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(told as a monologue)

I’ll tell you a story. Many years ago, before my people were even looked at as PEOPLE
 and not some kind of high animals
, this happened. 

A bloke
 named Jesus was visiting the Superintendent at the Mission
 where we lived. At the time, my niece was going with mad with grief. Her baby sister had been taken sick and was taken into town for treatment, she was told, but she never came back
. My niece searched for her for years, but no-one would tell her where her sister was. She became real sick, she went mad with grief – she kicked up a real ruckus, spitting at and belting up white people around the Mission. She really HATED whites. Well, wouldn’t you kick up a ruckus, if this happened to your sister?

Well, one day, this Jesus was walking round the Mission and I thought, I’ve had enough of this. This bloke’s got to be able to help us, so I screwed up the courage
 and went up to him and asked him, for pity’s sake, to help my niece. 

At first, he just ignored me – typical! But I wasn’t going to take no for an answer so I just kept shouting and shouting at him. 

Of course, this stirred up a ruckus so the Superintendent and his mates came out to see what the heck was going on. They wanted to shut me up ‘cos by this time I was really driving them mental with all my noise. 

At last, Jesus spoke to me. He said he was on holidays and he only helped people in the churches and synagogues in the city – blah, blah, blah, blah….. So I told him, in no uncertain terms, that I needed his help for my niece and I needed it NOW!

He then said, ‘Why should I be using my energy to help you when the people in town need it all’ – in other words, why should I take their food away from them and throw it to the dogs?

Oooh, by now I was as mad as a cut snake
 – wouldn’t you be? I told him that even our dogs get scraps when we eat, so surely he could give some scraps of help to me and others in my mob
. 

Well! Would you believe it, he turned around and, not a word of a lie, he PRAISED me; me, a blackfella
 in the bush, he PRAISED me for my persistence and faith in him to help me and my niece – and – do you know what, my niece calmed down and got better that day. 

Later on, through some of his contacts, we even found the baby sister, who, by this time had grown up into a lovely young woman. 

And my niece doesn’t hate whites any more. 

� The Canaanite woman in the story is an indigenous woman of the land. Her people were all but wiped out with the ‘invasion’ by the Israelite people who came to claim the land for themselves. It is a story that has been repeated in the history of Australia with white settlers displacing and killing the Aboriginal people who inhabited the land. 


� "Growing up as an Aboriginal child, looking into the mirror of our country … your reflection was at best distorted and at worst non-existent." Linda Burney, Minister for Fair Trading, May 2007. http://www.smh.com.au/news/national/when-i-was-fauna-citizens-rallying-call/2007/05/22/1179601412706.html


� Aboriginal people in Australia were classified by anthropologists as fauna rather than people and were classified under the Flora and Fauna Act well into the mid 20th century. 


� Australian colloquial word for adult male. 


� As early colonists took over large tracts of land for farming, local Aboriginal people were pushed to the edge of survival as the natural resources they relied upon in order to live were depleted and fouled by livestock and agriculture. Reserves of land were allocated on which Aboriginal people could live, and these were variously known as stations, missions or reserves, run either by Government or missionaries and churches. There were two hundred Missions across Australia. Life on Aboriginal Missions was controlled and often revolved around efforts to ‘civilise’ Aboriginal people. 





� The allusion here is to stolen generations, one of the darkest chapters of Australian history with the forced removal of Aboriginal children from their families. Children as young as babies were stolen from their families to be placed in girls and boys homes, foster families or missions. At the age of 18 they were 'released' into white society, often scarred for life by their experiences. Today these Aboriginal people are collectively known as the 'Stolen Generations' because several generations were affected. Many Aboriginal people are still searching for their fathers, mothers and siblings.


� A figure of speech, meaning to build up one’s courage to face something very difficult and fearful. 


� Australian expression meaning really angry, irritated, pissed off. 


� ‘Mob’ – Australian term regularly used to mean a group of people. Unlike broader English, it does not usually mean an indiscriminate crowd, but a cohesive group. My mob – my people, or extended family. Mob is also often used to refer to an Aboriginal language group – that Warlpiri mob.


� A general term sometimes used by Aboriginal people to refer to themselves. It is not usually a derogatory term. More specific terms for peoples in various states include: Koori (NSW and Victoria), Murri in Southern Queensland, Noongar in southern WA, Nunga in SA, Anangu in northern SA and neighbouring parts of WA and NT, and Palawah in Tasmania. 





