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J ennife r

Ba ulkha m Hills Rotora ct
Club ga ve  e a ch child a t
Mare lla a new pair of
shoes  and s lippers .

Photo by courtesy of
Cumberland Newspapers.
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MY HOME, MY COUNTRY: From the Sky Pilot's Log, 2CH Broadcast
This  s tory wa s  writte n ove r forty ye a rs  a go,

when many of the  Aborigines  were  s till living a
triba l life ; conditions  have  changed but the re  is
s till a  grim wa rning for us  toda y.

Where  the  grea t river sweeps round the  stony
outcrop tha t can be  seen from the  Gulf of Ca r-
pentaria lies a large grassy plain on the borders of
Arnhem Land. On three  sides flows the  river; on
the fourth side  is the  strange, jumbled outcrop of
rock, ha rdly la rge  enough to be  ca lled a  moun-
ta in, which is  s a cre d to the  Aborigine s . The re
are  sha llow caves in this  rock, worn by time and
the elements, the floors of which are  smooth and
shiny with the  fe e t of countle s s  wa lla bie s  a nd
the  soft tread of reverent Aborigines.

For ages past the Aborigines have looked upon
this  place  a s  the ir spirit home ; they depend on
it as the  mythica l Antaeus depended on his con-
tact with the  ea rth for his  ve ry life  and s trength.
According to tra dition the  culture  he roe s , the
tribal ancestors, had travelled through these parts
and established sacred places in them. The pres-
ent members  of the  tribe  be lieve  tha t the ir own
spirits  had existed here  before  they were  incarn-
a te d, a nd tha t a fte r de a th the s e  s pirits  would

sacred ceremonies take place; here the medicine
ma n works  his  ma gic. The  na tura l food supply
depends on the  increase  ce remonies he ld here ;
a nd the  ra inma king ce re mony ha s  ta ke n pla ce
during countless periods of drought and want.

As the  sun sinks to rest the  fire flies  flitte r like
living sparks about the mangroves, and the sound

ing breeze.
J im, the old stockman who had been George 's

m a te  fo r ye a rs ,  wa s  worrie d .  He  ha d  live d
amongst the Aborigines for over thirty years, and
he knew and understood their laws and customs,
sympa thizing with the ir be lie fs . In the  yea rs  he
had lived in Arnhem Land he  had a lready seen
the  pa s s ing of ma ny tribe s ; he  mourne d the ir
going a s  a  na tiona l los s . One  da y he  ca me  to
me , his  fa ce  cloude d with worry. "S mithy," he
sa id, "do you know tha t outcrop of rock down-
rive r tha t the  blacks ca ll Nullaone?"

"Ye s , I know it we ll.  Tha t's  whe re  m os t of
the  triba l ce re monie s  ta ke , pla ce . Why do you
ask?"

"Because a white man has chosen that place
for a  se lection".

"He can't do tha t It's  a ll leasehold."
"It should be , but the re 's  a  pocke t be twe e n

George 's  country and mine . We  look on it a s  a

kind of 'no man's land.' Neither of us has bother-
ed to take  it up. When we muster it we share  the
cle a nskins , but it rightly be longs  to the  Aborig-
ine s , a nd we  don't dis turb the m more  tha n we
can he lp."

"It's  too s m a ll a  block to  be  worth running
ca ttle  on."

"I know tha t. We never thought anyone  would
try to ta ke  it up, a nd tha t's  why ne ithe r of us
bothe re d a bout it. Now the  La nds  De pa rtme nt
has been and gorn and leased it as an agricultural
block."

"But it's  no good for agriculture . It's  a ll s tony
outcrop and low-lying river fla ts . The  rocks can't
be  cultiva te d, a nd the  fla ts  will be  floode d by
the  firs t decent we t season we  have ."

"Yes ," J im agreed. "Me  and you and George
know tha t,  but not the  La nds  De pa rtm e nt; to
them it's  only a  square  on the  map. I reckon that
wa s  a ll it wa s  to the  pe a nut cockie  who took it
up."

"Who is he? Someone I know?"

"Couldn't we  ta lk him out of it?  I mean, if we
e xpla in a bout the  floods  he  could go ba ck a nd
ask for a  be tte r block."

"It's  no go, Smithy. Me and George  has been
a t him about it, but he 's  a s  s tubborn a s  a  mule .
He  re ckone d he  took up the  le a se  a nd it'll ta ke
more  than us  to put him off. We ll, I guess  if he
ge ts flooded out and loses a ll he 's  got, tha t's  his
look out. He 's  be e n wa rne d."

"But wha t a bout the  Aborigine s ?  Wha t will
they do?"

hills  it'll be  the  e nd of the  tribe ; the y couldn't
live  without them sacred places. Will you have a
word with Dick a nd se e  if you ca n't ma ke  him
see reason and justice?"

"I'm willing to try; but if you and George  have
fa ile d, I ca n't s e e  tha t I ca n do much more . I
have  no authority over tha t block, as the  Aborig-
ina l re se rve  does  not extend to tha t s ide  of the
rive r."

"I know tha t, a nd Dick a in't the  kind of bloke
you could bluff. But come  down with me  a nd
see  wha t you can do. I've  got a  spa re  horse  on
the  other side  of the  river."

"I'll come  with you a s  s oon a s  we 've  ha d a
drink of te a . The  billy's  boiling now."

"Tha t suits  me  fine . I've  ne ve r turne d down
a  drink o ' te a  ye t.  I could  drink te a  until m y
back teeth were under water."
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We found Dick on the  block he  had taken up.
Already he had pitched a tent, and the way it was
pitched showed that he was a  new chum, unused
to the  wa ys  of the  bush. The  ma n himse lf wa s
a  weedy little  fe llow with a  sharp nose  and eyes
se t ra the r too close  toge the r. His  pa s ty colour
and shrive lled skin spoke  of London fogs, slums
a nd unde rnouris hme nt a s  a  child. During the
ride  down I was wondering how I could approach
the subject, but Dick didn't give me a  chance.

"S trike  me if it a in't more  visitors! I can guess
wha t brought you 'e re .  You bloke s  is  a ll the
same; just because  I'm a  Pommy you've  got me
se t. I've  taken up this  land and nothin' you can
say is  goin' to make  me shift."

"Wha t a bout the  floods ? " J im  a s ke d. "The
first time the  river comes down in a  decent flood
you'll be  swept into the  sea ."

"Blime y, tha t's  jus t ta lk," s a id Dick. "I don't
be lie ve  the  rive r e ve r come s  this  high. Eve n if
it did tha t's  my business . 'Ere  I am and 'e re  I'm
goin' to s top. If I go broke  tha t's  my bus ine ss ."

"I'm sorry," I sa id, "tha t you ta ke  it tha t wa y.
We  know this  country a nd the  rive r a nd wha t
J im  s a ys  is  true . But, a s  you s a y, tha t's  your
bus ine s s . It wa s  J im 's  duty to wa rn you a bout
the  flood, as he  has, and if you choose  to ignore
the  wa rning, tha t's  your own look out."

"Tha t's  wot I s a id," Dick broke  in. "This  is
a  fre e  country a nd I'll ple a se  myse lf."

"But," I continue d, "it wa sn't a bout the  flood
tha t I wa nte d to spe a k to you. The  Aborigine s

look on this  place  a s  the ir most sacred ground.
All the ir be lie fs  a nd cus toms  a re  bound up in
a s s ocia tion with the s e  hills . I hope  you won't
inte rfe re  with them more  than necessa ry."

Dic k ju m p e d  to  h is feet. "No w g it  th is
stra ight," he  a lmost shouted. "This block of land
is  mine . I pa id for the  le a se , a nd e ve rythin' on
it is  mine , s e e ?  I a in't sha rin' it with a nybody,
b la ck or white .  I've  on ly go t a  fe w m ile s  o f
country, jus t a  little  a gricultura l block. I a in 't
gre e dy like  J im  or Ge orge , who've  got a bout
2,000 square  miles each. I've  hunted the  blacks
a lre a dy. The re 's  p le nty m ore  be tte r country
round. They're  a ll right."

"But," I cla ime d, "tha t's  not the  point. The y
don't wa nt be tte r country. All the ir be lie fs  a re
cente red in these  hills . For ins tance , they don't
believe a child is conceived: they believe that the
spirit children are  a lready dwelling in these  hills ,
a nd whe n a  lubra  is  re a dy a  spirit child e nte rs
he r from the  s tone s  or tre e s , or the  wa te r she
drinks from tha t rock pool."

Dick laughed. "I don't ca re  if they be lieve  the
lubra  finds her baby under a  gooseberry bush or

unde r a  cooliba h tre e . This  is  my la nd, a nd if I
ca tch a  bla ckfe llow tre spa ss in' I'll put a  bulle t
through 'im. Now I'm busy, a nd if tha t's  a ll you
ha ve  to sa y, you ca n cle a r out."

J im  ga the re d up the  re ins  in his  le ft ha nd.
"Come  on, S mithy," he  sa id in disgus t. "We 're
only wa s tin ' our tim e  a rguin ' with  a  fool like
Dick. I'm not a s  young a s  I wa s , but my ha nds
a re  itchin' to ha ve  a  sma ck a t him. If I thought
it would do any good I'd give  him a  bashin' right
now, but tha t wouldn't he lp the  tribe  any. Come
on, le t's  ge t movin'."

The  Nulla kun tribe  m ove d a wa y from  the
rocky hills  tha t we re  the ir spirit home s . Hope -
less, dejected and sad, they said farewell to every-
thing the y he ld mos t de a r; but not be fore  the
white  ma n's  wa rning bulle ts  ha d drive n the m
from the  sacred spot. True , the re  was  plenty of
good country le ft for the m to hunt in, but wha t
wa s  this  compa re d with the  colla ps e  of the ir
socia l orga nisa tion?  Whe n the  white  ma n took
the ir sa cre d pla ce s  he  de s troye d the ir spiritua l
pa s t a nd pre se nt, a nd the ir spiritua l hope s  for
the  future . The  old me n of the  tribe  re fuse d to
ca rry on the  ce remonies  tha t could only be  pe r-
formed at the age -hallowed places in the hills.

Young men were  not initia ted, increase  ce re -
monies no longer were held; when drought smote
the  land there  was no ra in -making ceremony to
give them hope and provide the needed rain. Old
men went hungry, lubras squeezed fla t breasts in
the vain attempt to extract the life-giving nourish-
ment be fore  handing ove r the  pitiful wa iling in-
fant to the  man with the  nulla  nulla , who s ilenc-
e d for e ve r the  hungry cry.

S ome  of the  young me n spe a re d ca ttle , a nd
the  police  took the m a wa y to be  shut be twe e n
four wa lls , whe re  the y could not se e  the  bright
sunshine or smell the gum leaves burning. Some
of the  younger women drifted to the  construction
camps of the  ra ilway gang and sold themse lves
for scraps of food, cast-off clothing, and a  hand-
ful of toba cco.  Within  a  fe w s hort ye a rs  the

because they had been separated from the scared
places that meant so much to them.

Several years went by and Dick prospered. For
a  wonde r the re  we re  no he a vy floods  a nd the
rich soil yie lded a  bountiful ha rves t of peanuts ,
cotton and vege table s . A nea t ga lvanized -iron
hut took the  pla ce  of the  te nt. Ground tha t ha d
be e n trodde n by countle ss  fe e t of worshipping
Aborigine s  and wa te red by the  te a rs  of mourn-
e rs  a nd the  blood of initia tion wa s  tra nsforme d
into a  ga rden bright with frangi-pani, ja ca randa
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and poinciana . Then came  a  record heavy we t
season.

The north-west monsoon came soughing over
the  Timor S e a . It la she d the  surf into foa ming
spra y tha t washed Darwin's gleaming white
beaches; it changed the  s ta te ly pa lm tree s  into
life  -like  crea tures  of tortured, thrashing leaves.
Like  a  howling fury, it sped through Rum Jungle ;
whippe d the  ba mboos  a nd compla ining pa pe r-
barks lining the  Adela ide  River; took the  surface
from  he a ps  of m ullock a nd s ca tte re d it from
Burrundie  to Pine Creek. It paused in the Kather-
ine  Va lley, then with renewed fury took the  ra in
clouds  of the  big we t a nd hurle d the m bodily
towards the  Gulf of Carpentaria .

In the  north-west a  steady deluge  poured onto
the  s a tura te d ground. The  cre e ks  a nd gilga is
overflowed and swirled across to meet the mighty,
rushing rive rs . The  Wa te rhouse  wa s  a  ba nke r;
Ma iwok a nd Flying Fox cre e ks  be ca me  rive rs ;
the  J a lboi a nd Wilton we re  ye llow s tre tche s  of
swift -flowing wa te r; the  Hodson came  down in
flood, and a ll of them joined the  mighty Rope r,
which surge d on its  wa y, a ngry a nd re le ntle ss
in the  bigge s t flood in the  white  his tory of the
country.

J im  wa s  s itting in  h is  hut,  lis te ning to  the
s ound of the  running cre e k a nd the  croa k of
millions  of frogs . A shout from outs ide  brought
him to his  fee t, and he  opened the  door, whe re
two Aborigine s  supporte d the  dre nche d figure
of a  white  ma n. It wa s  Dick, more  de a d tha n
a live . J im he lpe d the  Aborigine s  to ca rry the ir
burden into the  hut, where  he  pee led off the  wet
clothes  and a fte r rubbing down the  ha lf -frozen
body, put it be twe e n wa rm bla nke ts  in his  own
bunk.

"The re ," he  s a id ,  "tha t's  be tte r.  You  re s t
a while  a nd I'll ge t a  drink o' te a . Nothin' like  a
drink o ' hot te a  to live n up a  fe llow. I'm  gla d
you're  a ll right. I wa s  ge ttin' a  bit worrie d, a n'
whe n S m ithy fle w ove r your hut a n ' s a w the
wa te r ris in' ove r the  fla t he  ca me  on he re  a nd
dropped me a  le tter suggestin' I send out a  re lief
pa rty. I'm gla d I did. Don't try to ta lk now, jus t
re lax."

Ha lf a n hour la te r, with a  cup of te a  ins ide
him, Dick wa s  a ble  to ta lk. "Ca ll tha t a  flood,"
he  sa id, "not 'a ll! I thought you was s tringin' me
on when you warned me  about it. Now I've  lorst
everythin'. I'm ruined, broke , hopelessly in debt.
Wot a  life !"

"We ll," s a id J im  in his  bre e zy wa y, "tha nk
God you are  still a live ."

"Tha nk God! Wot 'a ve  I got to  tha nk Him
for?  He  se nt the  flood, didn't He , a nd wa she d

m e  ou t?  W hy d id  He  'a ve  to  p ic k on  m e ?  I
ne ve r done  Him no 'a rm. It a in't fa ir."

"Hold your hors e s , Dick! I'm  re a l s orry for
your loss , and I mean tha t; but I don't s tand for
you blamin' God for what happened to you. You
was warned, an' you sa id it was  your own busi-
ness."

"But I never done  God no 'a rm. Why does He
flood me  out?  It a in't fa ir, I te ll ye r."

"Lis te n he re ," s a id J im . "You hunte d the m
Aborigines  away from the ir sacred places . You
broke  up the ir la ws  a nd cus toms . You shot a t
'e m  whe n the y trie d to vis it the m rocky hills ,
where  they were  doin' no harm. You caused the
lubra s  to kill the ir childre n, a nd the  young wa r-
riors  to spe a r ca ttle . You wipe d out tha t tribe .
The re  a in't a  Nullakun tribe  no more . And wha t
happened to you?  You los t a  few pounds and a
bit of work you put in! That was a ll. But your se l-
fishness brought dea th and ruin to men, women
a nd childre n who ne ve r done  you no ha rm. In-
s te a d of bla min' God, you ought to ge t down
on your kne e s  a nd tha nk Him for le ttin' you off
so light."

S ome time s  white  pe ople  do not re a lise  tha t
those  tha t take  away from the  Aborigine s  the ir
sacred land a re  de s troying them a s  e ffective ly
a s  othe rs  ha ve  done  with bulle t a nd pois on.
Give n time  to a djus t the mse lve s , a  mythology
grows up or is  tra nspla nte d; but the  future  of a
tribe  is  only assured so long as  its  members re -
ma in in triba l te rritory, or until they unde rs tand
and accept Christianity.

And the  fina l e ntry in toda y's  Log is  ta ke n
from the  50th P sa lm. God sa id: "The se  things
hast thou done, and I kept silence; thou thought-
est tha t I was a ltoge ther such an one  as  thyse lf;
but I will re prove  the e , a nd s e t the m in orde r
before thine eyes."

BRUCE LANGFORD-S MITH: As mentioned
e a rlie r, the  Council of the  Mis s ion de cide d to
build a  small cottage  for Bruce and his wife  after
the y a re  ma rrie d in Augus t. S ince  the n Mr. R.
P . Da vis , of 23 Old Ca s tle  Hill Roa d, Ca s tle
Hill, ha s  ve ry kindly dona te d his  mode rn cot-
ta ge  to the  Mis s ion provide d we  ca n ha ve  it
moved. Permission has been granted for this  by
Baulkham Hills  Shire  Council but we  a re  having
difficulty in a rranging for its  removal in the  time
be fore  the  de ve lope rs  re quire  the  old s ite . We
would value your prayers that this may be accom-
plished sa tis factorily. We  fee l tha t this  is  a  rea l
provision of God, as it is  essentia l tha t the  Farm
Manager should live  on the  premises .


