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NEW DA Wfi  ranges all over the State this month as it reports news about people from as far apart as Barellan, 
Cowra, Woodenbong, Sydney, Leeton, Tabulam, and Casino. The range of activities of these various 
pcople does reflect the increasingly prominent role that Aborigines are taking in Australia’s national life in 
thr last few years. 1,et us hope that it is but the tip of the iceberg for the Aboriginal people. 
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FROST AND BACK COVERS: of this month’s issue were done by Moree Aboriginal artist Ellen Drapcr who featured in 
thc October. 1970, issue of h%’W DAWS. About the liont cover she wrote: ‘‘I must tell you that it is not what I usually 
do as I do only motifwork in the old Aboriginal style. I cannot see a future for our people unless they have an understanding 
of our country, our own problcms and the problems of thc countrics that surround us. Therefore I have put strong emphasis 
on education as something for the Ihture. Without it I don’t think you have much chance to help yoursclf or anyonc else, 
rithrr. 

The EMU is a totrm of a tribe in 

‘Through Education our Doorway, Our Futurc.‘ 1 really think is most important”. 

The back covcr shows two designs of the typc that Ellen Draper does usually do. 
thr early Srw England district and the RUS1)OOS is an Aboriginal word for the kangaroo totem. 

EDITOR: Mrs C. Gillm-t, Dept of Child Welfare and Social Welfare, Box 18, G.P.O., Sydney, N.S.W. 2001 



GOOLAGONGS AND MORE GOOLAGONGS! 
On Monday, 23rd August, the Lord Mayor of 

Sydney, Ald. L. Emmet McDermott, held a civic 
reception at Sydney’s Town Hall in honour of 
Evonne Goolagong, Women’s Singles Title Holder, 
Wimbledon, 1971. Earlier, the Governor and 
Lady Cutler had received Evonne at Government 
House. Then she was taken on a triumphant 
drive through the crowded streets &om Government 
House to the Town Hall. Tickertape rained down 

as people crowded onto the road to cheer and 
congratulate Evonne as she passed by. At the 
civic reception she was given a symbolic “key” to 
the city and met the guests who attended the 
reception. Here she is shown greeting some of the 
guests with Ald. McDermott. Later in the week 
she went home to her family in Barellan to “laze 
around and unwind” and eat large helpings of 
Mrs Linda Goolagong’s chocolate cake. 



How l$e Wntes on faces. 
and M r  Paddy JVaden of Condobolin. 
She has 45 grandchildren and 5 great-grandchildren. 
is 71 ,  is Evonne's great-unele. 
matches and claims that despite his age, he is still well able to handle young 
fellows who get ckeky. 

Pictured with Kevin Gilbert are Mrs  Ti& Coe 

P a d 4  Naden, who 
He still participates in hockey and,football 

Til& is Evonne's great-aunt. 

Here Til@ and P a d 4  are also shown -.. - 
with some members o j  the famiily at 
home. 
with pride about Evonne. 

The whole famiily is bursting 
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Photographed at Condobolin: E .  to r. David, 
D a f h e ,  Tony and Lois Goolagong with little Carol. 
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And more Goolagongs! 
are shown with Evonne’s grandmother, Mrs Dolly 
Goolagong of  Condobolin. 

Another family of them 

Asked about the size 
of he; farnib, Mrs Goolagong said “It  would take 
too long to count them U#, but there’s enough of 
them to jind at least one more big-time sports j u r e  

1 __ ---y amoiig them later on”. 

Robert James Phillips has written into NEW 
DAWN to express his admiration of Evonne. He 
wrote: “The Aboriginal people are very proud of 
Evonne. She is the pride and joy of our race as are 
Darby McCarthy, Lionel Rose, and Tony Mundine. 

But for our little Evonne we have a special feeling. 
Her heart i o  like a cabbage-the leaves she gives 10 
others, but her heart she gives to her game. Good 
on Evonne! 

* 
Here is the poem about Evonne GoolaEong, written by R. Sherry of South Kempsey. 
Letters page.) 
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There’ve been many stories written of champs we’ve had before, 
Their names will be remembered in our history evermore. 
Now another star shines bright, who’ll be named in verse and song 

A champion of the tennis world 
Evonne Goolagong. 

When she came down from Barellan with the Edwards for to live 
And started to show the world just what she had to give, 
With her charming personality she got the people in- 
Made many friends around the world with her happy cheerful grin. 
Vic Edwards is her father, or at least her second Dad, 
Her coach and also guardian through good times as well as bad. 
She’s had her little troubles as she swiftly moved along 

The road to fame and happiness 
Evonne Goolagong. 

She battled through the tournaments and games were lost and won, 

What more is there to tell you of this champion from the bush? 
She likes to go back home at times far from the city push 
But her love in life is tennis and we know she can’t be wrong 

Evonne Goolagong! 

She became the Queen of Wimbledon in I 97 I .  

May she long remain the champion, 

NEW DAWN, November, 1971 s 



THE 
CONDOBOLIN 

MUIREE 

It has been found that the Aborigines have been 
in Australia for at least 30,000 years. As far back 
as the memory of man extends, the Muiree, a small 
permanent lagoon at Condobolin has been a 
favourite camping place of the Aborigines. One 
section of it was the ceremonial burial grounds of 
the Wiraduri tribe of the area. This place has 
always been regarded as an area where spirits dwell. 
If that is so, then today only the spirits are left there, 
for the Aborigines no longer live on the Muiree- 
the last of them have now moved into the town of 
Condobolin. But the stories of the Muiree axe as 
strongly impressed in the minds of the Aboriginal 
town dwellers as they ever were in the days of the 
tribal Aborigines. This is one of these stories. 

The Alex Story of the Muiree 
Alex was a white man. In the 1920s he lived 

in a weatherboard house on the banks of the Muiree 
lagoon. He was a gentle, dreamy, thoughtful sort 
of a man who was a friend of the Aboriginal people 
and would spend many an evening with them 
listening to their legends and the stories of the old 
days. Alex became fascinated with the Aboriginal 
past and took to wandering through the old burial 

grounds late of an evening after work examining 
the ancient carvings on the trees. On these 
journeys he always carried a lantern to light up the 
patterns on the trees and always his faithful old dog 
would follow him about. Privately, Alex made a 
study of the clear-cut concepts of Aboriginal law 
and ethics and often expressed his admiration of 
them to Aboriginal friends. 

4 NEW D A W ,  JVOV&, 1971 



It is said that there was some family trouble at 
At any rate, one night Alex got a 

I t  is said that he went mad. 

After the slaying, he took his lantern in his hand, 
climbed a certain tree near a tiny inlet lagoon now 
called the Alex, and there hanged himself. 

There is an odd sequel to this story. From the 
day that Alex died, local Aborigines began to see a 
strange light that danced and weaved in a fantastic 
corroboree over the waters of the Muiree and would 
dart like a fiery spirit between the boles of the 
sacred trees of the old burial ground. I t  wasn’t 
too long before Aborigines wouldn’t go near the 
place. But if strangers chance to walk alone on the 
Muiree, they shouldn’t be surprised to see a dancing 
light pass over them, or around them and touch 
eerily upon the waters of the Muiree. And from 
the banks of the lagoon emerges, it is said, a small 
greyish dog that trots towards a stranger as if to 
greet him. As the dog approaches the intruder, he 

Alex’s home. 
rifle and shot his wife. 

will notice that the light grey colour of the little 
dog becomes darker and coming nearer still, 
becomes as black as night. The blackness is only 
relieved by the red glowing embers of the dog’s 
eyes. 

He passes the stranger and it is only then that the 
intruder will realize how immensely bigger the dog 
has become as it has approached and passed him. 
Should the man then dare to look back at the large 
black shape behind him, he will notice the eyes 
calling him, pleading with him to follow, and he will 
see the small dancing light flickering and skipping 
along like a beckoning finger alongside the dog. 
Then both slowly disappear into the base of a 
gnarled old burial tree that has been hollowed out 
by fire and time. The Aborigines say that in the 
base of the tree something is buried which is 
precious beyond all understanding. . . . Others 
say that perhaps Alex’s secret lies there, too horrible 
to be told? Only the dog knows and dogs do not 
tell tales. 
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A1 MEDICAL SERVICE 
The July issue of NEW DAWN carried a report 

about the Aboriginal Legal Service now operating 
in Redfern. It was set up especially to help those 
Aborigines who felt unable to take advantage of the 
normal free public services and is staffed partly by 
Aborigines whose presence gives their people 
confidence that their problems will be understood. 

The formation of the Aboriginal Legal Service 
provides a clear example of what can be done when 
Aborigines recognize a need in their midst and 
decide to seek a solution to this need. Now, out of 
the legal service idea has come the next logical 
development-an Aboriginal Medical Service. I t  
was the idea of National Tribal Councillor Gordon 
Briscoe, who is the field officer of the Aboriginal 
Legal Service. Supported by FCAATSI’s Dulcie 
Flowers and well-known Aboriginal identity Shirley 
Smith, he approached interested white people- 
doctors, medical students, social workers and 
others-about the health problems of Aborigines in 
both city and country areas. Professor Fred 
Hollows, who has done many eye operations 
amongst the Gurindji tribesmen, agreed to become 
the Service’s Medical Director. He and the other 
organizers of the A.M.S. decided that a start 
towards tackling the problem of Aboriginal health 
could be made in the Redfern-Newtown area of 
Sydney. Eventually they hope to spread over the 
whole state. 

The Aboriginal Medical Service opened its 
doors on 20th July, and one week later Professor 
Hollows was quoted as saying that he had “seen 
things I thought died out with the Depression”. 
That comment is a partial answer to the question 
“Why a special medical service for Aborigines?” 
Because many have only a low income, Aborigines 
tend not to see a doctor until their illness is at an 
extreme stage, especially as very few of them belong 
to the normal medical and hospital benefit schemes. 
Also, a man with six children earning say $59 a 
week, earns just a few dollars too much to get free 
health insurance under the Commonwealth’s subsi- 
dized medical scheme. Yet he may be in serious 
trouble when faced by big medical bills. A free 
service is a partial answer to these problems. 

‘t 
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Another reason why a special medical service for 
Aborigines is needed is because many Aborigines 
cannot afford the fees charged by the outpatients 
departments of public hospitals-which are con- 
siderably lower than private doctors’ fees. Besides, 
they are known to avoid going there, because they 
feel ill-at-ease amongst white strangers who demand 
that they fill in the inevitable forms. A deeper 
reason too, is one of “shame”. The people feel 
that they cannot bring themselves to discuss their 
most intimate problems freely with strangers. That 
is why an Aboriginal Medical Service, staffed by 
Aborigines who understand their people’s problems 
is obviously such a reassuring thing for other 
Aborigines. 

The services of the A.M.S. are completely free. 
A number of Aborigines have expressed embarrass- 
ment about this. They have said that they would 
gain dignity if a small charge were made at each 
consultation. But right from the start, the A.M.S. 
has determined that its services should remain free 
to all Aborigines. It is felt that dignity is not 
something to be forced on to people. Quite a few 
Aborigines may not be able to afford the luxury of 
this kind of dignity. Those who do want to con- 
tribute however, can give money to the A.M.S. 
central fund and also lighten the load by joining 
hospital and medical benefits funds. 

1 

Professor Fred Hollows 
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Sistcr Salty Goold 

The Aboriginal Medical Service is staffed by 
volunteer doctors on a roster system. As with any 
such system, there is a lack of continuity of individual 
doctor-patient contact. This is partly compensated 
for by the Service’s Aboriginal nursing sister, Sally 
Goold, who works at the clinic full-time. Later on 
the Service hopes to be able to employ a full-time 
doctor as well. 

The Service was truly started on a shoe-string- 
a clear case of Aborigines saying to each other 
“Let’s DO something and worry about the money 
later”. In the early days, the salary of the Sister 
was paid by means of donations. Basic medical 
equipment was brought in by the volunteer doctors. 

One of the prime figures within the A.M.S. set-up 
is Shirley Smith, who is a member of the Pauline 
Society and is also on the Council of the Aboriginal 
Legal Service. Right from the start she spent long 
hours every day helping to set the Medical Service 
on its feet and getting it accepted by Aborigines. 
She visits Aborigine’s homes to check out health 
problems, helps Sally Goold to run the clinic and 
office, and does follow-up work amongst the people 
in a way that would be impossible for a white 
person to do. 
Specialist Services: The A.M.S. has a panel of 
consultants who will provide free specialist services. 
This panel, it is hoped, will grow larger in time. 



Hospital Services: While the A.M.S. medical 
services are free, obviously hospitals are not. That 
is why the Service will encourage Aborigines to 
join hospital benefits funds or perhaps organize its 
own fund to help meet hospital fees. 

Dental services: These are planned, but would 
not be possible until new premises were found for 
the Service. Present accommodation would make 
a dental service impossible for lack of space. 

Aboriginal diets: Early in September two 
dietitians from the Royal Prince Henry Hospital 
started an analysis of Aboriginal diets. Pro€essor 
Hollows has commented that “We already know 
that there is a lot of malnutrition in the Redfern- 
Newtown area. Many of the people just haven’t 
the money to eat well.” Sister Sally Goold later 
added that “To say that you must have eggs, 
celery, cheese and so on is just ridiculous when the 
family is on a really low wage”. Perhaps it may 
be possible, later, for Sydney Aborigines to organize 
a food-buying co-operative or run a wholesale 
store so as to get good food to the people cheaply. 

/ti 
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ABORIGINAL MEDICAL SERVICE 

Where is it? 171 Regent St, Redfern, N.S.W. 
2016. 

’Phone: 699 2493. 
Hours: Monday to Friday, 7 p.m. to 10.30 

Saturday and Sunday, IO a.m. to 
p.m. 

12 noon. 

Pat and Carol Gilbert andjarnily- 
Condobolin 



Dick Donnelly 
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Jack Davis 

ABORIGINAL 
VISITORS 

TO SYDNEY 
The last week in August saw two interesting 

Aborigines visiting Sydney to attend a poetry 
seminar at Macquarie University. One of them 
was Dick Donnelly of Woodenbong who had been 
asked to sing some of the tribal songs which he has 
spent a life-time collecting. Dick sings in Houngaree, 
a dialect of the Banjalang language mainly, but can 
also sing some of the old Gumbaingery songs, al- 
though he says he doesn't know the meaning of 
them. Some ten years ago, Roland Robinson 
took Dick Donnelly on a tour of N.S.W. Dick 
would sing the songs and Robinson would explain 
and translate them. The two men are still firm 
friends. 

The other Aboriginal visitor to Macquarie was 
Jack Davis, who is Chairman-Director of the 
Aboriginal Advancement Council of Perth. Jack, 
who has recently released his book of poems Th  
First-Born and Other P o r n  read a number of his works 
to an appreciative audience at Macquarie. Below 
are some of the poems which Jack Davis has allowed 
NEW DAWN to reproduce for the enjoyment of 
the Aboriginal people of this State. 

THE FIRST-BORN 

(c. JACK DAVIS) 

Where are my first-born, said the brown land, sighing; 
They came out of my womb long, long ago. 
They were formed of my dust-why, why are they crying 
And the light of their being barely aglow? 

I strain my ears for the sound of their laughter. 
Where are the laws and the legends I gave? 
Tell me what happened, you whom I bore after. 
Now only their spirits dwell in the caves. 

You are silent, you cringe from replying. 
A question is there, like a blow on the face. 
The answer is there when I look at the dying, 
At the death and neglect of my dark proud race. 

I 
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THE CHILDREN 

(c. JACK DAVIS) 

The children walked through the bush together, 
The girls apprehensive, wondering whether 
Ths or that had stings: 
Feminine, scared of crawling things. 

The boys, playing tricks, 
Tickling them with black-boy sticks. 
One boy, brave with the ego of the male, 
Picked up a lizard by the tail, 

Chased the tall blonde girl with the vacant stare. 
She screamed, ran like a frightened hare, 
But before he could reach her 
She found the safety of the laughing teacher. 

Lunchtime came, all food became the same 
For all upon the ground 
And made an appetizing mound 
Of cakes and pies and custard tarts. 

The lizard-boy, not brave now, played his part 
And placed beside the cake and ham 
A thick, stale slice of bread and jam. 
Dumbly he sat, staring straight ahead, 

Embarrassed, wishing he were dead 
Or in some other place, 
The crimson rising in his face. 
Then suddenly he was aware 

That there was someone there 
Kneeling at his side, 
The tall blonde girl, blue eyes wide, 
Fair hair framing the oval face. 

And with a gentle grace that all could see 
She said softly: “Will you share your bread with me?” 
He looked at  her and blinked away the tears. 
Suddenly the two of them were old beyond their years. 

And in the bush surrounding green, 
He was a prince and she was his queen. 

WARRU 

(c. JACK DAVIS) 
Fast asleep on the wooden bench, 
Arms bent under the weary head, 
There in the dusk and the back-street stench 
He lay with the look of the dead. 

I looked at  him, then back through the years, 
Then knew what I had to remember- 
A young man, straight as wattle spears, 
And a kangaroo hunt in September. 

We caught the scent of the ’100s on the rise 
Where the gums grew on the Moore; 
They leaped away in loud surprise, 
But Warm was fast and as sure. 

He threw me the fire-stick, oh what a thrill! 
With a leap he sprang to a run. 
He met the doe on the top of the hill, 
And he looked like a king in the sun. 

The wattle spear flashed in the evening light, 
The kangaroo fell at his feet. 
How I danced and I yelled with all my might 
As I thought of the warm red meat. 

We camped that night on a bed of reeds 
With a million stars a-gleaming, 
He told me tales of Noong-ah* deeds 
When the world first awoke from dreaming. 

He sang me a song, I clapped my hands, 
He fashioned a needle of bone. 
He drew designs in the river sands, 
He sharpened his spear on a stone. 

I will let you dream-dream on, old friend- 
Of a boy and a man in September, 
Of hills and stars and the river’s bend- 
Alas, that is all to remember. 

* Noong-ah: An Aboriginal tribe of the southwest of 
Western Australia. 

THE BOOMERANG 

(c. JACK DAVIS) 

You cunningly contrived piece of wood- 
According to my people you should 
Return to me in a long, curving line: 
That is your purpose and that’s your design. 

But for me this is not so, 
Because I throw and throw. 
My eyes are bleary, 
I am arm-and-leg weary, 
Right to the marrow. 

Why, oh why didn’t my ancestors 
Invent the bow and arrow! 

A EULOGY FOR PEACE-by an OLD ABORIGINAL 

(c. JACK DAM) 

Why don’t white man sit down quiet by fire? 
Not stand up and call other country-fella liar. 

What white-fella want to talk about fight for? 
Everybody have plenty, still want more. 

He have big house, 
Money in pocket, 

Yet he not satisfied: 
Want to make bigger rocket. 

One day, I bet, pretty damn soon 
Rocket go straight like spear, 

Put man on moon. 
Then, I bet, plenty trouble, 

Moon and earth burst like bubble. 
People go round like leaf in willy-willy, 

Tear their hair, 
All sorry and silly. 

White-fdla and him piccannin die in city, 
Black-fella in bush, he feel pity. 

White-fella wrong, call each other liar, 
Should have sat down quiet and talked by &e. 

io NEW DAWN, -t rp)l 



THE AUSTRALIAN ABORIGINES 
Part XVII by Professor A. P. Elkha, 

Mediche Men and Magic 
There is no more interesting type of person in 

Aboriginal life than the medicine-man and no more 
interesting phenomenon than the beliefs held by, 
and concerning, him. The term is usually applied 
by whites, unfortunately, to two kinds of magician, 
namely the sorcerer and the medicine-man proper. 
The former is the worker of evil, the taker of kidney- 
fat, the stealer of the soul and a cause of death. He 
is, however, very rare. Whole regions lack such an 
individual or the belief in such. Still, there are 
exceptions. In some tribes, sorcerers are known 
and they openly admit that they possess the powers 
attributed to them. 

A sorcerer’s lot is not a happy one. He is a 
marked man for he knows that sooner or later he 
will be called the ‘cmurderer” of some person in 
another tribe. He knows that either magical 
revenge will be made or else a revenge expedition 
will be sent to kill him. He has, therefore, to be 
especially watchful and anxious. 

All serious disturbances of a person’s health or 
life is believed by the Aborigines to be due to magic. 
Not only sorcerers, but anyone in the tribe (in- 
cluding women) can we it. The types of magic 
vary, but include contagious magic (by the perfor- 
mance of a rite on a person’s footprint, etc.) imitative 
magic (when the image of the intended victim is 
burnt in the belief that ag it burns, the victim too, 
will burn inwardly and die). 

The third form of Australian magical procedure 
is the most powerfirl, most feared and most wide- 
s read. I t  consists of “simging” alone, or 'tainting" accompanied by and may be 
referred to as ‘(I1rotectiue” mu@. A bone or 
pointed stick is used for the “pointing” and when it 
is being used, great care must be taken lest the power 
“bounce back” onto the performer. 

In  northwest South Australia, the “bone”, 
called a KUNDELA, is a piece of wood about 
g inches long and $ an ineh thick with a human 
hair string tail stuck on with gum. The tail 
makes the bone go straight when it is thrown at a 

victim and the effect of the gum is to burn the victim 
after the bone has entered his back. A man must 
be specially trained before he can throw a 
KUNDELA 

4 
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The pointing stick is said to travel invisibly over 
long distances with unerring aim. In some cases 
an actual spear is supposed to be used. The best 
illustration is the procedure of KADAITJA 
(KURDAITCHA). The term refers first to the 
shoe which is made up of marsupial fur string and 
emu feathers, and secondly to the men who perform 
magic while wearing them. These shoes are not 
seen by women, presumably to heighten the 
mystery surrounding them and also because sacred 
blood from men’s arms is put inside them before 
they are worn. The man who wears them must 
undergo a painful ordeal, having his little toe treated 
with a hot stone and then dislocated. This toe 
acts as an eye, seeing any roots or other obstacles 
which would cause the wearer to trip. A man goes 
KADAITJA at the request or command of another 
person, usually a headman. It can be refbsed 
only on pain of death. 

When a KADAITJA party gets near the intended 
victim, the slayer sneaks up and spears him in the 
middle of the back. About an hour later, the 
medicine-man heats a white (magical) stone which 
he applies to the wound causing it to heal up 
without leaving a mark. He also inserts something, 
perhaps a spirit-snake, in the victim’s inside, which 
has the effect of giving him life, at least, temporarily. 
The medicine-man then causes him to get up, starts 
him on the way to his camp and restores him to 
consciousness. The victim makes back as though 
nothing has happened, but he dies in two or three 
days. If he does not die, the KADAITJA party, 
which has been watching all the time, goes up one 
night and kills him. In any case, the young folk 
in the camp are prevented from seeing the victim. 
The expedition then returns and the shoes are put 
away. 

This magical form resembles the taking of the 
kidney-fat in that the victim is killed and then 

restored temporarily to life. Like the latter too, it 
probably never happens, though the belief in its 
possibility, and indeed imminence, is very real and 
sometimes frightening. It is, however, a possible 
explanation of deaths and of strange noises and 
marks in the vicinity of the camp; moreover, the 
shoes do exist and so do the dislocated toes. But 
the interesting point is that the spear is supposed to 
be thrown, and usually it is endowed with special 
virtue from the sacred churinga which are carried 
by the KADAITJA. Actually, no mark is made 
and the spear does not touch the victim’s body. In 
other words, it works in the same way as a pointing- 
bone, which, as already explained, is an invisible 
spear. 

Similar to the power of the pointing-bone is the 
power of medicine-men in southeastern Australia to 
project substances such as pieces of quartz into 
people to cause certain illnesses. The cure consists 
of the extraction of the substance. In some 
Northern Territory tribes magic stones which have 
a dream-time origin are “sung” by the two tribes 
in whose country they are found. To injure an 
enemy, a person powders a little off one of the 
stones and manages to drop it on the former’s body 
while he is asleep. 

The simplest form of projection is that in which 
the procedure consists solely of singing. The chant 
is, of course, traditional, but through it the singers 
express their wish. I t  is commonly used when the 
group wishes to punish an individual for breaking 
a social rule, such as an incest rule. There is no 
cure for an illness caused in such a way. This is 
because, in the first place there has been no real or 
believed insertion of a bone or other object which 
can be taken out by another medicine-man. In 
the second place, very few individuals are able to 
resist a social judgment and penalty, especially 
when this is expressed through a magical procedure. 

c i 
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(Based on an article in the Richmond River Express, 30th 
34% 1971 1 

Aboriginal twins, Dale and Gayle, are thriving 
with their Casino foster parents. Ever since they 
were 73 weeks old, they have been cared for by Mr 
and Mrs Bob Hayes of Division St in Casino. Mr 
and Mrs Hayes took the babies because their real 
parents were unable to cope. They already had 
nine other children including another set of twins 
born 12 months previously. So, they were happy 
to leave the new twins in the Hayes’ care and visit 
them regularly to check on their progress. Mr and 
Mrs Hayes are delighted to continue the arrange- 
meht indefinitely-as long as the real parents wish. 

When Mrs Hayes was a s k 4  if she would take 
care of the twins, she accepted eagerly. She is a 
deeply religious woman who regarded the task 
before her as a challenge. And a challenge it has 
been, for she is a middle-aged mum who has already 
reared her own family. However she has had the 
full support of her husband and they have not been 
disappointed by their decision. People frequently 
stop the family on the street to admire the babies. 

Because Dale and Gayle are so obviously well 
cared for, Mrs Hayes has had Aboriginal mothers 
complimenting her and seeking her advice on child- 
rearing. Like many Aboriginal babies, Dale and 
Gayle had a bronchial condition when they were 
small. On a doctor’s advice, Mrs Hayes gave them 
a concentrated vitamin and mineral supplement. 
She started them early on chicken flesh and other 
meat and vegetables and found that raw egg straight 
from the spoon suited them. The twins gained 
weight rapidly and have been thriving ever since. 
Mrs Hayes has reason to be proud of the babies’ 
well-rounded r i b s  and flawless skins. To keep 
their skin fine and silky, she massages the children 
with oil three times a day. 

The Minister for Child Welfare and Social 
Welfare, Mr J. L. Waddy, was greatly impressed 
with the twins’ condition when he visited them in 
July. The district welfare officer for Casino area, 
Mr A. J. Madden, is hoping that the Hayes’ fine 
example will inspire other people to care for 
Aboriginal children who need foster homes. As 
Mrs Hayes has testified herself: “We have received 
nothing but joy from these babies and been more 
than repaid with their love.” 

Mick Whiton and family-Con&bolin 
Cowra or Condobolin? 
thk photo, but I hope they see themselves in NEW DA WN 

I can’t remember who or where about 
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i SMOKE SIGNALS 

,Pictured at work operating a linotype machine is 
Danny Packer of Leeton who has successfully 
completed a five-year apprenticeship with The 
Murrumbidget Irrigator. He is now a fully qualified 
machine and hand compositor and linotype 
operator who can take his place among tradesmen 
anywhere. (Photo by courtesy of the M u m m -  
bidgee Imgutor, Leeton.) 

,There was plenty of vocal support for competitors 
taking part in the primary school zone sports at 
Tabulam last August. This group was obviously 
pleased with the outcome of one event. (Photo by 
courtesy of the Northern Star, Lismore.) 

, 



)The June anti-racism issue of JYEW DAM7,V 
prompted one Yass reader to write in quoting Russ 
Tyson: “Ah-see, he say ‘All men he born equal- 
it what he equal to, that count’.” 

,Ted Wotherspoon, licencee of the Wallarah 
Hotel at Catherine Hill Bay near Newcastle is the 
first Aboriginal in N.S.W. to be granted a liquor 
licence. He is running the hotel with his wife 

Dorothy, also an Aborigine. I t  is their first hotel. 
“But it won’t be the last,” said Ted. “This is only 
the start. I have my mind on something much 
more elaborate, possibly in the city.” Once a 
boxer (he fought under the name of Teddy McCoy) 
Ted has for the past 18 years worked for the 
Electricity Commission at the Wangi powerhouse. 
The family had not known about Catherine Hill 
Bay before moving there to take up the hotel. But 
now they find that they love it. Said Dorothy: 
“It’s a real one-horse town. It’s a real homely 
place. The people are friendly and it’s a fine town 
for our three growing boys.’’ 

)Doug William of Erambie, Cowra, and friend. 
Doug recently appeared in an A.B.C. Television 
documentary to sing Ham I Told You Lately That I 
Love You? Mr Williams is a well-known enter- 
tainer in the area and has expressed his desire to 
show his talent more often to the general public. 
He is the caretaker and handyman at Erambie and 
is singularly interested in helping the local people 
to organize their own handicraft and community 
self-help programmes. Here Doug is also shown 
with his family and friends at Ermabie. 

. 

-. 
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VMr Gordon Simpson photographed with his 
family at Cowra. Mr Gordon’s wife Valli (once a 
Williams) was at work when this shot was taken. 
She has worked for many years at the Cowra 
Hospital and the family now lives in a neat Housing 
Commission home in central Cowra. Valli be- 
lieves that the only real Aboriginal advancement 
possible in the c o m m ~ t y  is self-advancement. “If 

you want any of the plums in life you must show 
the cowage and effort needed to get up off your 
backside, face life squarely and give the plum-tree 
a thorough shake now and again,” she said. Valli, 
Gordon and their daughter Naomi (shown here) 
have proved the truth of Valli’s comment them- 
selves, by their position in the community and by 
the respect generally shown them. 

A 

c 
L 

LETTERS 
Dear Editor, 

I seriously think that Aboriginal culture should 
be taught as a subject in schools. Very, very few 
European children know anything about how an 
Aboriginal lives-he throws a boomerang and a 
spear and that’s about all they know. This state 
of affairs should not continue. 

I know that when I went to school, some twenty 
years back now, we never learnt anything at  all 
about Aborigines, their tribal ways, Dreaming, 
walkabouts and so on. We should have been 
taught these things instead of English history. We 
are living on Aboriginal soil and must realize that 
this land has been occupied by Aboriginal people 
for thousands and thousands of years. The average 
person is completely ignorant of such facts. That 
is why I feel that it is about time Aboriginal culture 
was taught in all schools and taken very seriously 
by all children. 

I have recently bought a book of poems by Kath 
Walker called My People. It has made me realize 
what the white man has done to the Aboriginal and 
the way we have upset his way of life and spoilt his 
country. Almost every poem by Kath Walker has 
made me ashamed that I am white-something of 

which I used to be very proud. Now I feel so 
guilty and think that every white person living on 
this soil owes the Aborigine a great debt. 

I now have a little, adopted Aboriginal boy and 
he is going to be proud of being an Aboriginal. By 
the time he will be able to attend school, I hope that 
he will be able to learn about his people in his 
school lessons. 

I feel too, that photos should be put up in all 
school rooms of famous Aboriginal people such as 
Kath Walker, Charles Perkins, etc. 

-MAREE WELSH, 25 Melford St., 
Thurlstone Park, N.S.W., 2193. 

Dear Editor, 
I have been asked by many of my friends to write 

a poem about Evonne Goolagong, as I have had 
poems printed in the old DAWJV about Dave 
Sands, The Ghost of Gravely Hill, The Greenhill 
Ghost, Kid Macleay and others long forgotten. I 
thought I would make some of my old friends happy 
by giving them this little poem. 

-R. SHERRY, 61 Yarravel St., 
South Kempsey, N.S.W., 24.40. 

(The poem is printed on page 3-Ed.) 
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CHILDREN'S CORNER 
Hullo again, boys and girls! 

Yesterday I was remembering back to the time 
when I was about your age. A friend and I used 
to go into the bush together and look carefully for a 
very hidden, secret place which nobody could ever 
find, unless they knew where it was. There, in 
that secret place, we used to make a grotto. This 
is how we did it: 

Then get tree-twigs and cover the space so as to 
make a frame over it. 

On the ground, dig out a space about two feet by 
two feet which is about 2 inches deep. Have 
sloping sides like this : 

. 

f 
Thread other thin twigs crosswise over the grotto 

frame so as to still let in light. 
Once we had done this, then would come the 

most important part. The idea of having a grotto 
was to make it as beautiful as possible, so as to have 
a secret, hidden and very beautiful place for our 
very own! So, we would search for shells, stones, 
leaves, flowers, seeds, gum-nuts and anything else 
that we could find that would make this beauty. 
Then we would blindfold deserving friends and 
lead them to our grotto to have a look. And 
maybe one day we would be allowed to see one 
which they had made for themselves. 

Perhaps you too would like to build yourselves a 
secret grotto for your very own? 

'Bye for this month, 

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