensive. 
Who are able to value themselves for what they 
and live up to a view of themselves as quality. 

I know Aborigines who are afi-aid. Who are 
scheming smart alecks. Who are bludgers. Who 
lie. Who cheat. Who bully their families. Who 
are utterly selfish. Who make the Aboriginal 
question a thing of profit for themselves alone. 

And I know Aborigines with courage, with guts. 
With honesty and humour and a sense of balance. 
People who really, passionately care about their 
people. Who can poke a hole right through any 
hum-bug anyone likes to come along with. Who 
do a thousand little things you never hear about, 
to help a neighbour or a friend. 

Come to think of it, I know whites just like the 
above examples, too. So maybe it’s just people 
we’re talking about all the time? 

I? ad occasion to walk through one of Sydney’s big 

FHoboy! I’ve made it! The other day an 
Aboriginal called me “that bastard” instead of 
“that white bastard.’’ 

)Once again . . . YOU ARE WHAT YOU 
THINK YOU ARE. At the coderence where I 
met Len Watson, Lex Grey (that pre-school man) 
said he had known both Maori and Aboriginal 
women whose life was a misery of housework, 
boredom and no friends. They wouldn’t speak to 
white people at all. They never go anywhere. 
Once a day, they creep up the street to a shop to 
get the bread. They speak to nobody. They have 
no friends, white or black. They are bored, lonely, 
and they hate their life. Yet, said Lex, he has 
known women like that, who, given some practical 
help in changing their ideas about themselves, are 
now ready to go to university or take responsible 
jobs and speak out for themselves with complete 
confidence. 
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)Artist Eva Sandor, who drew the cover for this 
month’s special racism issue has been pushing the 
human rights idea for years. She is a Jew and 
knows all about racism. After reading some of 
the articles in this NEW DAWN she asked me to 
tell Aborigines : 

“Cannot we hear more about the small kindnesses 
that whites and Aborigines do to each other? 
Maybe, by thinking of some of them too, people 
will realize that if there is a problem, it is a unzvcrsal 
one and not “because I am black.” If out of two 
neighbours, one is friendly and the other is a nasty, 
unco-operative fellow, yet both are whites, neither 
can blame “discrimination” when there is 
unpleasantness. Yet it happens every day. So 
don’t think you are alone in this. You are not. 
Neither are you alone when facing real friendliness. 
That too, happens every day.” 

)The Gurindji have out-hawked Bob Hawke, 
reported The Australian on March 26. Hawke, in 
Melbourne was selling cut-price goods in his 
trade-union store cheaper than the manufacturers 
wanted to see them being sold. Now the 
Gurindji are doing it too. Seven miles from the 
Wave Hill Settlement in the Northern Territory, 
at Wattie Creek, the Gurindji have opened a store. 
It sells some items for as much as 50 cents less 
than the welfare store. Not only the locals, but 
also people from the welfare settlement are now 
shopping at Wattie Creek. And, said the report, 
so far not one wholesaler or manufacturer has 
refused to supply the store with goads-rubber 
tyres or otherwise. 

People photographed at the Foundation 
during Februasy-March. 
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L ETTE RS 
Dear Editor, 

I was pleased to see your tribute in your January 
issue to Pearl Gibbs. It brought back memories 
of going to a meeting in Sydney about 1950. It 
had been called by two or three people who were 
trying to form an Aboriginal Advancement 
organization. The others arrived late because of a 
traffic holdup, so Pearl and I were the only ones 
there. So, we slipped into the next door cafe for 
a cup of tea. And then Pearl started. “It’s all 
your fault, you know” she said, ccIt’s you whites 
who are to blame.” I agreed, but suggested that 
I myself might be excepted. But Pearl made no 
exceptions. She hammered “you whites” for the 
whole half-hour til the others arrived and I just 
had to sit there and take it. 

It seemed a bit tough that I was the only white 
in Sydney who had come along to do something 
about it and here I was getting the blame. But I 
knew Pearl’s stirring record of fighting for her 
people day in and day out, year after year, and 
although I took a lot of abuse that night it remains 
a happy memory. I’ve never lost my respect for 
Pearl and her tireless struggle for the dignity of her 
people. 

With best wishes for your paper, 
Len Fox (Potts Point). 

(I know. I’ve sat there and taken it, too. I’ve 
also sat there and NOT taken it. When that 
happens, Pearl starts with her “You whites” line. 
Which makes me wonder how long before those of 
us who push the human rights idea will feel some 
of it flowing the other way. Apart from that, 
Pearl as someone to have fun with . . . AI. And 
Pearl as someone to respect, also AI. -Ed.) 

Dear Editor, 
I see that you have been educated by Pearl Gibbs. 

We were all educated by Pearl at one time or 
another. She is a truly remarkable character- 
and watch out, you never reason to make her 
angry . . .. She gave me the edge of her tongue 
once and I’ll not forget it. She is most effective 
when she sends you to Coventry. On one occasion 
I had come to Dubbo and gone straight to the 
Dubbo swimming pool to cool off. Pearl was 
muffed because we had not seen her first. She 
served us tea and biscuits, when we arrived, in a 
frosty silence. Just before she served dinner that 
night she let us both have it! After that we could 
sit down as friends. 

When I was active in Sydney years ago, Pearl 
was one of the kmries who kept a watchful eye to 
make sure that I did not get away with any white 
man’s humbug. At the slightest sign of it, or of 
pushing a l i e  that was not the way the koories 
saw it, I was jumjed on. Then it was explained to 
me, and I was expected to write my letters and 
make my protests exactly as they wanted. 

Best wishes, 
Jack Horner. 

Dear Editor, 

Aboriginal people of New South Wales. 
Here is a letter to my countrymen, the 

My Dear Friends, 
We, the Aboriginal people of N.S.W., or better 
still Australia, need urgently to dispense with all 
petty jealousies, cut out all ill-feelings towards one 
another and unite into one strong body of people 
willing to stick together through thick and thin 
alike. Discipline our children well. Teach them 
not to be cheeky, to have self-respect, respect for 
others respect for other people’s property. Teach 
them to be kind to the aged, the sick, the infirm. 
Forbid them from viewing murder, robbery, serials 
on television, forbid the reading of comics about 
violence. Give them a strict teaching on the evils 
of alcohol, crime, drugs and all that goes with it. 
I do believe this teaching must start in the 
kindergarten. In my opinion this teaching will 
overcome many problems. Also it is necessary to 
do away with this crude slang manner of speaking 
which is so prevalent among us today. Changing 
world events and international standards require 
this. 

Cheerio to all 
Edward J. Green, (Lightning Ridge). 

(You know, the name Lightning Ridge always 
reminds me of a story I heard about the place, 
years ago. War had just been declared, runs this 
yarn, and the local policeman at Lightning Ridge 
wanted to do his bit for Australia. So he wrote to 
the Commissioner of Police for permission to leave 
Lightning Ridge and join the army. It was refhsed. 
So, he wrote again. Still no. Bit later had 
another go. No. A month passed and then the 
policeman turned up at the Commissioner’s office 
with a big bag full of money. He plonked it on 
the desk and said “I’ve sold the police station at 
Lightning Ridge and joined the army. Here’s the 
money I got for it and I’m sailing at dawn.” Don’t 
as me how the story ended up. -Ed.) 
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CHILDREN'S C O R N E R  
Hello for this month boys and girls! 

get some cardboard. 
Here's a game that you can play with your friends very easily. It will give you lots of fun. First, 

Cut it into a circle about 18" across the centre. 

Then draw smaller circles on it so that it looks like this: 

Next put the board on the ground. Mark a line 
say, 4 feet away from it. Now, using 2c coins or 
buttons as tokens, aim them onto the board. 
Tokens landing on the outside part win I point. 
On the line wins 2 and so on, as shown here. See 
if you can beat your friends ! 

Bye kids, see you next time, 

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




	Home
	Back to List
	Search
	Print
	Exit

