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Abstract
Aboriginal identity and politics remain essential to improving conditions for Aboriginal people in
Australia, and of social justice in general. The condition of the Australian Aboriginal,
furthermore, has substantial relevance to the situation of other colonized peoples around the
world. It is the argument of this thesis that storytelling is an important practice through which
Indigenous people can deconstruct dominant modes of history and also reconstruct their own
identities and histories.
This thesis focuses on Aboriginal masculinity. My grandfather was a storyteller, teacher and a
Barkindji man who bequeathed to me some small portion of his traditional knowledge. However,
it seems at present, to be impossible to be a Barkindji man in the same way my grandfather was.
Instead, I, and many men like me, are trapped in “blackness.” By telling the stories of my
grandfather and myself, and interrogating these stories with the aid of thinkers such as Fanon,
Stuart Hall and Lawrence Perry, and others, modes of Aboriginal masculinity are investigated,
specifically with an eye to new forms of tribal “becoming.”
The thesis then uses the discussion of these stories to explain the use of landscape,
characterization and plot devices in my novel, One Day, One Night, and Another Day.
In so doing, the thesis attempts to produce deeper insights into the condition of “blackness” verses
whiteness on one hand and blackness verses tribal identity on the other.
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PART ONE
Introduction:

Remedying invisibility through storytelling

Contemporary Australia is built on a foundation of violence and on a double-act of seeing and
not-seeing that problematises the basis on which its people live together, and the terms by which
their identity can be framed and constructed. Though the initial contact between Aboriginal
Australians and Europeans dates back several centuries, to moments of meeting between the local
people and European explorers, the ongoing relationships and the lived experiences of individuals
have been shaped by political and personal interests. The results include the invasion of a land,
the excision of its inhabitants and the steady erasure of cultures, languages, traditions, legal
frameworks and sets of values. This series of acts was carried out against a discursive backdrop
that moves from an initial failure to recognise the presence and rights of Aboriginal Australians,
through the crafting of the legal fiction of terra nullius that gave rights to the European invaders,
and then to a regretful acknowledgement that Aboriginal people could not survive the modern era
and the implementation of policies designed to “smooth the dying pillow”2—a “pillow” created
and enforced by those same Europeans.
The legal framework is of central importance in this history because it was largely the legal
domain that provided the basis for a forgetting of the originary acts of violence on which
contemporary Australia is founded. In his “Critique of violence”, Walter Benjamin observes that
“positive law demands of all violence a proof of its historical origin, which under certain
conditions is declared legal, sanctioned”.1 Professor of law Costas Douzinas extends this concept
in an essay dedicated to Jacques Derrida and his work on justice, observing that the sanctioning of
historical violence through legal instruments allows the violence to be forgotten. He observes that
“one of the most important strategies in this politics of forgetting is the creation of a dominant
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approach to legal interpretation”.2 This “dominant approach” is itself an instance of violence
because it denies representation or recognition of anyone outside the norm:
The violence of injustice begins when the judge and the judged do not share a language
or idiom. It continues when all traces of particularity of the person before the law are
reduced to a register of sameness and cognition mastered by the judge.3
The Australian experience has been precisely this: the law effaces cultural and historical
particularities, reducing Aboriginal Australians to “same” in legal matters, but distinguishing
them as different, lesser and lacking in social, political and economic matters. In this way, the law
institutes what David Delaney4 terms “world-making”: through formalising national boundaries,
confirming the state’s monopoly of power and determining what constitutes normative behaviour
and identity, law constructs a particular world that, because it is founded on discourse—in
Foucault’s terms, “practices that systematically form the objects of which they speak”5—produces
real-life effects.
Some real-life effects this has had on Aboriginal Australians—effects that began over two
centuries ago and that continue into the present—include the loss of language,6 of children,6 of
health7 and of sovereignty.8 The deliberate erasure of peoples has left an open wound: one that,
for white Australians, mostly lies dormant and unnoticed, but is very present for Aboriginal
Australians. The fallout from this founding discourse continues into the twenty-first century,
despite a century or more of legal amendments and refinements. Except in legal and policy
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matters,9 occasional media reports of public protests, or celebrations such as National Aboriginal
and Islander Day Observance Committee (NAIDOC) Week or the Deadly Awards,11 Aboriginal
Australians remain for the most part functionally invisible. Indeed, according to Alison
Ravenscroft’s analysis of contemporary Australian literature, “modern Indigenous cultures remain
in significant ways profoundly, even bewilderingly, strange and unknowable within the terms of
settlers’ epistemologies”.10
Visibility is of profound importance, both as a concept and as a category. We cannot know each
other in an ontological or an epistemological sense if we cannot, or do not, or will not, see each
other. In many other cultures, it is hearing that holds a privileged relationship to knowledge and
understanding; but in Australia, this peculiarly Western perspective of visuality/visibility is a
metaphor that sets in place mechanisms of power and processes of knowledge formation.
Foucault writes:
We should admit that power produces knowledge (and not simply by encouraging it
because it serves power, or by applying it because it is useful); that power and
knowledge directly imply one another; that there is no power relation without the
correlative constitution of a field of knowledge, nor any knowledge that does not
presuppose and constitute at the same time power relations.11
It is, after all, those who have the authority to say what is worth knowing who have the capacity to
render others variously visible and invisible. To see is to know; not to see is not to know; to refuse
to see is to render invisible, and irrelevant—to place the unseen or the mis-seen beyond the
community of human subjects, and among those denied a presence. The act of seeing is, then, a
9
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material practice; it engenders particular ways of knowing, being and doing, which Foucault
terms “power-knowledge”.
But just as power and knowledge are intimately intertwined, in Foucault’s sense, so too
invisibility and visibility, the contemporary and the traditional and legitimate and oppressive state
acts are intertwined, reliant on each other for their own existence. Drawing on Derrida’s notion of
the différance,12 we can say that we know “the invisible” only because we have “the visible” as a
grounding concept—and vice versa. Indigenous people are invisible, except in so far as they
constitute either a problem, or a decorative feature.13
In order to attend to the wound of invisibility, it is essential that Aboriginal knowledge is
promulgated, and not only through the medium of Western academic discourse. Lawrence Perry
writes:
Our Dreaming and creation stories are integral to our traditional culture and our history,
but there are many other Aboriginal stories of cultural knowledge that are just as
important. These stories are becoming more frequently written, and many more will be
told about what our history and survival as Aboriginal peoples was like under a European
colonial regime.14.
Perry tells us that we ought to tell our stories in our own words. By telling our stories, we reveal
not only the trauma but also the joys that official discourse generally conceals. By telling our
stories, we not only subvert the hegemonic narratives of colonialism, but also engage in a deep
healing process. For this healing to take place, there must be remembering, not a forgetting, of our
past. The telling of our stories is an important part of the healing process because, as thinkers
from Sigmund Freud to Michael White have shown, ‘one of the principle factors in the
intergenerational transmission of trauma is the incapacity on the part of the survivors to
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remember, to mourn and to symbolize the trauma’ (Connolly 2011).15 If left unexpressed, trauma
will not simply go away. Things that are hidden still exist. We are now seeing an increasing
telling of those stories by Aboriginal people. Especially in the case of the Stolen Generation of
Aboriginal people, a long silence has been broken. By telling our stories we enunciate our
subjectivities and support each other.
Perry asserts, and I am strongly in agreement with this position, that too many Aboriginal
academics have allowed their voice to be dominated by Western academic voice, epistemology
and ontology, which leads to a greater or lesser extent to the silencing of Aboriginal voices,
epistemology and ontology.18 He declares the importance of storytelling, noting that it is a
performative act which enunciates the subjectivity of the narrator by calling upon the roots of
his/her heritage. From these roots emerge not only the content of the stories, but also the manner
of their telling. This means that stories do not merely brighten or highlight facts, and nor do they
merely deceive us with lies. Rather, they create communities. While this is an unorthodox thesis
in terms of the mix of personal non-fiction stories, fiction, and academic sources, I have written it
deliberately so, in order that my voice, my stories, will be neither dismissed nor translated into
some discourse amenable to dominant Western modes. However, I value the insights available
through the work of cultural theorists, sociologists, philosophers, anthropologists and empirical
scientists. I suggest that the combination of the personal with the academic, and fiction with
nonfiction, shed more light and offer more ways of understanding than using only one or the
other.
The motivation for undertaking the research was a desire to address the invisibility that leads nonAboriginal people to say, as I have so often heard, “I didn’t know”. This statement is puzzling
when there have been numerous high profile reports, news stories, and public debates about
Aboriginal oppression and disadvantage over many decades.16 Further, I wished to write a work
15
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of fiction addressing Aboriginal masculinity that could be read by Aboriginal and nonAboriginal
readers and which would speak to those with less education as well as those highly educated in
both constituencies, and portraying an Aboriginal man who was, as all men are, good and bad,
noble and savage, saint and sinner.
The overarching research question addressed by the thesis is: what are some of the ways we can
understand what it is to be an Aboriginal man in the twenty-first century?
The next chapter, ‘Being Barkindji’, contributes to the exploration of this question by recounting
my experience of my grandfather, Arch Black, a Barkindji man from the lower Darling River area
of New South Wales near Bourke. My grandfather was born on country and spoke his language,
but it was in his generation that the move off country was dictated by pastoralists, supported in
their actions by government policy, law and capitalist modes of ownership. Grandfather was the
person I knew best who had that direct relationship to country and language, and while I reject
essentialist ideas of in/authentic identity, in the chapter his ‘Barkindjiness’ emerges as a state of
‘being’ Barkindji. Chapter 2 ‘Becoming Barkindji’ deals with how a man can identify as
Barkindji when he lives off country and does not speak the language.
The final component of the thesis is the novel.

6

Chapter 1: Being Barkindji
For not only must the black man be black, he must be black in relation to the white
man…the black man has no ontological resistance in the eyes of the white man. The
black man amongst his own in the twentieth century does not know at what moment his
inferiority comes into being through the other.17
It was late afternoon in early autumn. I was with my grandfather and uncle in the bush south of
Bourke, not far from the river. We were cutting wood. Our stoves at home were old wood-fired
jobs, though we still mostly preferred to cook on open coals, and it was much easier to go out and
cut wood for our families than to find the money to pay for it from the sawmill. I was eleven years
old and feeling quite grown-up. I’d fought older boys, which was one of the signs of an
Aboriginal boy in becoming a man.
The bush was always a place of fascination for me – I had never liked being in town. In
particular, I didn’t like being around people who were fighting, as was too often the case in
Bourke back then. In town our black men mostly fought each other or police. It wasn’t uncommon
to witness Aboriginal women arguing over their children and their men. As a child growing up in
Bourke in the 1960s, domestic violence was raising its ugly head as most of us were living hand
to mouth. Violence sometimes spilled out of the homes and into the street or onto the open
reserve. The peace and pride in family, and in place, that which I’d been a part of since the day I
was born, was constantly under threat in this violence. I was slowly coming to realise that I was
witnessing an end to something beautiful, witnessing the breakdown of our extended family
network and the respect for our elders and our old ‘known’ way of life. And it made me very sad.
On top of the violence, old people were dying and it was difficult to see where other people stood
in their place or moved into those empty spaces that replaced the lost knowledges and
understanding that went with the Elders to their graves. Traditional Indigenous cultural practises
had long ceased to be performed in public, and only a very few of those practises were performed
17
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under the cover of darkness, away from the prying eyes of white authorities. ––––––––––––––––
––––––––––––––
For Stuart Hall, ‘lived’ identity can be read twofold; ‘identity as being’ which places the
individual in relation to the collective – be that the family or the clan; and ‘identity as becoming’
which refers to a process of identification that allows for discontinuity. The distinction Hall
makes is particularly relevant in explaining, through storytelling, my grandfather’s ways and
words. Grandfather’s ways and words, his storytelling, constitute an ‘identity as being’ because
his cultural practice, located in an ancient tradition and aligned with its imperatives, connects
individuals to the collective; to those present now, and to those dead, the ancestors. Storytelling
can also be understood as an act of ‘identity as becoming’ because the meaning being conveyed
never seeks to be finite. Meaning within the (message) story needs to, and indeed does, change as
the individual grows or, in Hall’s terms, ‘becomes’.18
In this chapter, I explore what it is to be Barkindji. In Bourke where I spent the first part of my
childhood, the breakdown of traditional lore and practices was followed by an increase in
violence and the adoption of Western values/practices such as private ownership, greed and
violence. It was virtually impossible for a child born into such a situation to be Barkindji because
what it was to be Barkindji was neither clear nor, when it could be discerned at all, was it
achievable nor desirable. However it was impossible not to be ‘black’.
But what is it to be “black”? Perhaps blackness can only be understood as other than whiteness.
Being identified as “black”, everything a “black” person does is positioned in a negative relation
to those acts which are seen as “white”. This otherness of being black is a kind of mirror image
for the white fulla, for whom “black” is opposite to his own self-image, which is white. Into this
“mirror” the white fulla throws everything that he does not see, or that which he does not want to
acknowledge in himself – wildness, deviance, childishness, unpredictability, immorality,
stupidity, lustfulness, untruthfulness, dirt, savagery. But at the same time, the so-called “savage”
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can also be seen as noble, so that “blackness” can denote the deviant, strange and dangerous, as
well as the playful, innocent and natural.
However, all these attempts to define “blackness” are phantasmagorical. The fact that, in the
mirror, the white fulla identifies the black fulla as wild, as deviant, as child-like et cetera does not
mean that any of these qualities are either true or false. Imagine if we insisted that black people
were not empty receptacles to be filled by white phantasies? The truth is that, for more than two
hundred years in Australia, we blacks have been objects of study – things to be known. But the
white fulla has only ever cared to know us in ways that accord with his own perceived interests,
self-justifications and desires. Blackness is a grotesque hall of mirrors in which the ‘real’ black
man can never appear. He is invisible there.
Franz Fanon offers an explanation what it is to be ‘black’ in Black Skin White Masks19 by telling
a story of a child noticing a person with black skin, and the child exclaims to his mother that he
has seen a black man and that he is frightened. The effect is that the black man is all at once and
unavoidably confronted with the history and ongoing domination of colonialism. The “racial
epidermal schema”23 splits the black man, or in my case, the Barkindji man, into a body and a
race, but does not allow a specific cultural identity, such as Barkindji. Such traumatic encounters,
argues Fanon, ensure that the black man is doomed to constantly relive the trauma of colonisation.
And being black, it will be shown, is very different from being Barkindji. This will be contrasted
with what my grandfather was able to impart to me about what it was and is to be Barkindji, to his
way of knowing. But even for him, his rupture from the land and his treatment at the hands of
white station owners made being Barkindji a difficult thing to maintain.
Many of the Barkindji people who lived in Bourke in the late 1960s came to Bourke from
southern Queensland – Murrawarri, Kuya and Wongamara amongst them (tribes, as they were
referred to by local people in Bourke in those days), and from around Wilcannia, Mount
Gunndabooka, Louth, or farther west, down in the beautiful Mallee country, near Mildura. Some
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were returned Stolen Ones20 – those who had been removed from families under government
policies from an earlier era. Many of those who arrived in Bourke stayed and had children and
made Bourke their new and permanent home, travelling back occasionally to the places of their
ancestors to visit relatives and for important family and cultural events such as funerals, marriages
or birthdays. Such events were celebrated with dignity and pride, and there was always a sense of
sadness tinged with joy when new information about our relatives arrived back in Bourke,
brought by those who had attended those distant events. None of my people had telephones, so
most news from our old homelands arrived via telegrams or passing travellers, drovers and
drifters mainly – the bush telegraph. In the saddest of cases, such as the death of a relative, a
police message would sometimes be telephoned through from the outlying police station to the
station in Bourke. And so the travelling was two-way; we would travel to the homelands, and
relatives would visit us in Bourke, for similar events.
The reunions were warmly greeted on most occasions by the Aboriginal families, the shopkeepers
and the publicans. But we were constantly watched with suspicion by the police and the nonAboriginal people in town. They watched for the first sign of ‘trouble’ – and that could be
something as harmless as Aboriginal children walking in large family groups to the public pool at
the far end of town, where no Aboriginal people lived. This constant surveillance both threatened
us and motivated our outright defiance towards the white authorities and the nonAboriginal
people in town. Our mere presence had white people suspecting us of threatening their property
and their safety, and indeed (mainly due to the frustration of feeling accused by them when we
were not being troublesome or violent), we would sometimes act so as to threaten them.21 Back
when I was a boy growing up in Bourke, we’d sometimes react to surveillance by throwing stones
on their roofs, or destroying streetlights and shop windows. The labels that were bestowed on us
by the police, the courts, some teachers and many of the white people, such as ‘uncontrollable’,
20
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‘mischievous’, ‘hopeless’, ‘wayward’, ‘delinquent’ and ‘dangerous’, became essential parts of our
identity. We’d sometimes play out those roles to ‘show them’ that we wouldn’t be so easily
dismissed and denied. We were becoming anti-social, and retreating towards a world where
secrets and violence ruled behaviour.
Gillian Cowlishaw says in Blackfellas, Whitefellas, and the Hidden Injuries of Race that:
While the legitimacy of Indigenous claims to habitation of the continent from
time immemorial is widely pronounced, for instance in the High Court Mabo
decision, white-fellas seldom concede that they are “now walking on Aboriginal
land.”22
In childish ways, I and the other Barkindji and Kunya children (who were related to me) reacted
angrily to the fact that white-fellas did not acknowledge that they were, in our minds, walking on
Aboriginal land. We were abusive towards them and dismissive of them, of their powers and their
positions in the community.
Meanwhile in the Aboriginal community in Bourke, new ideas replaced the old. Strangers took
the place of the old familiar people I’d grown up with, and the world presented other ways to be,
and displayed foreign means of getting there. Traditional Barkindji cultural values and practices
were being rapidly overshadowed by contemporary western ways. There were no more initiation
ceremonies. Instead, when a boy turned eighteen years of age he was now recognised to be an
adult, having the right to vote, to enter public houses such as hotels and motels, to join the armed
services and to go to an adult prison as an inmate. The sacred places that once would have been
visited and the knowledge gained as part of initiation were replaced with going to government and
private schools and to church. The traditional burial practices were now being performed by the
‘White Ladies’ and other funeral businesses. In those moments of de-valuation many of us began
to lose a strong sense of our traditional Barkindji identity – if indeed that sense had ever been
strong. With this shift in sense of self came a loss of pride, and our behaviour towards each other
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and towards others outside our family groups changed dramatically; in many cases, violently so.
In being defined and de-valued or re-valued by the dominant western culture as less than another
person, as no longer authentic Aborigines, we were also becoming lost to the traditional way of
being Barkindji. We were, therefore, in a process of being announced as a new hybrid that was
rarely valued or embraced by either camp: neither the whites nor the Aborigines.
We were learning to become ‘black’ rather than Barkindji.
What kept my extended family strong was the family itself. Slowly, as work and the money that
work provided dried up, our huge extended network began to dissolve. Most of Grandfather’s
children were by that time removed from his traditional land and living ‘under the gun’; under the
constant gaze of the police and government authorities in Bourke. We found it very difficult to
make it out into the bush to hunt for food, and the food that originally came freely from the land
was in very small supply. Traditional hunting grounds were now private property, and property
laws and stations with warning signs saying ‘Trespassers will be prosecuted’ scared most of us
from entering our old hunting grounds. Our families now only rarely supplemented our diets with
an occasional meal of ‘bush tucker’. Sometimes a relative would bring a kangaroo or emu or emu
eggs in from the bush and we would share a feast. On more rare occasions still, someone would
‘take’ a ‘killer’ (a sheep) from a surrounding property and slaughter it and share the meat amongst
us. Though the Darling River that had always supplied us with water and fish was still a source of
life and nourishment, increasingly, as more modern practices such as the use of nylon fishing nets
came into being, people found little time for fishing, and we were becoming reliant on
government rations that were distributed to us via the police. At first we did our best to support
each other, but ultimately my grandfather’s children began to separate from each other.
The parents moved away from the extended family model we’d grown to rely upon, as they cared
more for their own children than their brothers’ and sisters’ offspring. We were becoming nuclear
families. We were coming to live the way we saw white people living.
Parents saved what was left from the meagre wages and rations for harder times in the future.
What was once shared unselfishly was now hoarded, and spats began to break out between us.
Toys, blankets, food, gear and other equipment became personal and private property. The
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children found that what had once been shared and known in the collective, something that was
for all, now required specific permission to use. We found ourselves learning to become selfish.
We found ourselves saying, “Can I have that?” and “Please”, for things that in the past were freely
available to us as they belonged to all. We understood this asking behaviour to be begging.
When the children needed the extended family support and protection most, as our community
was changing rapidly before us, we were told to ask for it, rather than know that it would be there
as a given, as it had been in the past. We were learning how to become spiteful and greedy. And
that selfishness led us to feel deep, sad shame and confusion. All of this resulted in our feeling
resentment towards our other mothers (our aunts) and towards our other fathers (our uncles), and
towards ourselves. We children were becoming uncontrollable with our demands. The impact of
this can be still felt on our families today. We placed increasing emphasis on our toys and books,
on the accessories, and that meant many parents went without in order to provide for their
children. Recognising the anguish and struggle that parents were going through in order to
provide for us, some of us children began stealing from others in order to contribute to the family
income. Parents did not approve of this behaviour and so we began telling lies to hide our guilt.
This behaviour was neither condoned nor tolerated within our group. But we were continually
being seduced by capitalism: dollar values over morals were killing us spiritually.
Parents took the side of their own child, and arguments ensued between my grandfather’s
children. Everybody wanted more and more of everything, it seemed. When the cash was short,
the frustrations could explode into rows and fights. My grandfather’s children were taught to be
proud of themselves and of their achievements from the time they were young. But now, not
many of us were practising humility or consideration towards the other anymore, as it had been in
the old traditional ways of my grandfather. What we should have shared, we held singularly;
when the children as relatives as we had done in the past. My grandparents’ authority was being
challenged. But when my grandparents no longer felt useful and valued, we began to suffer our
greatest loss. With the destruction of our family structure we were losing our identity as
Barkindji; as Kunya; as Nyemba; and as Wiradjuri. We were becoming strangers to our traditional
identity, and yet still stood as ‘strangers’ outside the white/western identity and culture.
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These outrages were witnessed by the children. A terrible model of behaviour was replacing that
model that we knew to have been correct and proper. So cousins were sleeping with and having
children with cousins, and there was nothing that the grandparents could do about it because new
Western laws ruled over the traditional Barkindji ones. Our Barkindji traditions and lores were
scattered like the ashes from our fires, and discredited before our eyes. Increasingly, the police,
welfare officers and other white people were involving themselves in our family and cultural
business as we broke away from the traditional Barkindji model, and in town I felt trapped and
choked and not able to live free without coming under a white man’s gaze each time I left my
home. But out there in the scrub, I could breathe clean, free air! No one owned that air. It was
ours to live in. But a truer way of understanding our relationship with our ‘country’ was more
than the land. Nature owned us. We were supposed to be one with the land. We were supposed to
be a part of nature. That was the land of my grandfather. It is the land of my dreaming. It is
Barkindji land.
Our grandparents and other older Barkindji people would still gather around the camp to talk and
tell stories of our past and our traditional customs and rituals to the young people, but this was
becoming less frequent and less of an occasion compared to the traditions of the past. So that was
the way in which the being-ness of Barkindji became unavailable to we children. But what was it
to truly be Barkindji? How different might it have been? I can only access this through the things
my grandfather told me, and by recounting my observations of him.
––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––
My grandfather asked me to sit with him as my uncle continued to cut timber from fallen trees.
Both my uncle and my grandfather were expert bushmen. I sat and watched my uncle ply the axe
in the way that experts do, with minimum effort to achieve maximum results. The sound of axe on
wood rang out and echoed back from big river gums on both sides of the river. Grandfather had
a worried look on his face. I thought that he knew that I was troubled by all the fighting that was
occurring within the family. I thought that he was upset with me, for I too had begun to fight often
at school and in the streets around town with other boys, both black and white fullas.
––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––
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I was beginning to get a bad reputation among the families as a boy who was violent and
dangerous. The police had driven me home once before when they’d caught me fighting another
boy in a back lane, and warned me and my parents: there would be no ‘next time’, the police
sergeant told Dad. If I was caught again, I would be charged. My father found this extremely
difficult to deal with as he often fought with his fists to resolve differences. How now could he
justifiably stand there and tell me not to do the same? This brought tremendous fear and shame to
my parents, grandparents, and the rest of our family. For a short while, the fear that this act
brought to the family drew the extended family closer together, and some old arguments and
scores were forgiven and forgotten. Grandfather and Nan were central to dealing with this
untenable situation.
However, yet harder times were still to come. Grandfather lost his job as a head stockman on the
station, and he moved to Bourke permanently. The money that he brought into the family was
gone. The suffering was exacerbated, for at about the same time, the droving work that
Grandfather’s sons, my two uncles, had relied upon, had also come to an end. For the first time in
many years, our family became almost totally reliant upon welfare food. This is a great shame to
proud people as my people were.
Grandfather, Nan and their children had all gone to work in the world of adults from when they
were young teenagers. Their formal education was minimal, to say the least. Grandfather and my
two uncles and Dad eventually found work in town, either at the abattoirs that operated
spasmodically, or with the Department of Main Roads, or the local Shire – all hard and sometimes
dangerous skilled labour. Grandfather’s daughters married and settled into domestic family life.
My mother and grandmother gained employment as domestic staff at the district hospital. But not
one of them was completely satisfied or happy about living in town. Often Dad would escape and
catch a train to Sydney, and lose himself in the anonymity of the big smoke to cope with the
tedium and control that was Bourke. Grandfather and my uncles would become more reliant upon,
and, would sometimes lose themselves in, the bottle. The access to alcohol and the boredom that
town life consisted of fed a depression that was never spoken about, but was expressed in bouts of
drunkenness, confusion and despair. Grandfather suffered the most, I thought.

15

When the station owner told him that he couldn’t afford to employ him anymore, Grandfather
walked from that Barkindji land for the last time. He had been born on the land that station
claimed as private property. Grandfather, more than the rest of us, understood what loss of land
was all about. The loss of his land and access to his sacred places, to his dreaming place, occupied
his mind forever after that terrible day. In his country he knew who he was and how he became
Barkindji. But Grandfather had great difficulty maintaining that understanding of himself off and
away from his country. He had even greater difficulty with the notion that any person could keep
him from his country.
Grandfather’s people had held that land sacred for millennia. They had invested everything they
possessed and all that they were in it. Their understanding of the cosmos and everything within it
was held to that land – not any other land. Their stories of creation; their histories; their beliefs
and hopes were attached to that land. And then one day, a man said that the station couldn’t afford
Grandfather anymore and that he’d have to go. I always wondered how the Station would be able
to not afford to keep him! How could they know what land was too sacred to farm without him, I
wondered? What could ever replace him? How would they come to love the land as Grandfather
did? These were the questions that troubled me from that time on. I thought that it would be the
land itself that would suffer the most without Grandfather. I came to know in time that both that
country and my grandfather suffered equally. In their haste to make the land more profitable
through new farming practices, and to cope with changing economic political strategies, it was
first the Barkindji people, and then the land itself that were venerable yet expendable
commodities to be harmed, and destroyed in the process. All this destroyed the hope, beliefs and
faith my grandfather had in traditional Barkindji ways of being.
When he was told to leave his country, what did he know he was leaving? For him, his identity as
Barkindji was attached to a personal, physical attachment to that land. His mother’s body and the
remains of his father are in that land. His dreaming places and his totemic relationships with the
cosmos are there in that country. Yet, he was told to leave. That they couldn’t afford him
anymore. My grandfather had no intention of begging or asking for permission to go to his sacred
places from any white man. He did never return to his country. This was his heartbreak.
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Webb and Byrnand, writing on the zombie trope, state:
Like humans, zombies aren’t social isolates – they seem to prefer to live in groups,
within built environments; like us, they actively colonize spaces for themselves;
like us – at least in the West – they seek to spread well beyond their local region,
and to dominate people and places. Consequently, though we do not know their
points of origin, we typically come across them in the most ordinary and safe of
environments – our own home ground. Indeed, there is always something ‘nearly
me’ about the monster. 23.
And, quoting from the film, Day of The Dead:
… the crazy scientist, Dr Logan, insists of his zombies: ‘They are us, they are extensions
of us, they are the same animals.’ The same, yet not identical: zombies are ‘people without
minds’; the undead; and thus are both us and not us. In this respect, they are like the dead
themselves… 24
Grandfather (while knowing his point of origin), sometimes appeared to me to have become
zombie- insomuch as, though he lived, he said he felt more dead than alive after coming to settle
in Bourke. I also make use of the zombie trope in describing identity for the same reasons Webb
and Byrnand use it: “because the zombie trope is so often associated with power and its
exploitation.”25
Grandfather felt lost unto himself and hardly ever spoke of old Barkindji ways to anyone. Not
knowing how to perform ‘Barkindji’ any more in Bourke became mostly a full time
preoccupation for him. He, but once, whispered just a few words in his Barkindji language to
Nan, for us – but only after much pleading from his children. His voice was hardly audible, he
smiled, however it was not a smile of joy, rather it seemed that he was upset and ashamed that his
traditional Barkindji culture was no longer relevant. It was almost too much for him to speak his
23

Webb, J., & Byrnand, S. (2008). Some kind of virus: the zombie as body and as trope. Body and Society, 14/2:
8397: p.84
24
ibid: p.85
25
ibid

17

language, as if in remembering it brought back something to him that had been taken away in a
spiteful grab that he couldn’t cope with. I asked him why he would not teach me his Barkindji.
His reply was, “Who would you speak it to?” Grandfather believed the Barkindji language would
die out. He believed that he was one of the few remaining speakers left, and that, after his death
there would be no one for me to speak to in that language. Perhaps, he thought also, that there
would be few, if any, that would be interested in listening to the Barkindji language being spoken
in the future. I believe he never considered that, with the use and knowledge of the Barkindji
language, I may have had other ways in which to exist, to ‘know’ the world. For language as a
tool can do far more than simply make sounds. It can also provide a speaker with the ability to
think critically through that language, and provide a way in which to make meaning in culturally
specific and relevant ways. Fanon says: “He who speaks a language carries the weight of that
civilization.”26. My grandfather (like Fanon) witnessed a world where people were separated
apart from the other in racial and cultural differences; “The white man is sealed in his whiteness.
The black man in his blackness.”31 To me, this rings true. When my grandfather gave me his
stories, he laid a weight upon me, but also he provided me with a right to exist within his
‘dreaming’ – with his stories, and an authority to teach it.
I thought often that Grandfather lived with ghosts. Perhaps that’s the way he saw it too. I found
him talking to himself at times. He was speaking to someone or something that wasn’t present.
When he saw that I witnessed him speaking to ‘them’, he didn’t deny it, he just smiled and
nodded to me in acknowledgement that I knew something about him that he was keeping secret
from other people. He often walked alone – stiff arms by his side, head bowed, and flat footed –
zombie-like. Grandfather continued to be haunted by ghosts of his past, haunted by memories of
his country. He became someone who he didn’t understand in terms of the traditional Barkindji
obligations he had left to deal with when he moved to Bourke. He didn’t see himself as Barkindji,
except when he was on Barkindji country. He knew he still had the un-finished business of
‘putting me through law’ to deal with and, as long as he was separated from his ‘home country’,
he had unfinished business to deal with regarding his traditional cultural obligations to country.
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And, those obligations, those acts, those things that were yet to be done, needed to take place back
on his homeland country – on Barkindji country, with Barkindji people.
Like zombies, who must die properly and fully, or return to life, for Grandfather’s world to return
to ‘normal’ he would need to die or to become ‘whole’. He saw himself as not being Barkindji
when he was ‘off country’. He said he didn’t know how to be Barkindji when ‘off country’. He
was not dead, yet not alive. Lurking within Grandfather was a burning desire to ‘be’ Barkindji.
Nostalgia for being Barkindji created for him a terrible tension because, whereas he was once
privileged by his family and other kinfolk as being Barkindji, he was disadvantaged for being
Barkindji in that moment of the dismissal from the station. This is not to suggest that there was
only an impact on the colonized going on when the colonizers took the being out of Barkindji for
grandfather: Webb and Byrnand (2008, p. 93) warn:
Just as the colonizers had zombied, or dehumanized the locals, Sartre wrote, so too the
locals will come to see them not as humans, but as things, and to zombie them in turn.
‘Turn and turnabout,’ he warns; ‘in these shadows from whence a new dawn will break, it
is you who are the zombies.’27
I was my grandfather’s hope of that new dawn.
In Grandfather’s time, to become wholly human meant to become a white person, for it was the
white people in Australia that held citizenship, not the Aborigine. Not like a white person, but as
close as one could get to being a white person. My grandfather possessed what was colloquially
referred to as a ‘dog licence’ – a certificate of exemption from the provisions of the Aborigines’
Welfare Act, 1940-6928. Possessing a certificate of exemption meant he could hold a job, possess a
bank account, enter a hotel and drink alcohol. He was in some ways equal to white people in
Australia. But he was not white. Growing up, I was never told nor made aware that Grandfather
had strived The breakdown of traditional family structures, combined with the restriction of living
on the relatively small part of Barkindji lands that was Bourke, led to the closing off of any
27
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possibility of being Barkindji. My grandfather exemplified this for me. But how can we
understand questions of identity as they related to Grandfather? How can we understand his
former Barkindji identity as more than a seemingly essentialised connection with land? How can
we understand what replaced that Barkindji identity? What was it, if not Barkindji? What did it
mean for him to be black?
Many Aboriginal people within the township of Bourke today fall into the categories of oppressed
and/or dispossessed. They remain, on the whole, dispossessed of traditional lands and separated
from knowing and practising traditional ways of being. In the film documentary
Kanyini, the film’s narrator, Bob Randall, speaks of how he was removed from his family’s care
by the State. (Bob Randall was a 'Tjilpi' (special teaching uncle) of the Yankunytjatjara people.)
Randall not only informed the viewer that he was snatched from his family by a policeman, but
also explained what he understood to be family. Randall said: ‘I was taken from all of this. From
my family...The rocks and the trees...’29
In that moment, Randall identified ‘nature’ as a connection to his identity as a Yankunytjatjara
person. For him, identity is bound with ‘nature’, they are not separate. This traditional Aboriginal
way of ‘being’ has profound consequences for the individual Aboriginal person. “The land is me,
I am the land” is what it amounts to. When my grandfather spoke to me, he told me that gidgee
tree was a part of my identity. I am related to that tree in a totemic fashion. The country with the
flora and fauna are in a spiritual relationship with us.
With regard to the status of Indigenous Australians living off country, Aileen Morton-Robinson
writes:
We are not migrant in the sense that we have moved from one nation state to another, but
the policies of removal transferred different indigenous peoples from their specific
country to another’s. This dislocation in effect means that Indigenous people can be out
of place in another’s country but through cultural protocols and the commonality of our
ontological relationship to country we can be in place but away from our home country.
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This is a different experience of migrancy to that of the post-colonial subject. It is not a
hybridity derived from a third space; a kind of menagerie of fluid diasporic subjects.
Instead there is a commensurate doubleness superimposed by marginality and centring.
Marginality is the result of colonization and the proximity to whiteness, while centring is
achieved through the continuity of ontology and cultural protocols between Indigenous
people. This suggests that Indigenous subjectivity represents a dialectical unity between
humans and the earth consisting of subject positions whose integration requires a degree
of mimetic performativity.30
The ontology to which Moreton-Robinson refers is the logic of being based in a system of
spiritual knowledge which is itself based on understandings that the land and all of its inhabitants
and the social practices which tie the two together are all creations of the Dreaming. What she
argues is that this ontological system is as valid as white systems of rationality, science, and social
science. It is the relationship to country which, in Grandfather’s case, does not go away just
because one is separated from country. However what Grandfather had and what I don’t— and
this will be explored further in the next chapter—is a direct experience of bodily performance of
and in and with country.
I often think of what my grandfather might have made of the sensation and brilliance of the High
Court ruling in the Mabo case.31 Unfortunately, my grandfather died in 1989 and so never got the
chance to witness a new history in the making with Mabo. I feel sure that he would have smiled
that beautiful smile, and would have been happy knowing that finally his history and his rights to
country could be freely and graciously embraced by the nation. My grandfather is buried in
Bourke, but I believe his spirit returned to his original home, Mount Gunndabooka ... and I can
feel him there, in Bourke, in spirit, and feel him there in the wind, and I know he’s here in spirit.
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Not being formally well-educated via Western schooling did not render Grandfather un-knowing
regarding issues of racism, power, control, denial, self-determination and human rights. We spoke
for many years about the ‘maybes and the could-haves, if onlys’, regarding the loss of our
traditional ways and identity. His discussions with me were as insightful and wise as with any
person I have met. Grandfather spoke to me of what he saw in regard to new ways of being
Aboriginal; and at the time of his death, he was reconsidering the singular view he held about
what it is to be Barkindji, and thought of us others, who had limited ways of knowing his way of
being Barkindji.
Morton-Robinson37 and Paradies3233 make for interesting discussion on the consequences and
costs of being Aboriginal, and of coming into being Aboriginal. Robinson-Morton opens her
chapter, ‘I still call Australia Home: Indigenous Belonging and Place in a White Postcolonizing
Society’, quoting Big Bill Neidjie in Kakadu Man: “Our story is in the land...it is written in those
sacred places ...” Morton-Robinson juxtaposes Big Bill’s words with those of entertainer Peter
Allen’s song, I Still Call Australia Home:
I’ve been to cities that never close down, from New York to Rio to old London town,
but no matter of how far I roam, I still call Australia home...34
Morton-Robinson considers who takes, maintains and produces power in the knowing of being
Aboriginal/Australia, and in claiming Australian identity. She says “[t]he words of Bill Neidjie
and Peter Allen carry the marks of these differences of belonging.”
In her paper, Morton-Robinson positions Neidjie, a Gaagudju traditional language speaker, and
keeper of his traditional country, opposite to (or at the very least) markedly different from Peter
Allen, an Australian, who mostly lived out of Australia (‘off country’, so to speak). Peter Allen,
who sang a different ‘country song’, in a different language from Neidjie, claimed to be
authentically ‘Australian’. But what are the costs, and, who pays the price in these moments of
being Aboriginal, Australian, authentic?
32
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Paradies, an Aboriginal man of mixed heritage, claims, “I identify racially as an AboriginalAnglo-Asian Australian.” He continues, “I fail to match the stereotyped physicality of an
‘Indigene’, that is I have white skin and relatively European features”. 35 He uses, amongst other
ways of knowing, government statistics to drive his argument, and in claiming authenticity and
truth regarding ancestry/identity, he raises further questions regarding what being Aboriginal is in
contempory Australia. “Many Indigenous Australians also share my diverse racial background,
with, for instance, 22 percent of Indigenous people reporting ‘European’ ancestry in the 2001
Census.”36.
Carole Pateman points out that democratic civil society is entered into under coercion, because in
practice there is no real choice: in order to adopt a workable identity, individuals must consent to
the terms of membership; and having once consented, they are treated as always consenting.37
Consequently, the civil society is never the ‘space of uncoerced human association’, but depends
on a form of compulsion. The abstract subject is, formally speaking, anyone in the community,
but in practice only those who possess normative identity constitute the abstract subject who has
rights to a place in the civil society. Everyone else is there only under a caveat – able to be
excluded at a moment’s notice. For Pateman, these are the identities that must be fought for.
My grandfather found himself being, and acknowledging, that he was both Barkindji and also a
blackfulla. His blackness both ‘marked’ him as different, in the manner that being ‘black’ is a
difference and a challenge to white people as explained by Fanon38. Paradies44, using postmodern
theory and operating from a political standpoint of choice, claims to have experienced the same or
similar disadvantage. His experience stems from a different logic though, he argues: it is because
he does not possess the ‘Aboriginal features’, or traditional ways that Grandfather had. Though
both are ‘marked’ as difference, Grandfather’s and Paradies’ experiences disrupt any sense of
uniformity in claiming identity.
35
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Since the Mabo High Court ruling (MABO), an Aboriginal person attempting to reclaim land
must to be able to prove a continuous ‘spiritual’ connection to the land in question. The very act
of knowing oneself in an Aboriginal traditional way is being questioned at that point. What
becomes of Aboriginal people who were removed by the State? What becomes of those known as
the Stolen Generation? Their traditional Aboriginal identity was interrupted, and then determined
again differently by Government policies and religious doctrine. For example, tribal names were
replaced with Christian ones. They were manipulated to have no personal relationship with their
parents, kin or their land. Their names were changed and new identities were provided for them.
New ways of being were forced upon them with the effect, intended or not, of extinguishing all
rights to their land, forcing them to become ‘Australian’ rather than, say, Barkindji. The Chief
Protector in Western Australia, Mr. Neville was charged with the opportunity to help make this
happen. Neville believed that by ‘breeding the black out’ via inter-racial marriages, the problem
of difference between Aboriginal and the wider Australian society would disappear.39.
Addressing the Australian Reconciliation Convention in 1997, the former High Court judge and
co-author of the Bringing Them Home report, Sir Ronald Wilson, Human Rights and Equal
Opportunity Commissioner, said;
in 1937, there was a national conference, the first national conference of Commonwealth and
State Aboriginal affairs Ministers, and it was said there, "This conference believes that the
destiny of the natives of Aboriginal origin" – but not that of full bloods, because they didn't
have to be worried about them; they were dying out – "but not of the full bloods lies in their
ultimate absorption by the people of the commonwealth and it therefore recommends that all
efforts be directed to that end. Nobody who knows about these groups could deny that their
members are socially and culturally deprived, we must improve their lot so that they can
take their place economically and socially in the general community. Once this is done, the
break-up of such groups will be rapid." That, ladies and gentlemen, is genocide.40
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And what becomes of my rights to Barkindji land, as I do not know the full ‘song’ of that land?
Under present land rights legislation, because I have no continual link or complete ‘spiritual’
connection to the Barkindji traditions, I would have extreme difficulty in ‘claiming’ Barkindji
land. So if my grandfather could no longer possess the land, and if by virtue of not being on the
land he could not be Barkindji, what was he? My grandfather owned no land and had no workers
to rule over, and in that, he could never take any position of power in capitalist hegemony. His
country was little more than a means of production for the capitalist machine.
Webb and Byrnand suggest that one way of understanding ourselves can be found in the zombie
trope:
[t]he zombie narrative suggests … what it means to be a human being in the
contemporary world: a world dominated by neoliberal economics, by globalization, and
by the work of capitalist production… 47
The authors offer some understandings of the zombie as trope, which relate directly to
Grandfather’s outer life in Bourke and what that suggests about his inner life and being Barkindji.
They characterize one form of zombie identity as manifesting “in the dampening of affect.”41
Whereas their example comes from Kurt Wimmer’s Equilibrium (2002), a film where the
government has identified the ‘sensate realm’ as the enemy of order, it can be argued that this is
also the type of zombie-dom exhibited by my grandfather. He certainly performed his Bourke
identity as one with few fluctuations in affect, with little manifestation of affect at all. As Webb
and Byrnand argue for their film zombies and people who resemble them, they “have no capacity
for subjective phenomenal experiences, or for ethical or affective judgement”.42 So too for
Grandfather. However, rather than affect being the enemy and therefore outlawed, I suggest that it
was the lack of any stimuli that might produce affect, the removal from the sacred country
wherein lies the source of all stimuli for affective performance of being Barkindji, that led to the
absence of affect for Grandfather and other Barkindji in Bourke township.
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Webb and Byrnand extend this exploration of the dampening of affect to consider what
strengthens when affect weakens. They suggest it is ‘drive’:
Drive is another matter, because here humans and zombies do seem to have something in
common. And drive, of course, is neither need nor desire, but is the unthinking response
of the subject to what Lacan, following Freud, has called ‘the Thing’ (1992: 51–2) – the
‘little a’. The ‘little a’ – the other – is what emerges in the primordial void created when
a person leaves the world of sensation for the realm of language, the symbolic order. The
Thing – the objet a – created in the moment we are inscribed as subjects of the symbolic
order, remains as a hollow in the self, what we can call the ‘dark inside’, which renders
us always Other to ourselves. From this point, we can never be fully ‘at home’, because
there’s always something else in there with us, lurking.43
This is a startlingly apt elucidation of the zombie state of my grandfather in Bourke. Having been
banished from the place, the embodied practices of country, that made affect possible,
Grandfather had entered the realm of language in Bourke, the objet (petit) a, and sensate response
was replaced by drives. This is at the root of the disruptive situations in Bourke described earlier
in this essay where the drive for things, the drive to hoard, the drive to possess, the drive for drink
and for unsanctioned, culturally inappropriate sex, took over from the affect that had previously
been made possible through the embodied practice of country. Grandfather ceased to be able to be
Barkindji although, as Webb and Byrnand posit, the knowledge that it was once possible to be
Barkindji lurked there within. And the temptation to view death as a means of restoring the
affective domain of what lurks within could be argued to be the basis of the high rate of
Aboriginal suicide.
This is the state of being black, as opposed to being Barkindji. In Bourke, Grandfather’s
indigeneity was marked politically. Using the zombie trope, I suggest that he existed in a state
partly of his own making, but more so via the construction of others including the Government,
where he merely existed, more than lived with well-beingness. He could not return to ‘being’
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Barkindji there. And he could never be a white person. He could only be ‘black’. His ‘blackness’
became not only how he was seen by white people, but also how he came to see himself. His
black skin came from his parents, but his being a ‘black person’ is a creation of other people’s
imagination. Ironically, his family name was Black.
Webb and Byrnand say this about identity:
Subjects are because they desire; and yet desire is also the point at which we are
separated from ourselves, made aware that we lack. In desiring, we search for the
self, the idea of a unified and intrinsic individual self, which of course does not
exist, and which is why desire can never be satisfied.44
Grandfather’s desire was to be Barkindji, but in being identified as ‘black’ he could never
completely fulfil his desire to be, or remain, Barkindji. For my grandfather, his world was
‘polarised’. Whites were right and blacks were kept in their place.
In this chapter I have argued that taking Aboriginal peoples away from families, land and culture
has interrupted our way of knowing ourselves. At best we can know ourselves generically as
Aboriginal, rather than specifically as, say, Barkindji. At worst, we know ourselves as black, as
the zombie wandering in the state between being and becoming. Overriding our desire in ways of
knowing ourselves as traditional Aboriginal people is the wider community’s desire for us be
more like them. To ‘become’, Australian. But we are black before we are Australian, in the eyes
of both Aboriginal and non-Aboriginal citizens. As well as privileging an Australian identity over
the traditional Aboriginal identity, this includes assuming a new set of values which in turn
requires that the land too can, perhaps even must, be seen in another way from the traditional
Aboriginal view. If this be the case, then I argue that the Aboriginal person who does not know
himself or herself in that traditional way runs the risk of not knowing the self in any way, other
than to carry the knowledge of the lurking life within. This is to be black as opposed to being
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Barkindji, Kunya, Wiradjuri, Nyemba or any other traditional way of coming into ‘being’. The
best that can be aspired to is to become Barkindji, Kunya, Wiradjuri, Nyemba and this is the
subject of the following chapter: becoming Barkindji.
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Chapter 2: Becoming Barkindji
In the previous chapter, the concept of ‘other’ as theorised by Fanon was briefly introduced.45 The
experience of living in Bourke for my grandfather and me often led to just that alienating
experience of othering Fanon describes: of being ‘black’, the opposite of white. Although ongoing
negotiation and performance of my identity involves far more than a simplistic binary between
blackness and whiteness, this chapter deals mostly with the black and the white people/person
concept as binary and as coloniser/colonised in the service of exploring the difference between
being black, being Aboriginal and being Barkindji.
Therefore, I speak similarly to Moreton-Robinson who emphasises British migration in stark
contrast to traditional ownership reflecting when she suggests, “the privileged location of white
people and institutions remain[s] at the centre of Australian society.” 46
She continues, speaking on rights and privileges, and states:
Migrancy and dispossession indelibly mark configurations of belonging, home and place
in the postcolonizing nation-state. In the Australian context - coloniser/migrant – is based
on the dispossession of the original owners of the land and the denial of our rights under
international customary law. It is a sense of belonging derived from ownership as
understood with the logic of capital; and it mobilizes the legend of the pioneer, ‘the
battler’, in its self-legitimization. Against this stands the Indigenous sense of belonging in
its incommensurable difference.47
Homi Bhabha points out that:
Cultures are never unitary in themselves, nor simply dualistic in the relation of self to
Other. This is not because of some humanistic nostrum that beyond individual cultures
45
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we all belong to the human culture of mankind … The reason a cultural text or system of
meaning cannot be sufficient unto itself is that the act of cultural enunciation – the place
of utterance – is crossed by the différance of writing.48
He talks of the ‘disjuncture between the subject of a preposition … and the subject of
enunciation’, the latter not specifically stated but always understood to be embedded in any
statement or expression. ‘The pact of interpretation,’ says Bhabha, ‘is never simply an act of
communication between the I and the You designated in the statement'56, but a ‘space’ which he
calls the ‘Third Space of enunciation’.49 This space disrupts the temporal dimension of cultural
analysis that traditional anthropological approaches to cultural analysis relied upon: a
generalizable, unbroken, teleological tale of the development of a culture.
Whereas for Grandfather the direct experience of country, and speaking Barkindji language and
performing practices enabled a more direct knowledge of being Barkindji, I have only had the
opportunity to become Barkindji through that Third enunciative Space with the past of my
Barkindji ancestors acknowledged but unrepresentable. As Bhabha says:
It is that Third Space, though unrepresentable in itself, which consititutes the discursive
conditions of enunciation that ensure that the meaning and symbols of culture have no
primordial unity or fixity; that even the same signs can be appropriated, translated,
rehistoricized and read anew.50
Bhabha asserts that for Fanon, 'the liberatory people who initiate the productive instability of
revolutionary cultural change are themselves the bearers of a hybrid identity”,51 because they are
caught in that temporal disruption brought about by the Third Space. This is a space whence
comes the problem for me as a Barkindji man in performing an identity that is neither Aboriginal
nor Barkindji nor black, but all three. While I assert as a political act my right to identify as
Barkindji, it is difficult to know what that means or how I should be so because I was born after
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the terrible impact of colonisation was felt. I do not know my language, and I have an imperfect
knowledge of the range of cultural practices that were central to Barkindji culture before
colonisation. If I aspire to be Barkindji, how do I become that? To appropriate Fanon, the
Barkindji man is not, any more than the Aboriginal man or the black man.52.
The black man approximates that which is opposite to the white. As Fanon, Bhabha and others
have argued, the white man is posited as clean and pure, the black man as unclean and impure; the
white man is the reliable father, the black man the unpredictable sexual predator; and so on. When
the colonised black-skinned man is confronted by the white gaze, he experiences an identity as
black man, as is detailed in Black Skin White Mask.53
With regard to the concept of identity, Homi Bhabha54 enunciates two ‘traditions in the discourse
of identity’: the philosophical tradition of self-reflection which is related to definitions which are
about a unified self; and the anthropological tradition of human identity as located in the
Nature/Culture split. However, he asserts that the postcolonial introduces a ‘persistent questioning
of the frame in addition to these two traditions.’55 Stuart Hall and Paul du Gay remind us that
identity is always ‘produced in specific historical and institutional sites within specific discursive
formations and practices, by specific enunciative strategies.’56 ‘Identities are thus points of
temporary attachment to the subject positions which discursive practices construct for us.’57 In
this thesis, identity is understood in terms of this notion of multiplicity and discursive formation.
However it will be seen how difficult it can be to escape notions of a far more stable concept
when we talk about Australian Indigenous identity politics. It is difficult not to lapse into talk
about ‘real’ Barkindji identity, or to talk of othering as having a totalizing impact.
My father was a Wailwan/Wiradjuri person. But he grew up in Sydney. He wasn’t taught much of
my paternal grandfather’s people’s traditional ways. My father did not know much at all about the
cultural practices of the Barkindji people. Nor did he know very much of the traditional cultural
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practices of my mother’s people, the Kunya people. And so, mostly growing up in a multicultural
city like Sydney, he found that the best way to fit in with people was to copy those people around
him. He grew up being ‘black’, rather than knowing the specifics of Wailwan or Wiradjuri ways.
He learnt to fight to defend himself and he taught me that it was important to stand up to others,
and to act physically if threatened. My mother was raised with much traditional knowledge of the
past practices of the Kunya people, though she did not go through any women’s traditional law
practices. She taught me that it is important to stand up for others. And, for me, growing up in
Bourke, the Aboriginal people of Bourke taught me that it is important to stand up with others on
issues of justice and responsibility.
Aboriginal identity (and we could just as well refer to it as Indigenous identity or Indigeneity) is
that form of being which is about characteristics attributed to all people of Aboriginal descent,
such as a history of oppression, a connection with country, a tradition of dance and certain forms
of art, and so on. While it is more specific than being black, it lacks the cultural specificity of
one’s own people or clan or country. So ‘being Aboriginal’ is about a collective understanding
and/or attribution of what it is to be Aboriginal as opposed to a particular way of being, say,
Barkindji, with the very particular knowledges and practices of that people. Gillian Cowlishaw
refers to a perceived reification of Aboriginal culture which, she argues, is increasingly the way
that Aboriginal culture is promoted in Australia:
Culture is mythologised through a body of positive narratives and beliefs about
Indigeneity that underlie and energise everyday action. A set of reified abstractions first
attribute injury and nonspecific suffering to Indigenous people serially and generally, and
second evoke a domain of traditional culture that must be protected, revived and called
upon to ameliorate social problems. This is a more mundane form of the sentimental
primitivism that dominates tourist and popular representations.66
And it is not only dominant institutions that enact this process. Aboriginals themselves may do so,
often because they have had little or no access to more specific knowledge of their original
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culture having been born off country, having been ‘stolen’ or otherwise separated from elders. So
this more generalised form of identity allows some Aboriginals at least some way of claiming and
performing a culture. Aboriginal communities may also perform these kinds of ‘Aboriginal’
cultures in festivals and other public venues as a way of connecting with non-Aboriginal people
and winning influence with local white communities. Elizabeth Furniss describes this kind of
performance in the Canadian context: ‘This is the strategy of cultural performance: the staged
public displays of aboriginal cultural identity. Cultural performances, to be sure, have become
central to the language of aboriginal politics’.58 This generalised Aboriginal identity can have
positive and negative consequences, can empower or reduce to stereotype alone.
To claim and perform Barkindji is to claim and perform a far more specific and detailed identity
— an identity that is grounded in the traditions and knowledges of my grandfather’s people who
are therefore also my people. But as already elucidated, I have only very limited direct knowledge
of this identity and the challenge is to find a way of claiming that identity, of performing it. This
challenge is addressed through the following self-reflexive exploration.
Exploration of my identity
Many destructive changes in the world of Barkindji people have been, and continue to be,
experienced by Barkindji people, whether they live on their traditional lands, or live on other land.
The right for Barkindji people to Barkindji land – to religious and spiritual freedoms, to the
harvesting of food, and to the dreaming places – have long been denied by Australian law, mainly
because of private property law, and the effects of other acts of colonisation. Despite all of this,
Barkindji lore persists and is still passed on and down through the generations of people through
storytelling and forms of modern media.
However, my cultural identity is different from the identity that my grandfather held. For me,
there has been no ‘natural’ or necessary way to be Barkindji, no ‘essentialised past’. I am not a
child of the desert, and I do not speak the Barkindji language. I do not know the traditional dances
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that were once performed by Barkindji people, and furthermore, I know of the sacred sites in
Barkindji country rather than personally know where most of them are located. My Barkindji
identity is outside the model that was true for my grandfather, a model that may have included
exclusive rights to the land, to traditional ceremonies, to Barkindji language and law. But
although I cannot simply be Barkindji, my becoming Barkindji has not rendered me completely
isolated from that culture and identity. Points of access to that Barkindji culture enable a
becoming Barkindji.
According to Hall, cultural identity can be understood as a being, something grounded in a real
state of experience and in a long tradition, but it can equally be:
a matter of 'becoming' as well as of 'being'. It belongs to the future as much as to

the

past. It is not something which already exists, transcending place, time, history and
culture. Cultural identities come from somewhere, have histories. But, like everything
which is historical, they undergo constant transformation. Far from being eternally fixed
in some essentialised past, they are subject to the continuous 'play' of history, culture and
power. Far from being grounded in a mere 'recovery' of the past, which is waiting to be
found, and which, when found, will secure our sense of ourselves into eternity, identities
are the names we give to the different ways we are positioned by, and position ourselves
within, the narratives of the past.59
While I feel a strong desire to become Barkindji, the desire is a process and not teleology. In the
days before the arrival of white people, a person could confirm their Barkindji-ness through a
system of initiations. These initiations were/are in some ways similar to university degrees
because they were intensive processes of education. By undertaking these initiations, one became
educated in the matter of being Barkindji. One learned about the Barkindji country and laws
pertaining to it, as well as learning about the movement of animals and the observation of plants.
Elders guided people from one hunting ground to another. Stories of the past were told to people
along the way, and sacred places were acknowledged and paid homage to. All of these things
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provided Barkindji people with a sense that the land was ours and we had a sense that the land
was an essence of who we are. By that I mean we become a part of the idea of the land itself. Our
name, Barkindji, for example, came from the land. We are Barkindji, and the land is us. For
Australian Christians, for example, inherit their surname from the father or the combined name of
mother and father. We are Barkindji because our land is Barkindji country. The land is connected
to us Barkindji people in our every aspect – spiritually, economically, physically, and socially.
Paying homage to the sacred sites and caring for the land and the water and the air ensured that
animals and plants where there to sustain us throughout seasons. The visitation of sites is
connected to ceremonial practises such as initiations ensuring that Barkindji people were able to
maintain cultural practises that further confirmed our identity to ourselves through those practises.
Where the Barkindji land gives rise to the collective name of Barkindji people, it is the cultural
practises – the initiations, the birth and death ceremonies, and many other ceremonies and dances
and songs, which confirm what is Barkindji in the living practice.
But in time, the Barkindji country was taken from Barkindji people. We were forcibly removed
from our country. Our colonisers made a conscious effort to destroy our culture, which is to say,
to disrupt our path to being Barkindji. Our ‘becomings’ were pruned away both brutally and
paternalistically through the colonial enterprise. The initiations ceased, visitations to sacred sites
and performances of the Barkindji culture ceased. Barkindji people who were/are determined to
maintain our Barkindji identity, began telling stories of the country that was once ours - that land
which had become private property and belonging to white people and to other people. The
storytelling practise becomes a link to our past and to our identity. Even if the land itself is no
longer accessible, through the telling and re-telling of the stories of our land and our cultural
practises, we can always imagine our identity as Barkindji. Where Grandfather had direct living
experiences of Barkindji lores and traditional cultural practises of Barkindji, I have an experience
based on imagination. Where Grandfather ‘was’ Barkindji, I am ‘becoming’ Barkindji.
My own condition of cultural and spiritual disfranchisement, of material poverty, poor health and
stigmatised identity has been and remains very common among Aboriginal people. The passing
on of knowledge through stories told to me by my grandfather and by other Barkindji people, as
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well as through blood ties, gave me much traditional knowledge about being Barkindji. My
Barkindji identity is in my everyday living, and also in my connecting to the past through stories,
and in the experience of others. My Barkindji-ness is therefore as much about performance as it is
about lines of decent. It is about reality and imagination; and it is about being at home, and being
away. My Barkindji-ness can therefore be seen in my way of being, and how it relates to the way
I act towards my others.
‘Being’ Barkindji, as with all racial identities, comes with high costs and complexities. According
to Foucault, the constitution of the subject is a product of power relations. Writing about the
‘dividing practices’, the modes of objectification by which people are made subjects, he notes that
one mode is predicated on the economic subject, and that therefore ‘economic history and theory
provide a good instrument for relations of production’60. What the ‘economic history’ experienced
by Barkindji in relation to white people shows is that the relations of production were predicated
on dispossession. This was a one-sided affair, with the Barkindji dispossessed and excluded from
equal sharing of the economic wealth, and the white people the dispossessors, the dominant. For
Foucault, our states of mind, our feelings and beliefs, and even our ways of seeing—and therefore
our subject status—are actively constituted by power relations, and so are inflected by patterns of
dominance by and submission to the producing culture. When Barkindji people were dragged
from our land, we did not simply lose our land; we also lost an aspect ourselves: lost something of
our possibility of being subjects in the traditional ways. The new power relations hacked apart
Barkindji ‘being’, and we were thrust into a new discursive system, in which we were forced to be
[come] ‘black’.
But black people in Australia have also turned that what might appear as a loss, turned that which
might be considered is some way as a defeat, into a positive way of being Aboriginal, and in so
doing, are inspirations to many people. They celebrate their ‘blackness’. Charlie Perkins’
inspirational life achievements in attacking racism and in other roles as a government bureaucrat;
Gary Foley’s life in politics and Aboriginal community development; and Essie Coffee (the first
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Aboriginal female film maker in Australia), just to name a few, faced the difficulties they
had/have in life, they had/have shown Aboriginal people in particular, that with humanity and
dignity one does not necessarily find defeat and loss in every moment. Indeed, Hall (1997) might
describe the actions of Foley and others as ‘trans-cultural acts’. The trans-cultural Hall refers to is
a reversing of the stereotype: for example, the Black Is Beautiful campaigns of the past present
black in the positive.
Barkindji people have a somewhat different view of the production of subjectivity from Foucault.
For Barkindji people, our subjectivity is formed by the country, and our political structures are
responses to the physical and spiritual nourishment which the country gave to us. Our political
system, which involved guidance by Elders, therefore produced a form of subjectivity which
seemed to us to originate in the country itself, and be continuous within the wholeness of signs in
which we lived.
Prior to our dispossession, the ‘economic history’ that provided ‘good instruments for relations of
production’ for the Barkindji people was predicated on traditional practices of life, captured in the
moments of complex relations. Kinship relations in particular were, and still are, important;
marriages were arranged and/or approved by elders; bloodlines were kept ‘clean’ through living
in strict adherence to lores and in law; art was a powerful form of communication and
representation; and the land was, and remains, the ‘glue that binds’ this complex economy
together. This was the world in which my grandfather grew. But in my ‘becoming’ Barkindji, old
lores are not being practised as they were in the past. Western laws have replaced those traditional
tribal laws and lores that were given us through our creation spirit Biaami. For me, the land
remains at the heart of our being Barkindji, but the practices of ‘becoming’ Barkindji continue to
change and be challenged by contemporary ways.
One effect of this new way of ‘being’ for Barkindji people is having to live in culturally
inappropriate situations. Sons-in-law now had to live in close proximity to mothers-in-law, and
this is but one example of how traditional Barkindji laws/lores were challenged and denied in this
new context. A greater problem for us is the proximity between the sexes, including what should
be ‘poison cousins’ – those relations who, according to traditional Barkindji law, should not be
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approached, and cannot be taken as partners. Western law allows for such liaisons, and some
cousins now live together in sexual relationships and have had children together. This break
down and break away from traditional Barkindji practises is a new practise that was not allowed
in the traditional past for Barkindji people. A high cost attached to this is that those who
traditionally were deferred to about issues of law and lores, the elders, have become obsolete and
dismissed by those who practise other ways of being Barkindji. I witnessed a lot of old people
being silenced because of this behaviour as I grew. Some old people even stopped teaching the
traditional laws or discussing the traditional stories and lores in frustration at not being ‘listened
to’, as we refer to the teaching process.
Traditionally, Barkindji children were socialised and brought into subject status by their families,
through a sophisticated system of initiations, many of which operated upon songlines binding
even distant communities together by means of ceremonial duties, totems and trade. A songline
might trace the movement and deeds of a dreamtime entity across the terrain of the continent,
shaping the landscape as it went. Such an entity produced chains of sacred sites on which
candidates could re-enact that dreaming. In western culture, children are subjectified by their
families, friendships (peer) groups, mass media as well as other institutions such as church,
school, boy scouts and so on.
The school system described by Foucault as one of the main institutions of biopower, sites in
which children are subjectivised and places where children, ‘feral’ or not, were turned into
citizens.61 This involved imbuing children with appropriate feelings concerning the law, the
nation and its system of government, and equipping them with the skills required to function in a
workforce. In Bourke, the local schools applied these training mechanisms in a number of ways:
by sorting children into hierarchies of achievement by means of grades; by subjecting them to
surveillance, organising them into lines, or insisting they sit up straight, for example. These
subjectivising practices involve the application of authority directly upon the body of the student:
which was, in my case, a ‘black body’. Cowlishaw writes: ‘In Bourke the salient racial
identifications are socially constructed, products of conflictual, hierarchical relationship between
61
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the races’.62 This was clear to us, because of the atmosphere of superiority we experienced from
those around us: the teachers, the police and the welfare officer, and the priests and nuns, for
example. All performed as though they were superior to us Blackfullas, and they were doing
honourable, important government work for the community. We were also positioned as inferior
relative to other children.
Ironically, therefore, school did not teach me to become a good citizen, but rather to become a
resistant black man. Like many other black men, I understood that the white man’s establishment
was something I could neither beat nor join, and therefore I clothed myself in the glorious robes
of a determined ‘criminal’.
The treatment I suffered at the hands of the state at school was, I now realise, child abuse, cruel
and unusual punishment. The saddest part of this story was that it was not unusual at all for us
Aboriginal kids to be treated this way on a regular basis by teachers. On very rare occasions, an
Aboriginal parent would put their own liberty at risk to protect their child and challenge the
teacher at the classroom door or in the playground after the child had reported an attack from a
teacher. “I neva sent my kid here ta be treated like that by you! You want fight…I’ll give ya
fight!” my aunt Marge yelled one hot morning to a teacher she confronted on the playground, the
teacher who had hit my cousin at school the previous day. My sister tells of the terror she
experienced when seeing me being dragged up onto a veranda to be caned, while being screamed
at by the deputy principal (who hated me, and delighted in splitting my fingers with the bamboo
cane each time he drew it down upon me). My sister says:
I ran up and tried to save you but was dragged away by other teachers when I seen him
draggin’ you along like that. When I started cryin’, all the other Koori girls started cryin’
too!

Our experience was that white people generally held a dismissive attitude toward us. And what
was never doubted was that the teachers had the authority over us. We were unrepresented at
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school in the formal sense because none of our parents or kinfolk were members of the Parents
and Citizens group; and nor did the school actively pursue them to join this group. Thus, we black
kids fended for ourselves against a system that was actively practising racism and violence
towards us. This experience left many Aboriginal children with a sense of inferiority and with
difficulty in taking a place in the wider community.
Fanon writes, ‘Every colonized people – in other words, every people in whose soul an inferiority
complex has been created by the death and burial of its local cultural originally – finds itself face
to face with the language of the civilizing nation’.63 This was my experience. At school black
children were taught the Whitefullas language, but not the traditional Aboriginal languages.
Having English as a first language has some obvious advantages. But fluency in English did not
guarantee equality with the white people more generally: I was still called a “black bastard”, and
made aware that I was different from white people on the basis of race. But the Aboriginal
community has created a new way of speaking English, and made it our own. In a recent article it
is argued:
Though contemporary Aboriginal people – especially those living in urban environments
– speak English and not their traditional language, they have in many ways made that
English their own. A number of words from Aboriginal languages form part of English
they (and, indeed, other Australians) speak; and the English spoken in Aboriginal
communities is not the same as received Australian English. Words that have one
meaning in the general Anglophone community take on different meanings in Aboriginal
English (for instance, ‘deadly’ = ‘excellent’). This has the dual effect of creating a local
language out of the coloniser’s tongue, crafting a private space for communication, and
of defamiliarising English for the colonisers themselves, forcing them to pay attention to
the unexpected juxtapositions of words or patterns of discourse. 64
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According to Hall, language is the pre-eminent nexus of power relations in any given culture.
Ability to speak in the register of power carries with it cultural capital that can be traded for the
benefits of high status. It is through the ability to use academic registers as well as the descriptive
content that power structures are explained and endorsed (or critiqued). The language of the
colonisers divides the world into categories appropriate to the coloniser’s lifestyle. For example,
the colonisers might describe a region of land as 'lightly inhabited', and 'suitable for pasture'. Such
land might be 'Crown Land' or a 'pastoral lease'. This language knows almost nothing about the
country as the Barkindji knew it, in the Barkindji language of ‘dreaming’, totems, and ceremony.
By creating our own creole, we not only ruptured and hybridised that language, we also violated
the coloniser’s world view and opposed that way of life.
It is true, though, that there has been a devastating loss of languages: Australian Aboriginal people
have indeed come ‘face to face’ with the language of the coloniser, and this has caused great
suffering. Us Aboriginal children were becoming strangers to our traditional identity, and yet
were still ‘strangers’ to the white/western community. This overwhelming loss of culture and its
values and practices led not only to confusion, sorrow and anger, but to a deep sense of anomie,
the effects of which is still being felt today.
There were many subtle ways to control ‘the blacks’ (as we were called by many white people in
town). For example, when the Shire and the Abattoirs held their designated picnic holiday, the
Aboriginal families were expected to sit separately from the white families and not to participate
in the sharing of their food. We had long since learnt that you only go somewhere or to someone
when called. What might have looked like common and ordinary behaviour between us
Blackfullas and the white people was, in fact, well-rehearsed and performed over many years. We
knew our place, and we knew who the others were who stood there. It hurt my parents and
grandparents, and seeing this made us Barkindji kids wild and determined to win, or at least not
be beaten. Some of my cousins would rather be sent away to a detention centre in Sydney than
bow down to the whiteness and power set against us.
The only things we were expected to participate in were the sporting events like the foot races.
The competition was extremely fierce; there was nothing friendly about it. There was none of the
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‘what happens on the sporting field stays on the sporting field’ attitude either. As the people got
drunk, occasionally fights did spill over. But mostly the Aboriginal adults and the Whitefellas
would hold their tempers and the Aboriginal kids just had to ‘take it’. We Aboriginal kids saw it
all. When we competed in those races, it was to up to us to be representing our tribe and our
people. In my memory, our victories and our losses were more than personal gains or defeats; I
thought then of them as something significant for our people. For me, all of us Aboriginal people
were the losers if a black kid lost a race. It was a race issue being played out subtly in microcosm
before me. It was a race between the races. There were individual non-Aboriginal people who
were well respected and loved by many Aboriginal people in town, but they were the exception
rather than the rule, and if they voiced protest over the treatment of the Aborigines, they were
very often ostracised by the white majority. A scene from the film Fringe Dwellers65 exemplifies
this. When the protagonist, Trilby, refuses to leave the café (those places were reserved for the
non-Aboriginal people) a white man reprimands the young white girls who are challenging
Trilby’s right to be there. He is dismissed and laughed at by the white girls for his defence of the
black girl. As it was on the screen, so too it was, all too often, in real life in town. We had become
the Fringe Dwellers on our own country, set outside the dominant white society and systems, and
the resulting frustration caused structural damage within our family groups. The older people,
those who held responsible position and whose voice was valued in the past, was becoming not
listened to as we fought amongst ourselves and with the white people, including the authorities.
We began to dismiss our elders, and to act lawlessly. So the knowledge and practices accessible to
us to become Barkindji were extremely limited, whereas the knowledge and practices to become
black were abundant.
This was a major part of my experience as a black kid growing up in Bourke.
Cowlishaw states that, in Bourke:
Racial identification is constructed on a mass of usually unraced and ambiguous
elements and characteristics. One’s race may in fact change with a change of loyalty and
desire. Like that well-worn notion of cultural identity, these are historically mobile
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categories, constructed as a relationship between insiders and outsiders. Skin colour
hovers as a companion of identification, but darkness is neither a necessary nor a
sufficient criterion for belonging to the category Aboriginal.66
Despite the difficulties and challenges of growing up in Bourke, at the end of 6th class in primary
school I was awarded a secondary school bursary scholarship via the Church of England Bush
Brothers to attend All Saints College in Bathurst, NSW.
In taking up the scholarship to study at All Saints, I lost the opportunity to be brought into the
traditional way of knowledge and manhood of Barkindji: my grandfather was readying himself,
with his brothers, to ‘put me through law’ in the traditional Barkindji way just when I was taken
to Bathurst to continue my western education. That was the priority at that moment, and so my
way of ‘becoming’ Barkindji would be disturbed and corrupted from the original way; and I did
not learn some of the traditional cultural practices, including ritual performances, that should take
place throughout one’s life: initiation ceremonies; visits to sacred and significant sites; smoking
ceremonies; death ceremonies and many other such practices, that must be performed to maintain
order in the Barkindji world. Instead, my ‘becoming’ Barkindji is continually being sought and
understood in various locations and under very different circumstances.
While I was at boarding school, I also lost my connection to home, when my family moved to
Newcastle. What helped forge the decision my parents made to leave our extended family and our
home town was that we might escape the intensity of the Whitefellas ‘gaze’, as well as find better
work opportunities for my father, and more schools to choose from for my sister and brother to
attend.
At first, I refused to go to Newcastle. It felt as though we had abandoned our home. The river and
the trees and my extended family were in Bourke, and I refused to give that up without a fight.
My dear old mother called the police and they collected me on the main street in Bourke when I
ran away from school and stayed with family in Bourke. Eventually an agreement was reached; I
could stay with Grandfather in Bourke during term breaks from school, but would return to
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Newcastle at Christmas time. In time, I made friends, but Newcastle could not hold me like
Bourke did. My people’s blood and bones lay in the black soil country of Bourke; I had no such
attachment to Awabakal/Woromi country in Newcastle.
Newcastle is the second biggest city in New South Wales. It has been the traditional home of the
Awabakal people from the Lake (Macquarie) area, the Woromi people to the north side of the
harbour, and the Darkinjung and Kuring-gai people to the south of the lake area and to the west,
the Mindaribba peoples. These people lived off the harvest of the sea, the rivers, and lake system
most of the year, and retreated back towards the mountains in the west during winter. The
Newcastle and coal fields and the Lake Macquarie area were rich in food supply, and fresh water.
These areas are also rich in traditional Aboriginal culture and artefacts that can still be found on
the ground, and in carved trees and in rock art in those areas today. Those of us Aboriginal people
who came to Newcastle from Bourke, Brewarrina, Wilcannia, and other towns during the 1970s,
under a government resettlement project, were promised better employment, educational and
social opportunities than were available to us back in the bush towns that we had come from. We
were supported with public housing, and placed in various suburbs, away and apart from each
other with an emphasis on integration into the wider society.
Two Aboriginal brothers from the tablelands district of New South Wales, Robert (Bob), and his
younger brother, William (Bill) Smith, became significant men and close friends to my family and
to many other Aboriginal and non-Aboriginal people in the Newcastle coal fields areas. The
brothers Smith strongly supported much of Aboriginal cultural and economic development of
Newcastle throughout the 1970s through to present times. Bob and Bill operated a small railway
engineering plant and employed many Aboriginal workers as they helped construct the Newcastle
port coal loading lines including rail work for B.H.P. The reconstruction of the famous Ziz-Zag
railway line near Lithgow was one of their great achievements. Importantly, many Aboriginal
men who lived in the Newcastle area, and Aboriginal men who were passing through Newcastle
to or from their homes on the North Coast or to Sydney and elsewhere, were able to find
temporary employment with Smith Constructions. Generally that involved a ‘walk-up start’,
where many of the formal processes that many employment companies insisted upon, were
relaxed.
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The 1970s brought the Whitlam Labor government to power. New changes in policy, including
educational grant schemes, encouraged Aboriginal people to participate more actively in schools
and tertiary so that education became the norm and not the exception. The Aboriginal people in
Newcastle wanted to be involved at local, state and federal levels in our own political
developments. An Aboriginal Progressive Association was formed in Newcastle, and with the
support and enthusiasm of a young Biripi man, from the Taree area on the north coast of New
South Wales, Mr (Sydney) John Heath, (who possessed a BA Economics from the University of
Newcastle), the Aboriginal communities in the Newcastle district joined forces and the Awabakal
Aboriginal Co-operative came into being in 1975. ‘The Co-op’, as it is colloquially known by the
majority of Aboriginal people throughout the area, became the focus and the public presence.
My father became one of the first elected Board Members of the Co-op, and attended meetings
and met the challenges that the Co-op endured, with enthusiasm and pride. Resulting from Dad’s
involvement, I also became involved in the Aboriginal development and political struggles in
Newcastle.
Upon leaving school, I continued to have an active and inquiring mind and was a keen
sportsperson. In Newcastle I became friends with other ‘re-settled’ Aboriginal people, and
together we formed the Awabakal Cricket Club, registering the first team in the Newcastle City
and Suburban competition in 1979. At that same time, the Newcastle All Blacks Rugby League
Club made its presence felt in the local rugby league competition. These two sporting clubs
encouraged Aboriginal people from different language groups and backgrounds to come together
and form a more supportive and united front, whilst providing a social outlet for many of us.
I returned to Bourke and talked Grandfather into coming with me to Newcastle, and together then
we went to the coast. In Newcastle we gained a better chance to shape our own destiny. There
were freedoms in a big city that Bourke did not provide, and a wider mix of people from different
ethnic backgrounds to engage with; much better access to medical services; and the closeness of
immediate family members held big sway for Grandfather, and so we stayed, living on the
traditional land of the Awabakal people for some time. Before my grandfather died, he called his
nephew to see him. Grandfather asked his nephew to do something for me. “You gotta put my
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grandson ‘through’ [through traditional law – to initiate me], before I die, ay?” His nephew is a
highly initiated Aboriginal man, and he said he would carry out my grandfather’s request. My
grandfather asked us to ‘take him home’ and, soon after, he passed away in Bourke. Sadly, he did
not live long enough to see me ‘become a man’ according to traditional Aboriginal law. I ‘went
through law’ not long after my grandfather’s death, and live today with traditional Aboriginal
men’s knowledge, and as a Barkindji person.
In re-telling my story in this way, I hope that my readers will understand how and why I was
forced to be ‘black’; and these stories have also helped me understand this too. I now know that
there is a path of healing – a way of being ‘black’ that doesn’t mean becoming ‘white’ and
therefore avoiding what Fanon described as ‘destiny’ for black men in becoming white.
Understanding myself further through these stories enables me to become Barkindji.
Storytelling becomes a way of shaping the Third Space of Enunciation in such a way as to lend
my claim to Barkindji-ness legitimacy in action.
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Chapter 3: Conclusion
This thesis explores what it is to try and forge an identity as a Barkindji man in 21st century
Australia. Whereas in the nineteenth and part of the twentieth century, not to mention before
invasion, there existed an authentic Barkindji identity, the notion of ‘authenticity’ is highly
contested in the 21st century within cultural studies and in other disciplines.
Using personal experience and knowledge and indigenous ways of knowing passed to me by
family and community, in this thesis I raised questions about the extent to which a Barkindji man
like me can lay claim to such authenticity, given that unlike my grandfather, I did not migrate into
white culture direct from an almost all-consuming connection with land and traditional culture.
However, it might yet still be possible, I have argued, for me to lay claim to an identity based in
my Barkindji heritage. I explored how Indigenous Australians today claim and perform their
identities as Indigenous people. From this arises a discussion of the problematics of claiming any
authentic Indigenous identity in modern Australia. Yet what is the alternative? An erasure? A
hybrid identity? Is this less than an authentic identity? The creative work explores these questions.
I have argued in the chapters 'Being Barkindji' and 'Becoming Barkindji' that there are two ways
to go:
1. Referring to Fanon’s work in Black Skin White Masks, the moving (in identity) from
black to white, but being trapped in blackness; or
2. Identity moving from being black to Barkindji.
But, who are these blacks? Who are the Aboriginal people I present as voices? Who are those
characters discovered here?
The short answer is that They are my people. They are my mob. They are mine. I am Them.
‘They’ are the ‘we’. ‘They’ are the ‘us’. ‘They’ are the Indigenous people. And we are Barkindji,
Kunya, Wiradjuri, Wailwan and the hundreds of other Indigenous people who lived here in
Australia in the past, and in the now. We are the ‘those’ who have been referred to as the
‘ancient’, the ‘primitive’ people. We are the original people of Australia. We are becoming the
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‘known’ and therefore, can no longer be the ‘forgotten’. Those people become the characters I
present in One Day, One Night and Another Day, the novel which forms another part of the
answer to the research question: what are some of the ways we can understand what it is to be an
Aboriginal man in the twenty-first century?
In Paula Hamilton's paper 'The Knife Edge; Debates About Memory and History', the question of
remembering and forgetting points to a construction of a national identity. Hamilton speaks of the
Other through processes of remembering. Hamilton states, 'Defining groups or nations always
necessitates a dual process of inclusion and exclusion…' 'Forgetting,' Hamilton continues, 'is one
of the most powerful forces that shape national remembering'.67
The ‘we’ I refer to here are those who were/are often presented in archival reports and in news
coverage as the criminal, as the outlaws. Us ‘forgotten’ still have unfinished ‘business’ with
Australia. We, the outlaws are:
...these peoples, without a history, [who] are frequently delivered to history by being
marched through the defiles of a secular modernity. When they arrive at the signposts of
progress, they are shorn of their stories and traditions; they are no longer hidden from history,
but they have turned into spectral figures, transparent testimonies to the world triumph of a
secular capitalist modernity”.68
By telling you a story of my grandfather, I hope that we have arrived at a more profound place; a
place of understanding how blackness can be produced from the point of departure from tribal
culture through the colonial context.
In 'Being Barkindji' I explained how grandfather became black. His blackness was produced from
colonial violence. And I explained how he experienced the devastation of his culture as trauma.
From having once been regarded as a senior man – that which is commonly now referred to as an
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‘Elder’, he became ‘black’. Grandfather found himself in a condition of blackness as described by
Fanon in Black Skin White Masks. Grandfather knew the Barkindji language, though he chose not
to talk in that language. Speaking in English, the dominant language of his day, he was to
negotiate his world mostly through English language. Fanon reminds us of the cost of speaking
the new language. Fanon says,
Every dialect is a way of thinking, Damourette and Pichon said. And the fact that the
newly arrived Negro adopts a language different from the group into which he was born
is evidence of a dislocation, a separation.69
But having once been a great teacher and storyteller in the Barkindji world – teacher and
storyteller being the same thing in his culture – he rarely spoke in Barkindji language, as English
language became the dominant language. He saw no point in instructing me or, indeed, others in
Barkindji language. Insofar as he initiated me into the tribal mysteries, he did so to keep me safe.
He was not producing the next generation of Barkindji. Rather, he was just trying to keep me
from myself. With English being dominant, and with Grandfather hardly speaking Barkindji and
rarely telling stories of Barkindji culture, he was faced with the knowledge that he was becoming
no longer Barkindji as he once was, and being black instead. Fanon, again, speaks of the tragedy
of the moment in stating,
Every colonized people – in other words, every people in whose soul an inferiority
complex has been created by the death and burial of its local cultural originality – finds
itself face to face with the language of the civilizing nation; that is, with the culture of the
mother country.70
With the learning of the English language, grandfather was made to negotiate two worlds – the
Barkindji world and the white Australian world. Judith Butler says:
We all emerge into a world already mapped and understood by others, and the language
we learn categorizes us as this, that, and the other. We constantly and inevitably meet
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images and definitions of ourselves that we neither make nor control. The process of
language of those we interact with, of being hailed into being, as it were, and addressed
in the language of those we interact with, cannot be resisted, as to resist it is to remain
outside society, unknown and unrecognized.71
Grandfather, having accepting the Certificate of Exemption, and now speaking English,
understood his tragic fall when a whitefulla called him a “black bastard”. As he negotiated this
world, Grandfather had come to accept the terms of his surrender, becoming black. Grandfather
witnessed the breaking down of Barkindji cultural reproduction, and he believed that return to
being Barkindji was not possible. Although he spoke English and bore witness to the world of
being black and experienced the racial hatred first-hand in Bourke, at the same time he witnessed
younger Aboriginal people speaking back to the white people. Cowlishaw provides graphic
description of that racial hatred grandfather experienced when she states:
On the gate of a property just outside of Bourke, in capital letters and idiosyncratic
spelling, a sign reads:
IF YOU DON’T KNOW ME DON’T COME UP
NO MINERS RITES LAND NO CIVIL ORE MARRIAGE RITES
CROSS THIS FENCE
IT WILL BE YOUR LAST BLOODY RITES
When we drove past, Tilly immediately recognized that the sign was addressed to Aborigines,
and thus herself.72
Later on during his life, Grandfather witnessed a fight back to the racial hatred by younger
Barkindji and other Indigenous people. Again Cowlishaw reports:
Jake King said: “Aborigines here in Bourke are a bit more educated than people like that,
and they won’t tolerate being called a coon and a boong. But they call us that behind our
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back. It was a sign on the road a couple of years ago: You’re now entering coon country.
Kill all coons.”73
These ‘signs’ become challenges to Barkindji and other Aboriginal peoples. The signs signify the
racial hatred some have between the blackfullas and the whitefullas. These signs are challenges
that we attempt to stand up to both physically and symbolically. The signs become a rallying
point for blackfullas. And those signs have become a call to action for the protagonist, Blackie, in
my novel.
But Grandfather did not speak of such matters; instead, he left it to me to speak on his behalf.
Though at times he might have sung the praises of his masters (because the process of the black
man becoming white requires the glorification of the Master) he knew he was not white.
Grandfather tried to become like the white people to please them. And he provided for himself
and his family. He pursued and obtained a Certificate of Exemption, he fulfilled the requirements
in becoming equal to white people with that certificate. In turn his children at times followed his
lead, mimicking their white masters. His children adopted that strong work ethic that is so valued
in the West. Grandfather’s children sometimes called others – both blackfullas and whitefullas –
“bludgers”. They’d sometimes keep items for private use, privatising and adopting a western way
of acting. Grandfather's children operated in a confined space, a space which begged to be broken
free from.
Again Cowlishaw provides graphic description of such an act of breaking free in ‘Andy’s
Story’.74 Andy is an Aboriginal man who, through knocking out a police officer, through an act of
violence, breaks free from that control which my grandfather experienced. And, for grandfather, it
was from that conquered, enslaved and muted position that he found himself in that he did indeed
demand recognition from the master as a full human being. He demanded that he be seen as
Australian; expecting that he may be recognised as a citizen of equal dignity, and worthy of care
and respect. However, because Grandfather was black, this sovereignty would never be granted.
Thus, he endured the tragic double-bind as described by Fanon – hating his own body and culture
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and teaching submission to his children, wanting them to become white – a role which can never
be accomplished because of his fact of blackness.
Paradoxically, while Grandfather’s mode of blackness was a submissive act, it remained
oppositional and combative: like Hegel’s slave, he wanted to get beyond his current plight in
which he needed to beg for recognition, and arrive at a point where he could say, “Fuck you”. For
Grandfather seemed to me to feel that he could only tell whiteness “to go to hell” when he arrived
at a condition of social equality with his master. He was thus in a kind of Chinese finger trap – the
further he pushed into whiteness, the harder it became to escape from blackness.
My grandfather therefore, experienced a kind of ‘fall-out’ of being Barkindji, and lived in a
particular kind of blackness. This was not his choice, though. It was an identity forced upon him
for his masters' own purposes. Blackness doesn’t exist because tribal people need to be black. It
exists because white people need blackness to exist for their own ideological purposes.
Whilst my grandfather’s children were experiencing the mimicking of their master, in their acts,
and in their attitude – in their calling of others names of derision; in the trying to be the best —
the best workers, sports people, everything– my grandfather became more resigned and benign.
But whilst accepting his terms of surrender, his wife, my grandmother, pursued the condition of
whiteness for herself, and she pursued it for her children also. My grandmother accepted these
terms in order to protect her kids. And, in accepting these terms, she moved towards fulfilling
Fanon’s destiny: 'For the black man there is only one destiny. And it is white.75 In this sense,
blackness, as-well-as the dispersal of the black peoples, destroyed not only our culture but also
our social relations. We were no longer ‘tribes’ or ‘tribal’ or ‘tribe-like’, but we had become units
of waged labour. And, we didn’t even know it.
I was born into a social context that had already lost its Barkindji. More precisely, Barkindji
culture was something that I couldn’t lay my hands upon immediately. The symbols of Barkindji
lingered there at home – in the pictures and boomerangs which hung on the walls, and Barkindji
was still there in our hospitality practices, in our knowledge in the proper way to treat people,
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especially the elderly. But things were out of order in our lives. The symbolic order of things was
breaking down. In that, our being Barkindji was like a collection of things that we had misplaced
around the house – we knew they were there, but we couldn’t lay our hands upon them. We did
not know how, nor did we have the opportunity to put the culture back together again. The “eggs
were broken”, the body of the Barkindji culture was there, but it was all in pieces, all over the
place, scattered and out of place. In other words, born: or to quote Butler, I 'emerge into a world
already mapped by others'.76 For me, being Black involves resisting, as well as a similarity to my
grandfather’s pre-destination, being White. I wanted to be ‘Them’…I wanted to be white…And, I
hated Them. And I hated myself, at the same time. I threw stones and I fought with other people in
town. I fought the Master, and I fought the Master’s offspring, too.
At home, I was being taught to submit in order that I might not be punished in the law. At home I
was being taught to submit in order that I might not be taken away and placed in a ‘boy’s home’,
that I might not be ‘stolen’ away – into a State institution. And, at school I was singled out as the
worst kind. Singled out, by the authorities, for I am Barkindji. And we Barkindji boys wouldn’t
submit. We put our dukes up in the playground, and we spoke out, and we spoke up, in class. To
the colonist, I was the Other, and, as such, I had a symbolic role to play in the maintenance of
their ideology. This is a role from which I would not be able to escape. There was no way not to
be black in those moments. Away at boarding school, the fact of my blackness was made very
clear to me. I could never be white, so therefore, I should have become an ‘uncle Tom’. This was
the message repeated in my ear, hour after hour, day after day. A poison I needed to vomit up, or
to die from. I did not choose to be black. I was born. And, my blackness was there, upon my skin.
It is a fact.
However for me, there is a third way of affirming blackness as a positive. A way therefore of
turning away from the deficit model of black.
By telling you my story, I am engaging in an act of personal deconstruction and rebirth. This is
my story as I tell it. But it is also part of the story of Australia as a modern nation. It is not
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however, a ‘grand narrative’. These stories I give you are small local stories. My stories, which go
against the progressive narrative of Blainey’s 'Three Cheers' as well as the Black Armband grand
narratives, up till now have been thought of as unacceptable in mainstream Australian discourse.
Now though more than ever, Aboriginal people are standing up and sharing their stories – these
small local stories. Collectively, these small, local stories are becoming a wave, inundating the
once proud land – the land of the Three Cheers. And now it is no longer possible for whiteness to
mute our Aboriginal voices, for as Foucault said:
it is not enough to say that the subject is constituted in a symbolic system. It is not just in
the play of symbols that the subject is constituted. It is constituted in real practices. There
is a technology of the constitution of the self that cuts across symbolic systems while
using them.77
Dr. Lawrence Perry, a Woromi man, discusses in his thesis the importance of his Aboriginal story.
Perry points out a difference to the western way of telling when he explains;
This story is probably not unlike other western stories that you would have heard or read
although I would like to think it is different. This paradigm was intended to be in contrast
to euro-centric beliefs of what embodies western knowledge. There are different ways of
doing, that is, learning and gaining this valued knowledge from differing perspectives.
Just because it doesn’t fit into your box doesn’t mean you have to throw it away. For me
knowledge is about the creation and preservation of the Aboriginal world-view that is unique
and began a very long time ago.78
Stories tell how we do our business. As Perry argues: 'The importance of telling this story is
similar to many Aboriginal stories in the maintenance and continuation of Aboriginal culture’.79
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And, Big Bill Neidjie reminds us of the importance of the maintenance of the county in the
story(s) of the land. He reminds us that the importance is in the story: 'Our story is in the land…it
is written in those sacred places. My children will look after those places. That’s the law.'80 As
Neidjie reminds us, stories live on into the future and, though the storyteller may change over
time, the story remains important and can’t be changed. This permanence is important in the
survival of the culture.
Stories are not only those things spoken. There are other ways of telling stories too, other ways of
seeing and, therefore, other ways of knowing. When we dance, we perform our stories. When we
paint, we visualize our stories. When we do rock art, we engrave our stories. These stories are
there expressed in other ways than talking. On rare occasions when Grandfather decided to speak
– those times he chose to tell stories – his ways and words did much more than simply entertain.
His storytelling became an act of ‘identity' as ‘being’ Barkindji. His storytelling is Barkindji in
those moments because it connects individuals to the collective; connecting those present now,
and connecting with/to those dead, the ancestors. His Barkindji was still there. It always had been,
but in the colonial context, it had to driven away. It was pushed away and silenced. But when he
spoke, he connected us with the past, with the ancestors. He made us Barkindji in those moments
of his storytelling. His stories are signs of the past. And, they are signs of the present too. Mostly,
though not exclusively, they are small, local stories. They are the kind of stories Margret Kemarre
Turner tells of when she paints,
This is how I tell it when I’m painting, about foods and what type of plants there are, and
water that they hold in scoops – these are the types of things I paint about. And I don’t
tell about other people’s places or things in my painting. I’ll always tell about only the
things that I was taught. About digging sticks, and what a digging stick is; like it’s a
digging tool for hunting burrowing animals, or it can be used to cut up meat, sometimes
it’s really sharp. You can cut the ribs from the kangaroo, or you might break the two hips
apart with it. That’s the digging stick.81
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These stories tell of our identities. Identities are important. They are the names we give ourselves
and the names we give our Others. They are the names we pass onto our children.
Turner said:
I’m writing this book so that it can be read and understood by all my grandchildren, and
also my nieces and nephews – by all those boys and girls. So that they can learn about
kinship and rediscover their own land – origins; trace the kinship roots running through
themselves, their mothers, their fathers, their great-grandparents, their grandmothers and
their grandfathers; and become aware of the nature of the long path we Aboriginal people
have travelled, from the beginning.82
As discussed, my being Barkindji ‘becomes’, it is available in acts, in my living. And, my
Barkindji-ness ‘becomes’ with and in the stories of being Barkindji.
Consequently, Barkindji can be a way out of blackness. Barkindji consciousness is a freedom that
connects me to other shared meaning, connecting me to a culture. Our stories connect me to
Barkindji culture, to that culture of the past, and they connect me to the Barkindji culture of the
here now – the present, and thus, becoming Barkindji is also an escape from whiteness. Through
the stories a ‘becoming Barkindji’, rich with the stories of the mythical past – the Rainbow
Serpent and the Giant Echidna; with tales of bravery, greed, romance, with tales of law, Barkindji
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connects to a beginning. We connect with a living history. And through that connection Barkindji
heals.
Whiteness legitimates acts of destruction. Indeed, on a conceptual level, whiteness is a
destructive force when it comes into contact with tribal identities. It has rarely been the case that
any other ‘racial identity’ has ever emerged from the battle with whiteness as the winning idea.
Following Fanon, whiteness superseded Barkindji. Whiteness set out to destroy Barkindji culture
by replacing Barkindji ways with its own ways of knowing.
Whiteness set out to replace our spiritual beliefs – destroying, making appear weak our stories of
the Rainbow Serpent and the Giant Echidna and other stories of Barkindji creation. Whiteness,
with destructive force, as mentioned in my novel, sets out slicing the Wiradjuri song lines to
ribbons and, Slicing Indigenous song lines everywhere that Whiteness colonises, to ribbons.
Whiteness set out to replace the ceremonial dances and ceremonial acts of initiation with other
laws and with another God. Whiteness replaced Barkindji stories with stories of Western hero’s
and with Western logic and Western science.
The differences in Whiteness and Barkindji logic can be understood in cultural acts – even today
these acts, this logic, can define and recognise the difference between the two. For example,
when Barkindji tell a story, when we write on the land, in the sand, when we finish the story, we
erase the drawing from the sand. When Barkindji burn the artefact during a ceremony, the act
represents a difference to Western logic. Burning something in a western paradigm is often
associated with destroying, and associated with the end of something. But in the Barkindji
ceremony, the burning is associated with revitalisation. It is the essence of new life, of re-birth.
As such, the very act of telling the Barkindji story becomes an act of life itself. It becomes an act
of re-birth, benefiting all.
Perry states: 'Once the storyteller takes the time to tell the story and you listen, the relationship is
engaged and it benefits everyone who is present. 83
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These stories then can connect people, and, it is in the connecting that we become knowing. Perry
reminds us of the importance that stories can play in our lives when he says:
Perhaps one small story may not change the path that you travel although it can but,
when put together, stories and the many storytellers that you have heard can manifest
into a bigger picture that can be only seen by you and help your own personal and
cultural growth. This means of course that all those stories have brought you closer to
different peoples perspectives on life and their experiences that have triggered thought
processes and ideas to help us as Indigenous people’s arrive where we are today in the
world.84
The speaker, the teacher, the storyteller is a connecting to our past. Our stories help us come to
understand the world we are born into. The stories bring us to the past. And Barkindji storytelling
engages us all with the present, engaging us to become Barkindji, into that world which is
already known.
One Day, One Night, and Another Day (ODONAD), my creative work, is a novel that speaks to
the position of Aboriginal men in contemporary Australia in the 21st century. The novel explores
the situational positions that concern and influence Aboriginal masculinity identity. As my
grandfather experienced racism and colonial violence in his time, presenting a rather tragic
figure, he came to accept that ‘that is just the way things are’. ODONAD presents Aboriginal
men in an oppositional role to any sense of the benign position that my grandfather may have
displayed. In fact, the Aboriginal masculine in this novel speaks to the nightmare and zombie of
the thesis question, exploring how violence, detachment from the land, and longing de-power and
create anew the dangerous world. My characters make use of violence to, as Cowlishaw suggests,
using Feldman, 'create the political'.85
In ODONAD, I present Aboriginal masculinity torn between both the romantic and the grotesque
sides of life. Violence and the fear of violence is the overarching theme of the creative work. The
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fear of violence, creating a tension between Aboriginal and white people, and, between the past
and the present, and, between the land and culture/people is the ground on which the story grows,
thereby making violence and fear ever-present, speaking a language of brutality. Cowlishaw
states:
Fear of any violent impulse make violence a very private practice among the educated,
urban middle class. Violence is always available within social relations and may be
hinted at as a menacing presence, the more menacing for its prohibited status86.
Whilst violence is present in the shaping of the characters in the creative work, ‘the land’ or
‘country’ as it is often referred to by Aboriginal people in contemporary Australia, drives much
of the political theme. Ghosts are an ever-present character in the novel. They represent the
unfinished business of land rights.
All identities are associated with locations. Locations are the places we say we’re from. Those
places that we give a reference point to, a place about which one may say, 'I’m from there.' My
friend and cultural brother, John Heath, one day asked me to travel with him to a high place on
the sea cliff at Port Macquarie. John pointed to a ridge line on a mountain. 'That’s me. Up there,
Brother,' John said. 'I’m Biripi.'
Heath speaks here to where he is from and with whom and with what he identities. Heath's Biripi
identity connects him to a bloodline and to a people and his Biripi identity connects him with that
country. In addressing these questions, let’s consider what my novel says about the landscape.
How does the landscape work in my novel? What role(s) does the landscape play? How does the
landscape come to signify, and, what is it made to signify?
In my novel, when Blackie danced on his grandmother’s country, he ‘became’ the Wiradjuri
warrior. He danced for his grandmother. He danced for her country. He danced for his people,
and, he danced for his life.
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He imagined them black brothers all right there, with him! RIGHT THERE! “Dancing
the warrior dance with him. Bringing his Grandmother’s country back. (ODONAD)
Country is the essence of the identity for Blackie. Dancing for the country and, dancing on the
country is that re-birth, that ‘becoming’ I have spoken of throughout this Chapter.
The mountain on which no ceremonial dances now take place, '…that place (that now), now cries
alone all night long for her dancers to come back and to step softly, to sing to the old mother
earth…' (ODONAD), is an expression of the ancient spiritual and the modern political of
Indigenous-ness that erupts from the earth for Wiradjuri, and indeed, for all Aboriginal peoples
across Australia. The land becomes both a memory of the past and also is a present real and
physical thing. It is something that we can touch, something on which plants grow. And the land
is that something which Heath tells when he says: 'That’s me. Up there, Brother. I’m Biripi.' In
that moment the land/country is both an ancient memory and also a present living thing. And it is
dancing the country back which makes it become once more a place honoured and remembered,
a nurturing place of birth, rich with our spiritual identity.
In this chapter, I have argued that storytelling is a way to becoming. But by telling stories, is it
possible to see through the eyes of our Other? In Paddy Roe’s Reading the Country: Introduction
to Nomadology,87 Gelder states that Muecke and Roe are in that state of what I say is a
‘discovering’ of each other. Gelder says:
Reading the Country nevertheless embarks on a journey with which anthropologists
would be only too familiar: with Muecke getting into the car, driving out to a remote
community in north-west Western Australia to encounter a Moroccan artist and a senior
Aboriginal man, Paddy Roe, and talking and listening, transcribing, and then reflecting
on what has been transcribed.88
In Reading the Country, can Muecke ever ‘become’ his Other? Can he become Paddy? Coming
to understand ‘reading the country’ as Paddy knows, it is possible for Muecke to understand the
87
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land and Paddy Roe, through Paddy’s stories and in Paddy’s storytelling. I say Muecke can come
to a point of understanding in those moments.
Let me take a little time here to present a particular Aboriginal viewpoint that may be understood,
and, that in that understanding, the white person may better appreciate that Aboriginal connection
to country and how that Aboriginal identity emerges from the story of his/her land. If, as Heath
says, identity is tied to the land, then reading the land is also a way for which to come to know
the Aboriginal. And, if identity is attached to ‘country’, then it is the language we use, and its in
the conversations that we have, in those things that we say, that create and construct meaning
associated with the ‘knowing of our Other’. Gelder recalls:
Muecke getting into the car, driving out to a remote community in north-west Western
Australia to encounter a Moroccan artist and a senior Aboriginal man, Paddy Roe, and
talking and listening, transcribing, and then reflecting on what has been transcribed.89
To speak to the Aboriginal, it is the Whitefulla who has to ‘see’ through the eyes of his ‘Other.’
Living, as my grandfather did, speaking English, possessing the Certificate, seeking out the white
ways, did he become ‘modern’? Privately, Grandfather did speak of Barkindji. He was preparing
me for the transition into adulthood. He did take me once to the river and spoke of my totemic
relation with the country. He did tell me a story of my Barkindjiness. And so then, instead of the
West considering whether Aborigines in this moment are becoming modern, should we be asking
if it is the West that is ‘becoming Aboriginal’
If my novel can be thought of as an Aristotelian tragedy, full of pity and fear, driven by the hero's
fatal flaw, we can learn the story of Aboriginal masculinity set within the nightmare of
contemporary Australia. We can understand that horror of violence and violent response which
Cowlishaw describes in blackfellas whitefellas. And we can see through the eyes of the black
man, as he takes us into the narrative of the land. We experience the tragic fall into blackness,
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and the seeming hopelessness of that state of sterility for many Aboriginals such as Blackie and
Rips, living out the Fanon destiny, becoming white/being black.
And through the telling of this story, we can also come to see a becoming free from the destiny
Fanon prescribed for the black man to be white: we can see a warrior emerge, dancing and
becoming free, even if that freedom is in death.
In my novel, I make use of existentialist stylistics and I make use of the sharp edge of noir
hardboiled style of writing too. My novel thereby becomes a work with an amalgam of styles.
And these styles compete for space in this novel. The narrator’s voice is a character in this novel
that carries enormous responsibility. I, the author, have expectations placed upon me, I have
expectations on me from my Aboriginal community to get things right. To tell our story.
Expectations to tell it so that the reader will know us, and know of us. Expectations that
Aboriginal readers will recognise a way of being that speaks to them and of them. And, in the
knowing us, perhaps we will not feel as threatened and othered anymore. Perhaps if the story, as
Perry says, can be seen as a gift, then we all can experience each other in a way that embraces
instead of a hands-off approach to indifference and denial. Thus, I use a prescriptive, heavyhanded approach in the novel at times, often directing the reader, rather than showing to that
which is important for me. An example of this can be found, we I write; “Remember how serious
we all take that love thing when we’re teenagers. It’s our everything, when we’re young.”
And, when I speak of the difficulties that Blackie encounters in the novel, it is with an
existentialist style. I employ the anxiety of the hard-boiled male characteristic found in American
Noir writing, as can be found in Megan Abbott's The Street Was Mine: White Masculinity in
Hardboiled Fiction and Film Noir90 when I describe the Aboriginal male characters in my novel.
Reading the black men, the reader is asked to consider that which Fanon presents in Black Skin
White Masks, to see through the eyes of the Other.
As Perry reminds us:
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Our Dreaming and creation stories are integral to our traditional culture and our history, but
there are many other Aboriginal stories of cultural knowledge that are just as important.91
My story is one of those stories which I now give to you, dear reader.
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PART TWO
One Day, One Night, and Another Day.
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Travel Plans
“Kylie and Dannii Minogue. Yeah, I know em both! Slept with both of em!” Carlos
boasted.”And the Ants Pantz chick, you know? On that ad? Useda go out with her too. Taught
her to play pool,” he bragged.
Blackie was getting sicka listening to the big-noting bullshit that Carlos had been spilling for the
best part of two hours since they’d left the windy coast. The wild city of Sydney was beginning
to seem like a distant memory to him. He felt like telling Carlos to shut the fuck up, or he’d
throw him out of the car and leave him for dead. But instead he looked away, out through the
window and he counted everything he could till he ran outa patience with counting. Sweat ran
down his back, into his crack, and it felt like he was having ants in his pants. He wriggled side to
side to dry the sweat onto his jeans. He pushed hard into the seat to dry the sweat on his back. He
didn’t really feel hot, but the speed had him sweating like a pig.
“Carlos, do pigs sweat?” he asked.
But Carlos wasn’t listening, so Blackie dropped the subject and went about looking at the passing
scenery. Everything looked the same sameness to him. Firstly, suburb after suburb, with their
sameness of concrete and steel. The cars and shit things, turning everything into a milk-shake of
flash colours. And then all the towns with the yellow and green roofs. All the same sameness to
Blackie.
The houses, all identical to his eye, blended in with their unnatural surroundings –with those
factories and shops and car yards and office blocks – smoky and filthy buildings, all standing
there in crooked lines, hiding behind the crooked deals that were done to build them in the first
place. They soon became a sight forgotten, or more correctly, not remembered by Blackie. It all
jest drifted away like nothing important, as they sped past on the freeways – which aren’t free at
all. All those roads got them tolls that the weary driver has to pay. But, in the stolen car Blackie,
Rips and Carlos didn’t give a fuck. They jest drove on past the electronic signals cameras like it
was no big deal. On they drove, on towards Wiradjuri country.
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Blackie, aka the Blackman, had a short temper at the best of times, but these were not his best
times. Jest outa jail and broke, he’d decided he had to get away from the city and touch the red
dirt of his home country. And he had a bit of business he had to settle with a bastard that had kept
him awake through many long nights in the Big House. And so, with his jail-bird mate Rips, he
decided to hit the road.
“Carlos – how come you know that Kylie and Dannii? Ya fucken liar!” Blackie scoffed as they
slowly cruised up the main street of Katoomba.
Katoomba was a busy place first up in the new day. Busy people full of business opened up
themselves and their doors to another day of trade in the busy place. The greengrocer, all done-up
like he was going to Oktoberfest, wore a leather apron and cap and brown shorts, carried a big
orange bag filled with orange coloured carrots to a wooden wheelbarrow at front of his shop. He
dumped them in, and then carried on carrying other stuff around.
The café was ready for the breakfast crowd with the doors wide open and the curtains tied back,
letting in bright sunlight, making everything look shiny. People hungry for a pick-me-up,
hanging out for their morning fix, lined up to buy a brew. The café window displayed a poster
with bright, smiley people in oversized clothes and strange looking animals on it, invited the
world to ‘Step Up And See!’
Blackie acknowledged the poster with a nod.
“Circus’s in town!” he said.
Carlos looked quickly to see the sign, but missed it, and almost ran up the arse of the car in front.
“Where?” he asked.”
“Look out! Fuck ya!” Blackie warned
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Carlos was good enough to make the adjustment and missed an accident, but he missed seeing
the coloured poster and felt left out of the action. And so he got his mind back on the job of
driving.
Things looked bright in Katoomba. Bright colours on shop walls, bright buildings, with shiny
glass windows reflecting brightness back onto the street. Sunshine everywhere. Sunshine
bounced off leaves turning them to silhouettes, hiding their green identity from view. Outside a
chemist shop, a couple of desperate looking characters looking poor and weak, craving their
pickme-up, stood waiting for the shop to open. They were waiting to get their morning fix too –
methadone is their go. The long few hours after midnight had them feeling twitchy and anxious.
Battle scars on their arms, hidden under their long sleeved shirts, dug deep into them, leaving
marks upon their bodies. The scars – self-inflicted and self-possessed – the end result of
uncounted encounters of journeys with ‘Irene’ held stories of strange new places of light and
dark, of the slobbering, of where the greatest high is found. But now, the battle-scarred people
held their pain in their scratchy arms, crossed and tucked away from the world of bright-eyed
people walking past them without saying hello. Those waiting there outside the chemist leant
against the windows, puffing madly on cigarettes, hating the light, and wishing for the doors to
hurry and fly open, so they could fly to their ‘done. To be done with their aching, and to get off
the street and to fly back to wherever and whatever they had dragged themselves away from.
Blackie saw them there, leaning. He gave them a nod as the car moved past. One broken-down
guy looked up from looking down, and gave Blackie a half smile of thanks for the
acknowledgement.
Blackie and Carlos drove on, looking everywhere for what was out and about, and the leaning
people went back to smoking, waiting and scratching.
Next door to the chemist, a big-arse church stood, demanding attention at the top end of that part
of the street had a sign telling all who passed that ‘Jesus Saves’.
As they drove past Blackie asked, ”Ya reckon that white Jesus saves crims and car thieves? You
reckon coppers and crims make up in heaven, Carlos?”
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“Fucked if I know, Black. Me mum’s into all that shit – church on Sundays, crosses on the walls
at home. S’pose He does… They reckon He does. What do you think?” Carlos asked.
For a while Blackie said nothing, and then he answered, “Only difference ‘tween me and that
Jesus, Carlos, is that, I keep fucken up!”
“Whatcha…?” Carlos asked.
He stopped the question mid-stream when he realised that Blackie was looking elsewhere. The
Spaniard followed Blackie’s eyes, and saw what had caught his attention. It was coppers that had
Blackie’s interest.
Police were creeping around slowly in their car, checking for odd things and ‘strange fruits’ – for
people ragged, drugged-up, ripped-off, or acting reckless. They were on the lookout for people
who moved too fast; and for people who moved too slow. And they kept an eye out for people
who weren’t moving at all. Their experienced scanner-eyes roamed over the street for out-ofplace
people who might be up to no good – searching for those whose luck had run out.
“Look out for these creeps,” Blackie warned, without looking.
Carlos twisted his head to see more, and then nodded.
“Don’t look, fuck ya! They’ll see ya… jest keep drivin, slow. Blend in, man!” Blackie warned.
The cops drove past them in the opposite direction, slowly, like they owned the street. The police
checked the boys out as they did. Carlos gave them a nervous smile of hello. Blackie pretended to
sneeze into his cupped hands to hide his face. He pressed his face against the dash, hiding himself
away. The ordinary act of sneezing looked innocent enough to everyone, and the cops bought it,
and drove on unconcerned, missing their target group by inches, though they might as well have
missed Blackie by a mile. For they missed, and that’s all that mattered to him.
Carlos watched as best he could in his rear-vision mirrors until the cops had disappeared in the
traffic.
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“Gone?” Blackie asked.
“Yeah…think so. Can’t see em,” Carlos kinda whispered, stretching his neck to see and wiping
sweat from his face.
“Fucken clowns!” Blackie laughed. “Good. Now watch yourself ere, man. There’s pigs
everywhere in dis place. There’s fucken rehabs up here – junkies everywhere. Jest drive slow
man, like we’re on our way ta work or somethin,” he continued.
“What’ll I do if they come after us, Black?” Carlos spluttered, frightened like a child.
“Take it easy, bud. Don’t freak out, man! Fuck ya! Be cool. We’ll be right,” Blackie assured.
Carlos nodded, but gripped the wheel a little harder, pushing his arse deeper into the seat just in
case a chase was in the offing. But the cops didn’t turn back. They were soon out of sight. But
they were not out of Blackie’s or Carlos’ minds. Both groups drove on away from each other,
paying attention to other things.
Young women who dressed like old men - stressed out, in pin-stripes, looking sharp, walking
fast, blinded by their own business, didn’t look to see the nervous men in the stolen car slide right
on by them. The walkers rushed to and from the Railway Station. Carlos slowed right down to
perve a bit harder.
Blackie watched the shiny people and thought of ants rushing hither and thither, coming and
going from the nest. Blackie’s eyes, sharper than the cops’, saw the ordinary things in the
ordinary people. He saw the shiny people doing their ordinary things. He watched them all going
to work. He seen the handbags and newspapers swinging under their arms. He noticed whether
they were wearing either high heels or flats – all ordinary things. Blackie’s eyes didn’t miss a
thing, for hidden amongst the ordinary, extraordinary things are playing out little games of hide
and seek too. Someone once told him about Green Ant Dreaming but, though he tried, he
couldn’t remember any of the story.
“Fuck it.” he said. “Sheep!” he said, looking at the walkers.
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But Carlos ignored him, busying himself with looking at women and dodging traffic that whizzed
by, very close. He brought the car to a full stop at the red light.
“Look there, man!” Blackie pointed.
A boy dressed in school uniform – red tie, grey socks, grey trousers, white shirt, blazer embossed
with the school crest, neat short back and sides, looked to be about sixteen with the world at his
feet – had dropped eggs in a carton on the road in from of them. And, try as he did, the boy could
not put the humpty dumpty eggs back together again. He looked up, panicked to see the traffic
lights start to flash, and ran the rest of the way across leaving the squashed mess on the road,
broken.
Blackie swung the sun visor shade down to stop the sun from getting in his eyes. It had a mirror
attached to it, so he checked himself out, comparing himself to the neatly dressed kid who had
just flashed across the road, seeing bad history written all over his own face, and the future, with
time on his side, written all over the boy. Blackie’s thick hair that was once neatly trimmed and
as black like coal, now scraggy, had turned grey some time back.
He clenched his jaw and raised his lips to bare aching teeth that were worn from age and from
years of grinding. He checked his face, looking at memories written into wrinkles in the lines.
Wrinkles and lines, highlighted by dirt, told tales of deeds of a life lived. He examined closely his
eyebrows and top lip – more scars there, leaving their marks on his body. His knuckles, battered,
wore scars too. They’d turn a grey/blue when the weather was cold. Arthritis was setting in early,
too bloody early for his liking. He told himself that it didn’t matter. Yet, somehow it did. He tried
to con himself by telling himself that he was too old to look pretty. That he was no schoolboy
with schoolboy hope, but jest an old Blackfulla without anything much going for him.
“Still a Blackfulla,” he assured himself, and then said louder,”Am still black, hey Carlos?”
Carlos blinked, caught surprised with a question without notice, gulped and said,”Yeah man!
You’re Blackie!”
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Blackie studied his own face harder in the mirror, scratching his chin, pushing dirt deeper in.
Carlos gave him a quick sideways glance to see what he was on about. But Blackie was too busy
studying himself, giving Carlos little to go on, so Carlos shrugged his shoulders and went back to
looking at traffic and women.
“You don’t even fucken know my name, man. Youse don’t even know me name, bud,” Blackie
said softer.
Carlos had dropped the subject. He had no idea what the fuck Blackie was on about, and he
didn’t give a shit about it, either.
Drugged up for the trip, Blackie began feeling that he’d like another taste. He told Carlos to drive
steady, as he was gonna have a line, but then decided to wait till they were down the road a bit
further. Drugs had him feeling short tempered. He began thinking about the school kid with the
eggs again and then thought about his own schooling. His years of study at school and at
university had turned out to be a waste. He got little from it.
He wanted equality. But it didn’t give him equality.
He wanted his own country. But his education didn’t give him his country back.
His education didn’t stop racism from holding everyone apart. It didn’t change the colour of his
skin.
“And, youse don’t even fucken know me name!” he said to the passing world.
His blackness was a problem for people he believed. It was always there. Pursuing him. It
disturbed people, and that angered him. He remembered reading about this in Fanon’s work.
Blackie smiled, remembering the rapture he felt when reading Black Skin, White Masks. Now,
there was a black man! Educated and fighting back against his colonisers, Fanon put his
intelligence and rage into the pages of books, educating and rocking the world!
Driving in silence Blackie and Carlos couldn’t hear Rips rolling around, dreaming on the back
seat, whispering,”Fuck you, baby. Ahh… fuck me. Yeah!”
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Carlos and Blackie both gasped at seeing a white swan, with its beak over the neck of a black
one, in a violent struggle in front of the colourful garden gnomes. The black swan fought back,
flapping its wings, lashing out with its feet, trying to fly away, screaming to the gnomes for help.
But the white swan had it in its grip, hard. And it looked as though it was not going to let go
regardless of gnomes or anything else. Blackie wound his window down as fast as he could, and
yelled,
“Fuck off, ya white cunt!”
Shocked, scared and terrified, people on the street huddled closer together and looked away from
Blackie, the angry man, pretending that they could not see anything. They quickly moved further
away from the violence, keeping safe. Trying to make themselves invisible.
Driving on, Blackie didn’t look back to see the black swan escape, a little worse for wear and tear
from the fight, but still alive and kicking.
“Fuck Katoomba. Shithouse town that dump, hey mate?” Blackie asked Carlos when they hit the
highway, leaving the hurrying people and fighting swans behind them.
“Sure is, bud. Took Mimi up there once, though. Seen the Three Sisters. Stayed at the Hydro,
brother,” Carlos bragged.
“Who?” Blackie asked, unconvinced.
“Mimi…Mimi Macpherson, you know? Elle’s sister,” Carlos replied.
Blackie didn’t believe him. How this guy, in his company would ever be able to hang with those
rich people, Blackie had no idea. Blackie didn’t know them… Blackie wasn’t rich. And Carlos
wasn’t rich. But Blackie knew that the Spaniard had rich dreams and big ideas and stuff. Blackie
decided that perhaps Carlos ‘dreamed’ the Minogue sisters, and the Ants Pantz woman and the
Macpherson women. They, in reality, were little more than dreams to poor boys like them
anyway.
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“Did ya fuck dem Three Sisters, too? Did ya fuck the Blue Mountains, man?” Blackie asked.
“Blaaaack! Can’t fuck a mountain!” Carlos laughed.
“You sure bout that man? You Whitefullas sure fucked my country, bad! Real bad, you fucked
her,” Blackie said seriously.
Both fell into their own private thoughts for a while, as the radio songs kept the rhythm of the
relationship. Blackie nodded his head and looked away and went back to trying to count things
that they passed, but things passed too fast to count, so he gave up. Carlos nodded his head in
time with the Doors singing LA Woman.
Blackie dedicated some time to trying to remember what Green Ant Dreaming was all about. But
he couldn’t get it back in his head, so he gave up on that too, and then closed his eyes to rest.
Whilst resting, he thought again of Fanon’s words, and of Fanon’s great gift of knowledge to the
world. He quoted a favourite passage to himself:
“Oh, I know the blacks. They must be spoken to kindly; talk to them about their country; it’s all
in knowing how to talk to them.”
Carlos looked to see Blackie, eyes shut and talking to himself. Carlos didn’t know how to speak
to someone who was there but wasn’t, so he looked away and said nothing.
Blackie thought of Fanon’s greatness and extraordinariness, but Blackie thought himself to be
just an ordinary black. Blackie had no great gifts to give the world. Anyway, if he did have such
gifts, they were hidden away, so far away, deep down inside himself, that he couldn’t find them.
“I’m broken, Carlos,” he said softly, way too softly for Carlos to hear over Jimmy Barnes singing
Flame Trees on the radio.
Blackie knew he was broke. Broken like the eggs on the road back there. Broken and running into
the gutter. And, just like the humpty dumpty eggs, not even he himself could put himself back
together again.
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He tried to sleep, but Jimmy was turned up too loud, so he sat up and tried to count things, but
everything looked the same to him. It was the same difference in the bush, in a similar way to the
way it was in the towns: forested pines, all khaki green, all the same colours, standing there,
silent in their soldier lines, straight and tall, waiting for the wood chopper to cut ‘em all down.
The trees looked from behind their leaves at the boys flying past but kept quiet about it.
Blackie noticed all that sameness there in the bushland. The same patterns and colours and
things. But he kept quiet about that. There are the same kinda things out there on the highways.
Ahh, there’s different signs and stuff, but they all say the same kinda things – like the signs
indicating the distance between towns for instance showing Lithgow being up the road a bit from
where they were, and getting closer all the while. The road signs reading:
L.40

L.35
L.30

L.25
And there’s the same kinda trees standing there by the road, all doing the same kinda tree things –
standing there moving their leaves in the breeze, but keeping quiet about it.
As Rips snored on the back seat, Blackie looked out, hoping to see a kangaroo. But there were
none to be seen. Crushed and still by the roadside, a spiny echidna lay dead. All stiff, like beaten
egg whites, the poor thing was there – but it wasn’t there, in the living. Its soul had left its body
the moment the hand of death touched it with its deadly finger. Now, there it lay. Decaying.
Returning to the eternal Mother. Back on the path to the eternal return, the echidna doesn’t need
eyes to see the way. That pathway is the gift all the dead discover as a free trip at the moment of
their demise. The echidna’s soul had flown onto another body, leaving only a carcass behind, to
return to its place of origin… to the Mother… back to earth. Blackie knew this to be true.
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The smell of the dead animal flooded in on the wind and smothered the air inside the car, choking
Blackie. He coughed the stench of death out from his lungs, only to breathe it back in again. The
smell, so putrid, made him cough and cough and cough. He got sick of the smell of death, and
reached for the speed in the Esky.
“Slow down, bra,” he ordered Carlos.
Carlos moved into the outside lane and dropped the speed back to a crawl while Blackie did his
thing. Blackie had a good, big lot of it, swallowing it in one gulp, and cursing about the state of
his affairs to himself as he did. With hungry eyes, Carlos looked to see if he could have some too.
Blackie saw him, and said,”Wait’ll we git up here a bit, bud, give ya some then, ay? Don’t want
Highway Patrol crashin’ our party, hey?”
Carlos begrudgingly agreed that that would be a bad thing. So he put his foot down on the pedal
to speed up so he could quickly arrive to a place down the track, to where he could have a long
line.
Just then, crackling over the air waves, they heard the cruisie voice of Ray Charles; singing Hit
the Road Jack.
‘And don’t ya come back’
‘No mo, no mo, no mo, no more…’
They sang in unison. Ray Charles’s spirit cruised with them for a while, singing the song of
goodbye with them as they drove away from the dead echidna.
Driving through the Blue Mountains, slippery with its crying rock faces and deep valleys, full up
with mysteries, is an experience for travellers to move through space and through time
differently. Everything slips into a stream of consciousness, into another slipstream. The magic
of water, rock, wood and earth, caressed by wind, whipping around and through everything,
leaving an air of disbelief in the symmetry of its beauty, is a spiritually fulfilling thing to those
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who open themselves up to the power of nature. That land, known first by Blackfullas, holds
knowledge in every moment – beneath every shadow.
But that same land slipped away too fast for the men in the car to appreciate for more than a few
fleeting seconds. On they sped, with Blackie on speed, and Carlos speeding too fast for the poor
old mother earth to keep up. As the green and grey bush flew by, Blackie went back to summing
up his life to himself. He painted himself a black picture… grim and lonely. He knew that he had
a different opinion to the establishment. Some friends dumped him because of his constant fight
against the system. But it seemed to him that the world was always at war with him. Though he
could still handle himself – drunk or stoned, sober or straight – he knew that the world was too
big a place to fight alone.
When in jail, he’d begun to prepare himself for what he thought would be the fight of his life, a
show down with the policeman, McWilliams.
“Fuck you, ‘Williams,” he whispered.
Blackie was gonna git himself some pay-back on the dog that sent him away – he was gonna pay
back that pig that verballed him! And Blackie had it set in his head that that pig would squeal. He
wanted to hurt McWilliams, BAD – real fucken BAD!
After that, well, Blackie would just have to take it like a man, no matter where the chips fell. If
they got him, if he got jailed again, then that would be that. He tried to convince himself that he
didn’t care. So he grew tougher on the inside. Completed what he called a postgraduate degree,
becoming yet another graduate from that old school of hard knocks. He pumped weights and
sparred with others in jail. He mixed it with men who could use their dukes. He mixed it with
them all. From flyweights through to overweights, he boxed and sweated and kept his mind on
McWilliams, imagining how he would hurt the cop with every punch he threw.
Blackie got wild and dropped a bloke at Cessnock once, breaking the man’s jaw. The screws
charged him with GBH. But when it got to court in Maitland, there were no witnesses to the
event. So Blackie walked. No conviction against him. The unspoken code of not speaking was
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upheld by other prisoners, with nobody willing to say they saw anything. And so Blackie beat the
rap.
When it all came down to it, Blackie had ended up with a bad attitude. He’d use whatever it took
to win. A chair over the head, an iron bar, pool cue, the old sand-shoe shuffle, anything –
whatever it took. But that’s no way for a man to fight. Only fear – or the lack of fear – produced
that kind of reaction. Blackie knew that.
“Fuck it!” he swore at the windowpane.
In Dubbo, he reckoned he’d face life with death, and then see who blinked first. He lit a smoke
and threw the packet in Carlos’ lap. Carlos lit up, and threw ‘em back. The radio had music
playing, but neither man was listening. The world rushing by was a world away to them and both
men were lost in their own worlds. Blackie’s thoughts found him wondering about where he’d
meet McWilliams again; Carlos’s mind was on happier times with party animals.
“Hey Carlos,” Blackie piped up.”I was born on the same day as a bloke who’s a copper up here in
Dubbo, ya know?”
“Yeah man?” Carlos replied.
“Yep. I grew up with him. We useda shake apples together – the thievin’ bastard. Now he’s a
fucken crooked cop!” Blackie said.
“Was he your mate?” Carlos said.
“Thought he was. Not now,” Blackie answered.
Blackie turned to look at Rips on the back seat. Seeing him sound asleep in an uncomfortable
position, all scrunched up, mouth open, eyes half shut, Blackie asked,
“How can a bloke sleep like that?”
Carlos gave the single word reply,
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“Drunk!”
Blackie shook his head, then turned back to watch the rushing road flying up towards them.
“Pull over man. Gotta piss,” Blackie said. The urge to piss had come on suddenly. He got out and
scarped it to the bush, and relieved himself.
Out cruising the highway, rough hands inside leather gloves gripped the wheel of a high-powered
Police pursuit car. The hands of the driver were the hands of the man that had to deal with
scraping up bodies and pieces of bodies from crashed cars and things from all over the mountain
road. Regularly.
The policeman’s name was Gatherbee. Scottish descent with a Presbyterian background,
Gatherbee knew he had the Lord and the law on his side. He wore a gold cross on a golden chain.
He never removed it from his skin. He wore it proudly in Jesus’s name. He said that there was no
hiding place down here. Not down here on these roads, there ain’t.
So God, (Gatherbee reckoned), was always his co-pilot. Gatherbee believed that the kingdom was
to come. That heaven would belong to him – The Peacemaker. Gatherbee saw Carlos sitting up
straight in the car, parked on the side of the road, and did a quick U-turn and pulled up beside.
Blackie turned, frightened, from the sound of Gatherbee’s hot tyres on the cold bitumen, and,
froze as the Highway Patroller stopped.
“Fuck!” Blackie whispered.
He thought,”What if? What if the Copper gets out of the car, and sees Rips asleep not wearing a
seat beat?” Just a little thing like that would give the cop a reason to wake the sleeping man.
To issue a ticket...
That requires a name.
That demands a police check.
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That would show that Rips has a first instance warrant out on him.
That means an arrest…
That means more cops…
That means they’d pinch him and Carlos too for the stolen car.
And that’d mean that he’d never get to see McWilliams or his Grandmother’s country again!”
“Fuck-me-dead!” Blackie cursed.
But Gatherbee didn’t bother to get out of his car. Instead, he slid up next to Carlos. Through the
open window of his patrol car, asked Carlos if he needed a hand. Relieved, Carlos answered that
he was alright, that he was just waiting for his mate to finish his business, nodding his head
towards Blackie. Carlos wasn’t gonna take his eyes of the policeman for a second. He was
looking for any indication that the cop was onto them. Any subtle movement by the cop would
have Carlos ram the police car and try an escape, leaving Blackie there with his dick out, to fight
his own battle alone. Carlos could hardly breathe. His hands sweated and he kept re-gripping the
steering wheel to get a better hold, thinking that his number was up and the copper would be in
an arresting mood.
“Don’t wake up Rips! Don’t bloody wake up, man,” Carlos prayed.
Gatherbee saw Blackie, who by that time had turned around and given him a wave and a smile to
hide his despair. The pious policeman was satisfied that everything was on the up and up,
nodded, turned his cruiser around squealing the tyres, and sped off again down the road in the
opposite direction.
“Phew! Faaarrrk!” Carlos breathed. He released his grip on the wheel, and wiggled his tense
fingers, and wiped his brow as Blackie got back in and slammed the door.
“Shit! Git outa here, man,” Blackie ordered.
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He didn’t have to tell Carlos twice. The Spaniard put the pedal to the metal and spun the wheels
getting back onto the black-tarred road. It took ten kilometres before Blackie spoke again.
“Lucky that Rips never woke up, hey bud?”
“’Ken oath,” Carlos agreed.
Blackie got back to telling him about McWilliams.
“That copper bloke I wuz tellin ya, Carlos. He’s a jealous bastard, man. Real mean streak in him.
Wuz always trying ta beat me…”
Carlos nodded, and asked for a smoke. Blackie lit a cigarette, took a couple of drags and then
passed it to Carlos.
“Yeah,” Blackie continued. “Could never beat me in a fair go, the cheatin’ bastard. Useda drop
his shoulder at the startin’ line when he was next ta me ta git me ta jump-the-gun and git
disqualified. Bet, he could never beat me,” Blackie laughed.
“He’d be out there trainin’ all the time. I’d be off with me mates down the river, somewhere…
still use da beat him,” Blackie finished.
“How’d he take that?” Carlos asked, now interested in Blackie’s yarn.
“Fucken hated it. Know what we useda call him?” Blackie asked.
“Naa. What?” said Carlos.
“Well, with a name like McWilliams, we called him, Red Label, ya know? Red label McWilliams
– flagons a port? He fucken hated it, too. I heard him sayin’ one day:
‘Jacky, Jacky Fucken
Blackie!
I’ll get you one day’
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I still remember that! Cunt got me alright,” Blackie said.
Blackie twisted uncomfortably in his seat getting sticky from sweat and rememberings.
“Yeah? Did he?” Carlos asked, puffing away on the cigarette. “How’d he go against you?” he
asked.
“That prick never beat me! … Didn’t stop him tryin’ though. He’s a dog! I’m gonna fucken
smash him when I see him!” Blackie assured Carlos.
“Why Black? What’d he do?” Carlos asked, guessing correctly that there was more to the story
than Blackie has revealed.
“Verballed me, man. Loaded me up with drug charges. I jest done six years over that man. He’s
fucken going down, brother!” Blackie declared.
Blackie was high on the speed he’d taken earlier as they flew through dirty old Lithgow, without
giving it a second thought. Back out on the freeway, Blackie was in a better mood, and decided to
give Carlos a line before they hit Bathurst.
“Pull up, man. Wanna do another piss. Give ya a line, hey?” Blackie asked.
“Thanks brother,” the grateful Carlos spoke.
He parked the car on the side, near bushes and waited until Blackie finished his business out there
before he spoke again.
“I’ll keep an eye out for the pigs, Black.”
Blackie grunted and got busy getting Carlos a bit of speed.
“Ere, Cuz…Git dis into ya,” Blackie said with a smile.
Carlos gulped it down in one go, and then drank from his bottle of water, smiling, nodding and
thanking Blackie with his eyebrows raised.
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“How far to Bathurst, Carlos?” Blackie asked as they drove away from the bushy place of
shadows and wind, into misty rain.
“Not far, mate. ‘Bout 25,” Carlos answered, unconcerned now that he was beginning to fly from
the speed.
The air got cold and the rain got heavy. Big splashy blobs of water exploded across the
windscreen as they drove down from the escarpment. Bathurst was laid out like a jigsaw puzzle
pattern there below them. The freeway is wide there where they were. The bush is cut right back,
far away from the bitumen, making clear space for service vehicle roads and giant power cable
rigs that run away out of sight to signal boxes and to other modern things. That ground is cold
and stony there. Grey is the colour of most days. Grey misty days. Grey ground. Grey rocks.
Grey clouds…Grey, grey, and greyer in some places…Grey and sad.
No ceremonial earth dances take place there at the top of the mountain now. Those old dancers –
dead – had long left that place of dreaming when the white people came through with the gun, the
cutlass and the bible. New dreamers now, in cars and trucks, on trains and in biker lines, wearing
fluro gear, and other men on tractors and crap, speed through the mountain there, slicing the
songline to ribbons, killing the dream, and hurting the mother earth.
Forgotten by many, that beautiful place now cries alone all night long for her dancers to come
back and to step softly, to sing to the old mother earth. The old mother earth, she waits there,
scarred and bleeding – waiting to be admired again by her children. Waiting to once again be the
centre of the world.
A pine forest, planted on one side of the road, runs away too, too far to see the end. All the trees
shiver when the wind blows. The pines cry too. They sob like stolen children did when the boss
came for them – them pines. They tremble when the chainsaw begins to rip through their
brothers’ trunks. They shiver and tremble each time they hear a truck coming, thinking that it
might be coming to take them away – to remove them from their place of birth. So, they stand
there perfectly uniform, perfectly still – scared, hoping that no one will pick them. They stand
there trying to defend themselves with their sharp little needle leaves. Brave but too weak to
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defend themselves against a saw, they tremble beneath the bark. There’s no one there to stand up
for them – so, the pines stand alone, together.
Standing so very still in the rain, the pines watched and breathed a sigh of relief as the men drove
on by without stopping.
When the men hit the outskirts of Bathurst, Blackie said with a fixed stare,
“Hate dis fucken place!”
His eyes were shiny like opals from the speed he’d taken back before Lithgow. He was off his
head a little bit, but he was still very aware.
“Yeah? Why’s that?” Carlos asked.
Lost in thought, Blackie didn’t hear the question, and continued to speak over the top of Carlos.
“Whitefullas slaughtered blacks here, after Wentworth, Blaxland and Lawson found a way
across. Dis is all fucken blood-land ere, man!”
The old showground was like he remembered it was when he went there to race white runners,
when he was a kid. The wooden fence still needed a coat of paint. The faded signs told of another
time when supremacy was splashed across tin and wood as signs advertising prosperity for a
price.
Bathurst is green. Green grass everywhere in that town. And the fields near the river, where
Wiradjuri women once sat and sang to their children, and where men, back from fishing, lay back
to stretch their backs, where black boys tested their arms with sticks copying the old men
throwing spears, are fertile and hides stories. Recent ones. Stories of conquest and resistance. But
beneath the green and gold tops, there’s blood stains down below. Fucken blood stains
everywhere there in that place, if you look hard enough. But, the blood has dried and is now
covered over. It’s covered by lawns and food crops. And the past is buried. Buried from
v
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But you can still find the blood tales in the libraries – if you look. And you can still hear of the
past in the tales some old people tell occasionally around the town. But, mostly, the stories
remain forgotten…Or not remembered.
“Git me outa ere, man! Me and ‘im did a lota hard time in this hole… Go dis way,” Blackie said,
nodding towards Rips, and then pointing down the road.
They took the old road out. Not the new one that runs up past the jail. They went the other way.
Out past All Saints school, on the old road near the river – out past the row of poplar trees where
the magpies nest where the maggies delight in dive-bombing the school kids in the spring. The
men drove out past the scary old house on the overgrown estate, and past the side road that runs
up the back way to the cemetery and onto the jail. Out past the Eglinton turn-off they went, fast,
and on up around the bend they flew towards Orange in a hurry.
Blackie’s thoughts returned to McWilliams – McWilliams with the square face and lazy eye –
McWilliams the red-face, always trying to hide his rage from the world. McWilliams the jealous
man. Ole ‘Red-Label’ was jealous of everything! Jealous of the birds that could fly; of the fish
that could swim; of people who could sing. He was jealous of the freedom of clouds. And jealous
of the sun. But most of all, he was jealous of Blackie and he hated that bloody air of free
expression that the black bastard had about himself.
It mattered to McWilliams that Blackie had that free expression to boot. It made McWilliams as
mad as hell, and he swore that he wasn’t gonna take it anymore! He thought that no one knew of
his jealous heart. That jealousy was a heavy weight on his mind. And it hurt him like he was
carrying a sack of potatoes. It was heavy…and it wasn’t a brother. But it fuelled his rage and
determination more than any training and anything else in the world. He made promises to
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himself that he’d get Blackie one day, no matter how long it might take him. He’d get ‘em all
back for laughing at him and for making him feel small.
And, now a Crown Sergeant, he thought himself to be King Shit! They’d all take notice now, he
told himself. He had dreams of climbing the ladder. He did things he wasn’t supposed to do to
get ahead. He took credit for the labour of others. He cheated and he lied. And, he worked slyly
and he worked hard – at getting ahead.
All that lonely training as a kid made him a man more determined and more fragile than most. A
man who hid himself behind his badge and his uniform. A man who coached kids in football in
his spare time, and spoke to old people about community watch programmes, had the general
population imagining him to be such a great guy and yet the same guy who kicked the shit outa
drunks when no one was looking. And beneath his blue Police uniform and awards, a crook in a
copper’s uniform, corrupt and cruel, lurked, waited… singing his favourite song by the Rolling
Stones, Satisfaction.
When the opportunity came to nab Blackie, McWilliams accused him of supplying narcotics.
McWilliams seized his opportunity with both hands eagerly and Blackie fell in the shit. Blackie
didn’t stand a chance in court. He went down hard, poor bastard. He got dropped without a
prayer. And, as the Queen looked down from her glass frame upon her black subject, Blackie was
being framed for real. Once again, he was a man held in steel. The black subject got 9 years with
a non-parole period of 6 years.
McWilliams finally had his win! “Got ya now, you black cunt!” McWilliams mouthed to Blackie,
when the sentence came down from the Bench.
“Get fucked, you white cunt!” Blackie mouthed back from the Dock.
McWilliams smiled an ugly victory smile as they led Blackie away. He went and spent the
afternoon drinking single malt whisky with his mates at the RSL.
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Blackie spent the rest of his day sulking and pacing the watch-house floor, refusing bread and
water. The truck took him the next day to Silverwater, and his long sentence began on a dark and
stormy day. Blackie served every day of the sentence with McWilliams on his mind.
Blackie hadn’t contested the charge, like some other people might have done. He suffered
silently, and grew wild, waiting in jail. He didn’t forget McWilliams for a minute. And, he didn’t
forgive, like he’d seen many other Blackfullas do once they got into their sentence. All those
guys wanted was to be out again and do it all over again. They’re party animals, those guys. But
the party was over for Blackie. He just waited and waited for the day he’d see McWilliams again.
In jail, he got fit. And then he got fitter! He walked the clean floor of B Wing like he was king.
Men stepped aside, and Screws watched him carefully – raiding his room and searching his hole.
Time passed slowly. Years followed years…
And, finally, Blackie was out.
Blackie murmured, “How ironic, I’m still just a Blackie, Blackie, but you’re the real fucken pig –
ya copper bastard! I’ll see you soon, you fuck! Count on it, cunt!” he promised himself quietly.
“Wonder if big-arse there is gonna wake up ‘fore we hit Dubbo?” Blackie asked aloud, referring
to Rips.
Blackie sang a verse from the great Roy Buchanan blues number, ‘Roy’s Blues’, thinking that
Roy’s blues could have been written for him. Blackie changed the words a little to suit himself as
he thought hateful thoughts of McWilliams:
Yeah, if I got to hell…
I’m gonna speak very highly of you.
Yeah, if I go to hell…
I’m gonna speak very highly of you.
Cause you done some things sweet brother,
That even the Devil himself wouldn’t do…
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After a short while, Carlos took up the conversation again.
“You grow up with Rips, Black?” he asked.
“Na…met him in jail, man,” Blackie replied.
“What was he in for?” Carlos enquired.
“Killed someone… by mistake…” Blackie answered softly.
Blackie leaned back and smoked as he spoke about meeting Rips in jail for the first time and
about how a quick friendship grew between the two of them. Carlos was stoking the old
Commodore up as they roared on towards Lucknow, doing over a hundred kilometres an hour.
The land reminded Blackie so much of his past. It held secrets, too, and he felt that there were
ghosts all around. Everything came back in flashes of green and grey as the bush flew by.
Blackie remembered Lucknow. He used to visit there as a kid, searching for past life on school
excursions. It was an exciting place to get lost for a while whilst on the school excursions.
Lucknow is just a little place now, just outside the city of Orange it hangs out. It clings to the side
of the highway, like moss clings to a rock, like shit to a nappy. Lucknow, that small place that
grew out of the Wentworth estate, is rich with the yellow metal – rich with gold! Once a prized
place it was. It is just a few seconds drive-through on the road to a bigger place now though. It
was once a thriving town, cashed-up and full of action. Men rushed there to search for the flash
of yellow in their pans. It was noisy with the sounds of work of shovels and with people grunting
and swearing in despair and in joy when they got lucky. While the rush was on, it was the place
to be for the white people.
But, before the white people, Lucknow was a quiet place where Wiradjuri people rested. And
before that; it was a place where the mythical Rainbow snake rested on its great river-making
journey. After the creation time, it became a place where old Wiradjuri men told stories of the
Dreaming to their children at evening time. A place where large mobs of grey kangaroos hopped
over rocky ground, and where huge flocks of black cockatoos blocked out the sun. Yeah man, it
was full of life then.
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Wiradjuri people remember Lucknow as their homeland, as a place that was taken from them in a
violent land grab. And they know it was Rainbow snake’s resting place. The Wiradjuri know that
the white people desecrated and disgraced that place, and the Wiradjuri people saw white people
value it in the economic but not in the spiritual way. So the Snake dreaming place got dirty with
waste and rubbish and stands there now, completely over-grown, over-looked, and mostly
forgotten.
The ghosts of old Wiradjuri linger there though, and, if you’re quiet – very quiet – those ghosts
will visit you sometimes. They’ll come around, those ghosts will, if you go poking around beside
the old streams. You might feel their ghostly presence in the icy wind that blows up under your
hair, behind your collar, in the afternoons when camp fires are lit. The ghosts look at the visitors
from the trees. They wait there… still…They wait for the return of the Wiradjuri people, those
ghosts. Waiting to hear the laughter of the black kids playing in the water…They are there, the
ghosts.
Stripped of gold now, Lucknow has returned to being a quiet place again. It’s little more than a
rusty reminder of the old colonial days. But, just over a hundred years back in time, after white
people discovered precious metal laying on the ground around the place, it was a different story.
Rum was as precious as the gold then. Rum was there to wash away the day’s earnings and the
memory of hard travel. And precious fresh stream water became muddy and bloody, and carried
away the blood, the shit and the poisons. And the gold was their ticket to ride in style back to the
big smoke of Sydney or onto London.
Blackie looked quickly to see if there were black people there. He didn’t see any. He knew that
their ghosts still hung around there. He smelt their sweet smell as they drove past. He crossed his
arms and held himself tight together as Carlos eased the car back into the single lane.
“Lucknow! Hmph!” he said.”Git away from here, bud…Too many fucken ghosts! Hope we have
good luck, Carlos. Highway Patrol all long ere, man. Watch it Bud,” he warned.
Carlos slowed down and looked too, but he couldn’t see any cops or ghosts hiding behinds signs
or trees, so he gunned it up around the bend. Whoosh! The car engine screamed loudly as up
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around the sweeping bend they raced. They drove along quietly for a while, lost in thought. They
slipped by Orange in light rain, taking the side road outa town towards Wellington, unseen.
“Yeah man,” Blackie continued, “met Rips in jail. He accidently killed his girlfriend when he
was young. Hit her by mistake one night, when he was fightin’ another bloke. She jumped in
between ‘em to stop ‘em, and he dropped her by mistake. Died from hitting her head on the
gutter.”
“Fuck!” gulped Carlos.
“Yeah… fuck, alright,” Blackie agreed.
Rips loved her. Yeah, everything was sweet between those two lovers. It was serious love
between them two, you know? Young love! Remember how serious we all take that love thing
when we’re teenagers. It’s our everything, when we’re young. And yet, Rips killed the young girl
– smashing young love in the gutter. All that’s left of it now is her memory, and the blood stain
on the cement. Her ghost was Rips’ secret companion. She was always there, hanging ‘round in
his head, invading his dreams and waking him up. Nothing could hold her spirit down. She’d slip
straight through the bars of every cell he slept in. Through the walls of the buildings, she’d come.
She’d always find him. She’d sit there at the foot of his bed and look at him. Staring…He asked
her for forgiveness a million times.
But she said nothing.
She’d just sit there.
He’d cried when no one was looking….Alone, he sobbed like a baby.
He once asked Blackie, at the Bay, “Why do man ab ta kill dat ting he lub?”
Blackie couldn’t answer it. Instead, he asked Rips a different question: “Why do a man always
love the things that kill him?”
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Blackie went back watching the bushland blur past his window, thinking of Rips. He opened
another beer, noticed Carlos drinking water, so didn’t offer him one and then said,
“Ya know, Cops barred him from his hometown, Carlos?” “Yeah?
What for?” Carlos asked.
“Cause they can…that’s why! Said they wuz worried about fights ‘tween the families,” Blackie
answered.
Carlos knew the story about Rips and the killing of his girlfriend, he heard it from others talking
when bongin-on, sitting around the fire at Mascot, but he wanted to know more. But Blackie said
no more on the matter. Blackie remembered Rips telling him how payback after payback took its
turn and ran its race between families over the years.
“Everyone got it, bra,” Rips said to him.”Dey always fightn back ome o-bar me, bud.”
But no one suffered more than the girl’s mother or Rips. Once in a blue moon, he’d sneak back to
the little dusty town of his birth, under the cover of darkness, to see his old mother and some of
his closest relatives.
Carlos lit a smoke, and the smoke went down the wrong way, making him choke on it, making
Blackie laugh. Blackie smiled when he suddenly thought of the U.S President, Clinton, who said
when asked if he experimented with marijuana when he was in College, “Yes…but I did not
inhale.”
“Fucken liar, hey Carlos?” Blackie asked.
“Who, Bra?” Carlos asked, watery eyed and sniffling.
“Clinton! The fucker…remember… ‘Yes I smoked mar-it-chew-warrn-na. But I did not inhale!’
Remember him saying that?” Blackie asked, smiling.
“Na. Not really bud. Dunno anyone named Clinton,” Carlos said
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“You idiot!” Blackie scoffed. “He was American President.”
“Ahh, him…yeah. I remember him…” Carlos bullshitted.
Clinton might not have inhaled, but Rips did – big time! Blackie told the story about the bouncers
who were trying to stand over a little old chap who had done all his dough on the horses and the
pokies. The bouncers were making a joke outa the old fella. They were show-offs. Full of
muscles and steroids. Full of ‘emselves. Full of shit, man. The old man happened to be in that
dingy bar that dingy time and that (unfortunately for him) was the wrong bar at the wrong time.
And the bouncers thought that they’d get a cheap victory. That was, until the Big Rips made it his
business to be the old chap’s champion. Rips hated bouncers. He couldn’t stand stand-overs. He
hated all dem in their uniforms, and those with their arms full a tatts.
And so, trying to sound like Mr. T in that Rocky movie, Rips challenged the bouncers ta, “Come
over ‘ere an abba crack at a real man, not a old pensioner!”
The bouncers didn’t like that much. And so it was on. But Rips dropped ‘em. Both of ‘em. The
bouncers were out cold and bleeding. Big, bad Rips then pulled out his big, black dick and pissed
all over their heads, right there on the street in front of everyone. By the time Blackie got to the
brawl it was all over, and Rips was standing there, bare-chested, smiling broadly, and pissing
freely, showing all and sundry his cock.
“Fuck! Sooo funny, man…” Blackie laughed, remembering the gasps of disgust from those
women who’d gathered to see the whole affair.
“He escaped from custody once, Rips did,” Blackie continued. “Held cops at bay for long time.
Hmm. True, man! They bought the Rapid Response Group into deal with that one, brother.”
Someone finally talked sense into Rips, and he gave himself up in the early morning light. And
coppers kicked his guts in behind the cars, outa sight. Another two-year sentence went onto his
original term. They sent him to hell for ‘that’ escape – off to Lithgow he went.

97

“Off to solitary.”
Alone. Alone...
“Off to solitary for you, young man,” said the Judge.
Off he went. Off his head. Off to hell, he was sentenced. By the time he got out, he was fucked.
Blackie looked out on the overcast sky, and at the mountains, drippy-wet from dew and rain. The
mountains are hard – hard like Rips. Hard and cold and wet – crying. Grey with age and green
with moss, and though dirty from cars and exhaust fumes, and dirty from graffiti, from life, the
mountains in Wiradjuri country are still the most beautiful. And they are still sacred to the
Wiradjuri.
“Listen, Black… I gotta do a piss, man. Let’s get off this main road man. Isn’t there a back road
we can take? If we get caught, man… faaark! Don’t need that, brother,” Carlos said, sick of
listening to Blackie’s reminiscing.
“No, stay on this road! Cops spot us out there on them back roads… Stand out like dogs balls,
man. Stay ‘ere – blend in, man! Stop up here at Geurie, brother,” Blackie said, pointing ahead
and getting itchy feet now that Dubbo was in range.
Carlos looked at Blackie, nodded, but said nothing, recognising the distance between himself and
Blackie was much farther than a bucket seat away. The distance was written all over Blackie’s
face. Blackie, ‘the knower’, and Carlos ‘the stupid’, were separated in a distance that couldn’t be
covered in that moment. Too far apart, Carlos would remain the student and Blackie the teacher,
for the time being. Exasperated, Blackie said to thin air,
“Outa fucken sight, man!”
Blackie’s speed had his mind all over the place. Thoughts flying round like mad galahs had him
here, there and everywhere. For a second, his thoughts went to the graveside of his friend, the
cripple, Crusoe. Disabled from birth with spina-bifida, Crusoe walked with crutches and was
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always in pain. And it was with a deliberate overdose from a highball that finally did him in – at
the grand old age of twenty-one.
Blackie remembered saying to the young man’s mother, “He’s at peace now, Aunt. No more shit
from this place for him … he was my brother…”
“Too many young fullas. Too many young fullas!” Blackie yelled, and suddenly punched the
dashboard. He hit the dash so hard it buckled a little. He hit it hard, just like he thought he’d hit
McWilliams when he’d get him. The quickness of Blackie’s words and dashboard punch made
Carlos lose control for a bit. Blackie’s mood had changed from benign to wild, in a flash.
‘Hey! Watch how ya drivin’ there man, fuck ya!” Blackie yelled, feeling the car swaying
towards the edge of the road. Towards the edge of reality.
Carlos said, “Fuck Black! Nearly pissed meself.”
Blackie smirked, but didn’t say anything. Geurie was just around the bend. Carlos sweated and
nodded, correcting his mistake, quietly smiling. He checked his rear vision mirror for traffic, and
checked himself out at the same time, telling himself that he was cool. A handsome devil, he was
indeed…But indeed… Carlos is a devil, no doubt!
“Fuck Blackie! Mad fucker!” Carlos told himself, thinking of what he had to put up with from
that Blackie – the arse-hole.
He only went along for the ride because he thought that it might be a bit of fun and because Rips
had told him yarns about easy black women in Dubbo that might suit his style.
“Yeah, man, when we hit old Dubbo, dem black gerls, dey want it, alright… you know…with the
new boy in town. Dey sicka dem same old roots dey git d’ere. I always git lucky, me!” Rips told
him, while conning him up for something or other behind the pub on Botany Road.
Although a fuckwit and spoilt, Carlos was mostly a harmless bastard, really. Just a hanger-on-era,
he was. A weak man and a bludger, always hanging off someone.
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The miles raced past. Blackie liked being driven around, being chauffeured. As he watched the
landscape change from the hard rocky granite land of the mountains, to the soft green rolling hills
of the central west his mind wandered back to the time of his youth. He repeated the question
he’d asked Rips at The Bay:
“Why do we love the things that kill us?”
He thought of all the speed he had swallowed. He knew that pretty soon he’d want some more.
And then more.
And more.
And, more and more, and...
Faces of old friends and images of places he’d not seen in years came flooding back in a jumbled
and scrambled mess to Blackie. He hardly knew what was real any more. They hit Geurie in a
hurry, but stopped for Carlos, for cigarettes and to do a piss.
Geurie is a sleepy hamlet, with less than 500 people living there. A tiny little place hanging on
between Orange and Wellington, it is on the highway. The rail line goes through there. Trains
stop to collect wool bales and crops and farmers kids, taking them away to other places. The
emptiness of Geurie belies its great wealth. There’s rich farming land all around the place, with
plenty of sweet water and fertile soil, making it ideal sheep and cropping country.
They stopped and Blackie got out and stretched his legs, and then he followed Carlos into the
shop. Carlos stopped inside the doorway and pretended to check out the magazines in the rack.
Blackie made his way to the counter and bought cigarettes. Carlos was busy stealing lollies and
junk. The old woman serving wore glasses but her eyes spotted what Carlos was up to. She deftly
pressed a button beneath the counter that rang a bell, out the back, in the house. Her son appeared
just as Carlos revved the car and took off. The son chased after the car, but couldn’t catch up.
Carlos laughed and sped away chewing on chocolate éclair lollies.Blackie worked out what
Carlos had done and scolded him.
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“Ya bloody idiot! Whatcha do that for?” he said, wild.
Blackie ran his closed fist up against the side of Carlos face. Carlos looked confused. He was
only having a bit of fun. He thought it was funny nicking a bag here, and yo-yo there…
“What? It’s only shit…Look?” Carlos responded, showing his handful of stolen crap.
Blackie didn’t care what Carlos had stolen.
“Don’t tell me you haven’t pinched anything, Black? There’s no cops in that dump!” Carlos
assured.
“It’s not that, man! She’s old! Wellington’s jest up ere a bit. We gotta git through there yet.
Fuck!” Blackie replied.
Blackie closed his fist and felt like smashing Carlos. But he held his temper and looked away.
“Oh… Didn’t think. Sorry brother,” Carlos said regretful.
“Sorry be fucked!” Blackie cursed.
The lollies and yo-yo no longer were just a funny little meaningless act. The act of theft is
serious. Very serious indeed! Carlos could see that he’d made Blackie wild. He offered the lollies
to Blackie, and Blackie snatched them angrily and threw them out the window. Blackie grabbed
the yo-yo before Carlos could blink and chucked it too. Blackie hoped that the man who chased
them might find the lollies and yo-yo, and things were square again. But that’s a pretty unlikely
thing to happen. Carlos was too afraid to say anything. Sheepishly, he kept his eyes on the road,
feeling foolish.
“Hope they find ‘em and don’t call the cops, man!” said Blackie, just so Carlos got the message
louder, and clearer.
After a short while, Blackie knew the path he was on was a road well worn by people making
mistakes and of breaking promises and paying a price at the other end. Knowing it was too late
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now to do anything about the stolen goods, he shrugged his shoulders and accepted whatever the
future would bring.
“Fuckwit!” he said to himself, thinking of Carlos.
Driving out from the town, Blackie tried to forget Geurie and smiled and said proudly, “This was
my Grandmother’s country ‘round ‘ere.”
He looked at the rose-red rocks – his grandmother’s magnificent homeland – and thought of the
red-land as being as old as time itself. As he spoke, he moved his hand in a magnificent gesture
across the windscreen as if to show it was his country too.
Carlos saw it as an opening and said, (trying to sound like he was full of concern), “What tribe
was she from?”
Carlos knew enough about Kooris that family was everything to them. And he knew that their
Grannies were at the top of those black men’s respect. Blackie heard Rips stirring in the back, but
kept his eyes looking ahead for police cars.
“Wiradjuri. She was Rad-jree, man. She lived till she was nearly a ‘undred years old. It’s not
tribe, Carlos... the proper way is to ask is, ‘What language group was she from, man?’” Blackie
corrected.
He turned away to look out the window. He didn’t want to talk any more. He just wanted to think
about his dead Grandmother, and of old songs she loved.
‘You where mine for just a while
Now you’re puttin’ on your style
You never once looked back
At your home across the track....’ he sang.
Carlos read Blackie’s body language, and didn’t follow up with further questions. Blackie
remembered his grandmother’s smile and the old glasses she wore. He thought of the old woman
back in the shop that Carlos had stolen from.
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“Fuck ya, Carlos…Why’d ya steal from that old woman?” he asked.
But Carlos just blinked and said nothing. Blackie felt like smashing Carlos again, but held
himself back. He hated himself for taking Carlos through Geurie… and he hated himself for
being an addict. He hated himself for being weak. He hated himself for being Blackie. But if he
had been normal, maybe, just maybe, he wouldn’t be with thieves and rip-off men.
But then again, what the fuck is normal anyway?
Lost in thought, he paid no attention to the cigarette burning away, or to the hot ash falling on the
seat; he imagined cool, air conditioned libraries he’d been in. He understood the world differently
when he’d lose himself in the quiet pages of a book – in poetry or in music and in songs. Blackie
thought again of the old song,
‘You may be their pride and joy,
But they’ll find another boy, And
as you tumble to the ground
Pick me up on your way down’.
Carlos slid the car in an aquaplane moment, snapping Blackie out of his day-dream. Blackie
gripped hard.
“Where’s that speed, fuck ya, Carlos? Let’s have a line,” he said.
Carlos fought hard to steady the car, and put it back on the straight and narrow, stammering, “I…
in, in, in the Esky brother. Want me to pull over?”
“Naa… keep going. Gittin sicka driving.”
Carlos smiled. He knew what Blackie was saying. Blackie reached for his knife and sliced off a
bit of the precious, filthy, white fury – the speed. As much as Blackie liked speed, he wouldn’t
use heroin. He never used the needle and the spoon for his business. He couldn’t stand the
thought of sticking himself. And he promised himself that he’d kill anyone who tried to coax him
that way. He knew what he was doing. Carlos and Rips had track-marks on their arms to show
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that they love ‘blasting’. He thought of the ever-accommodating Carlos, who understood. Carlos
nodded back.
Blackie quickly rinsed his mouth out with hot, flat soft drink that was hours old.
“Fuck. That tastes terrible!” he said as he shook his head in disgust.”Aww!! That’s fucked, man!”
he yelled.
His tongue stung from the small ulcers that had developed from the battery acid or whatever it
was that they used to cut the drug with. His teeth felt as sharp as razors, and his bottom lip, full of
scar tissue and red raw, was burning from the acidic shit.
Carlos looked to see if Blackie was gonna offer him some more of that powerful stuff for all the
hard driving he’d done. But he knew he’d better not ask after his fuck-up back at the shop.
Blackie saw the subtle glances from the Spaniard as he swallowed hard. After a quick look over
into the back seat compartment, and confirming that Rips was still sound asleep, he looked
directly at the hungry Carlos.
“Ere! Fuck ya!” he said to the big-eyed driver.
The Spaniard nodded and greeted him with a smile. Carlos would have been happy to be given
just a point or maybe two if he was lucky from Blackie, but Blackie gave him heaps. There must
have been at least half a gram, maybe more, stuck to the blade. Enough to blow Carlos away,
man.
Carlos whispered, “Thanks Blackie.”
He watched as Blackie took another swallow and saw where Blackie put the speed. Watched him
place it back down there beneath the cans, down deep in the Esky. He took the sly glance for
future reference, in case opportunity knocked. A few specks fell on Carlos’ trouser leg and the
Spaniard did his best with a wet his finger to get the last little bit into his hungry mouth. Not
expecting so much, Carlos thought that Blackie didn’t know what he was doing. But Blackie
wasn’t greedy. He gave Carlos a smile and a nod, then looked away.
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Blackie waited for the drug to do its thing. For it to make him forget the day for a while. With the
window down, he drew a deep breath. The rushing air smelt clean and fresh. He looked towards
the sky and noticed the clouds, dark, ready to drop their load.

“Ahh! Sweeeeet summer rain!” he yelled at the rushing wind.
And then, as an after-thought, he screamed to the sky,
“Hey!! All you farmer bastards! Fucken thieves! Git off my grandmother’s country! And… pay
the rent!”
But no one to heard his command. There were no farmers listening. Only his travelling mates and
some magpies on a fence bore witness to his raised voice as the car rolled along. But he didn’t
care anymore. The sudden rush of cool air woke Rips from his slumber on the back seat. Rips
stretched and swore loudly about how stiff he’d become from sleeping crooked on the seat that
was way too small for him.
“Wos appenin Cuz?” he asked.
But, before Blackie could answer, Rips told Carlos to pull over so he could take a piss. Carlos
eased the big rig onto the wet red gravel and brought it to a stop.
“Turn it off man! I’m sicka fucken drivin. Let’s have a rest for a while. If coppers come…Then
let em come.” Blackie said. ”Wot yer reckon, Rips? Stretch our legs, hey?” He wanted to walk on
his Grandmother’s country again, and that was that.
Big Rips, scratching his hairy belly, lazily said, “Yeah… don’t give a fuck, brother. I’m sicka dis
back seat, man. Got smokes, Carlos?”
Rips jumped out of the back and made his way to a tree to piss. He pissed for such a long time
that it made Blackie laugh out loud.
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“What. You a fucken camel or something, boy? How much piss can a man have in im?” Blackie
asked.
Rips gave him a silly smile from over his shoulder and as he finished, he whinnied like a horse –
long and loud! Then he said with that huge smile that covered his black face, “Where’s that
smoke, big-fulla?”
Carlos chucked him the packet of cigarettes and lighter. Rips lit a smoke and offered the packet
to Blackie, as if they were his own.
“Ere. Hab one-o-mine!” he joked.
They all had a good laugh. Rips just hunched his shoulders, smiled, and drew in deep the
stinking, grey smoke from the cigarette.
“Ahh… lub dat smoke,” he said, smiling.
He watched Blackie light his fag and walk away. He watched Blackie stop, and look out across
the huge, almost-ready-to-harvest lucerne crop. Blackie had double thoughts on his mind. His
first thought had him racing back to that nursing home where he had left his dying grandmother
all those years ago. He’d wished that he’d done things differently. Wished that he’d not made
that final promise turn into a dirty lie. He kicked the dirt hard.
His second thought was what to do when he got to Dubbo? It was one thing imagining dropping a
copper in a fight, but now that Dubbo wasn’t far down the track, and it was too far to turn back,
the thought of killing a policeman was scaring him. He tried to convince himself that it was either
himself or the copper who would die, and that it didn’t matter who got dropped. But you can’t
hide behind fear. Blackie didn’t want to go through with either killing or being killed… and he
worried about looking weak if he backed out. And that truth frightened him.
He watched the lucerne heads bend and sway together in their natural waltz as the wind blew
through the crop. For a moment, he recalled the times when young girls in high school danced the
Pride of Erin and the Rumba with him. He remembered Yuko, the Japanese exchange student at
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the girls’ school, who looked at him with a smile. She could dance better than all of them. She
moved like a bird in silent flight…gliding perfectly across a dirty floor, making him feel like he
was a beautiful dancer in a beautiful ballroom.
“Wonder what they’d all think of me now?” he asked himself, thinking about his decision to kill.
He looked away into the distance, away far off to the horizon. He wondered what was there,
beyond…He thought about his Grandmother out there – out in the bush. Out there, dancing to
clap-sticks. Dancing and chanting. Oh man, how she’d make the dust fly with her feet on the
home soil, he thought.
He kicked his shoes and his shirt off and stood bare-footed on the wet ground. He carefully
reached down, gathered mud, and painted his forehead and then, he painted his arms. He turned
around and faced Rips and Carlos. Carlos’s mouth fell open. And the cigarette fell onto his lap.
Rips didn’t know what to make of it. He just stood there, looking shamed.
Blackie began to chant a tribal chant And, then he began to dance. Muddy water flew up and wet
his cheek. He bowed his head and held his arms wide, doing a dance like the eagle gliding in
silent flight… Dancing a warning.
“Huh!

Huh!

Huh!
Brrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!
SSSSSSSSSSSSssss!

Ahhhhhhhhhhh!
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Brrrrrrrrrrrrrr!
SSSSSSSSSS.”
Carlos and Rips watched in awe at the sight of Blackie dancing his country back. Even the silly
lucerne stood still and paid attention. Blackie knew that Whitefullas didn’t know the dance he
was doing. “But after tomorrow,” he told himself, “they’ll all know me name.”
He turned his mind to women again. He imagined skinny white girls hiding their smiles behind
their hands, not looking at him directly. He thought of his grandmother. And his murdered
mother. He imagined the absent father he never met – a man with no face, shrouded in black. He
imagined other black men. He imagined them black brothers all right there, with him! RIGHT
THERE! Dancing the warrior dance with him. Bringing his Grandmother’s country back.He
clapped his hands and chanted louder:

“Huh! Huh!

Huh!

Brrrrrrrrr!
SSSSSS!
Ahhhhhh!
Brrrrrrrrr!”
He threw his head back in joy, trying to kiss the sky! His voice echoed back from the rocks. The
country knew that a warrior had arrived to claim his place. He cut his foot. But he didn’t feel it at
all. That Wiradjuri warrior only felt beautifully alive. Dancing. Dancing for the country. Dancing
for his people. Dancing for his life.
The world went silent around him. The bush and everything else watched on and admired his
power. When he finished, he felt strong. He put his shoes and his shirt back on and turned and
leant on the wire. Even the wire buzzed from his rhythm.
108

He went back to thinking of his Nan, and then he turned his thinking back to what he wanted to
do with McWilliams. He kicked his shoe deep into the soft soil in anger, as if he was kicking
McWilliams to pieces. He swallowed hard, a big mouth full of beer. Memories of athletic
carnivals, cricket games, of whistles and puffs of blue smoke as the starter’s gun exploded, came
rushing back as his eyes closed.
“No more silly games, copper!” he promised.
He felt his skin sticky from dancing, and felt himself full of warrior spirit.
Rips walked over to him, slowly. Rips had his head down, not knowing how to look at Blackie
now. Rips held out his hand and offered Blackie a rag from the back seat. Blackie took it and
slopped it with water from a puddle on the ground, then wiped himself clean. Rips turned and
walked away a little farther down the fence line, giving Blackie his space.
Meanwhile, Carlos, the thief…not satisfied with the share of the speed he’d been given by
Blackie while Rips was asleep, watched the men slyly – like an animal of prey – from inside the
car. He chose what he thought was the best time to pinch a bit more of that good speed while the
black men did whatever it was that they were doing out there. He reached, without looking, and
found the small satchel of speed beneath the ice in the Esky. The Spaniard knew he was playing
with fire. He shivered with the thought what would happen to him if he got caught. He knew that
Blackie and Rips were capable of extreme violence.
Still, he’d stolen bits and pieces from them before.
He knew the risk he was taking. He kept his eyes trained on his two companions; smiling, as if
there were nothing going on, searching for the slightest movement of shoulder, head, hip or leg
that would indicate that either one of the boys was onto him. Carlos’s heart thumped hard in his
chest. Adrenaline surged through his body, making him sweat. His black hair stuck to his
forehead. He felt dizzy. Sweat rolled down his forehead onto his nose.
“So far… So fucken good!” he whispered.
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His nimble fingers prised open the satchel. He pulled his own little penknife from his shirt pocket
and scraped a fair chunk from the decreasing stash. He swallowed the stuff immediately and
dropped the knife back into his pocket in one fluid action without showing any sign of deviant
movement.
He didn’t mind the taste of the Force, remembering the big performance put on by Blackie
earlier. Naa, Carlos loved it! Especially when it was stolen fruit. He silently snapped the packet
back together and quietly replaced it deep inside the Esky…way down beneath the melting ice.
Back to its hidey-hole.
“Toooo easy, man!” he whispered, and grinned a thief’s smile.
He thought that he’d look less suspicious if he was found to be out of the car when the blackfellas
returned. He grabbed a beer and, like the slime he is, slunk towards the front of the car, so that by
the time Blackie and Rips returned, he was leaning casually on the bonnet, swigging grog,
looking as innocent as a choir boy, feeling cool as a cucumber on steroids!
“Who’s stupid now, you fucks?” he smiled.
But back at the fence, Blackie was way too lost in his own thoughts to see Carlos doing his
stealing, and Rips was too ashamed about watching Blackie’s dancing to see what Carlos had
been up to.
“Fuck em,” Blackie spat at the ground. “Fuck reconciliation,” he told the sun that was hiding
beneath the cloudy sky.
The tree he stood near heard him, but decided not to say anything – just like trees do. It just stood
there doing tree things – swaying, holding soil together, that kinda stuff. Keeping secret things
secret.
“And, FUCK ME TOO!” he swore at himself. “One thing to be hated by others, something
entirely fucken different again to hate yourself for being,” he whispered. “Fuck me,” he repeated,
quieter.
110

Blackie smoked his cigarette and looked at the sky, darkening above. Loving the dark, he knew
that they’d have to make a move if they were going to get to Dubbo before sundown. In Dubbo,
he wanted to have one last big night out before the showdown with McWilliams. Poor Blackie,
with a soul like Lucifer, black and cold as lead, a misguided angel, ready to go to war. Readying
himself to kill or to be killed. A man with the weight of worry of life and death on his shoulders.
And there he was, standing with a cut foot, stoned and off his head, telling himself that he was
ready for war, getting ripped off by a petty thief, not suspecting a bloody thing.
He watched the big clouds, dark, purple and grey, and quoted the first couple of lines from
Byron’s poem to the sky:
“She walks in beauty, like the night
Of cloudless climes and starry skies…”
And then, he dedicated the Alfred Noyes classic, The Highwayman, to the sky above, too:
“The wind was a torrent of darkness
among the gusty trees. The moon
was a ghostly galleon tossed upon
cloudy seas.
The road was a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor,
And the highwayman came riding—
Riding—riding”
“Funny”, he said to himself, “I can remember this shit, but what bout the Green Ant Dreamin?”
Listening from a few feet away, Rips piped up and said, “Wot you talkin bout, Black?” “Bout
shit, bruz,” Blackie replied, smiling, not realising that he had been heard.
Rips laughed loud and slapped Blackie on the back. Blackie laughed also. The intensity of
Blackie’s darkness was lightened by the slap, causing both men to relax a little. They clinked
their beer cans together in a celebration of their blackness.
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Walking back, Blackie quietly contemplated what the original Wiradjuri people who owned that
country might have thought when they first saw Whitefullas. He imagined it would have spun
‘em out when they seen them Gubbas putting up fences and carrying on with all their shit.
“Terra Nullius, man!” he yelled to the bush. “Terror-shit!” he cried to the sky.
Rips laughed again, but this laugh wasn’t a hardy belly laugh of joy. It was more of a nervous
laugh of recognising the moment, and joining in with Blackie’s sentiments.
“Ya right there, big fulla. Bet, what can we do? Dey call me a ‘career criminal’, and you – you
jest another wild Blackfulla with chips on ya shoulder. Who’s gonna fucken listen to us cunts?”
Rips asked.
Blackie smiled, knowing the Rips was right.
“There must be someway outa here…” Blackie half laughed, half sang. He spat and threw his
half emptied beer can as hard as he could back at the farmer’s pride, and yelled,
“Fucken dogs!”
“Gee dey must be fucken rich, those farmer pricks, hey Black? How much ya reckon all dass
worth?” Rips asked. Rips swallowed a full mouthful of beer, burped loud, and shook his head in
amazement that one person could own so much land, and have so much wealth at their disposal.
“Dunno. More than me and you’ll ever see in our lifetime, brother that’s for sure. Come on, let’s
git movin. Look at this up ere,” Blackie continued, pointing to the sky.
“I’m with you, big fulla.” Rips said. “Come on Carlos, fuck ya. Less roll…. Reb it up little boy.
Let’s ride!” Rips yelled.
They heard the sound of thunder ringing across the mid-western sky. Blackie looked at Rips and
looked at the sky saying, “The drums of war are beatin, Bruz, the drums of war. Watch yourself
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up ere, mate. Those Cops are dogs! An, an, d’ere’s lota give-ups in Dubbo, bro.” “Yeah, I
know there are bud. Never liked that ole,” Rips replied.
“Me neither,” Blackie agreed.
The first soft drops of rain splashed the windscreen as the last door was slammed shut and the big
car began to roar back into life.
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Down The Road
“Fuck, star, star, start’n feel crook, Black,” Rips complained, beginning to feel the ill effects of
stale breath and an empty stomach.
“Well, that will hardly do, will it, ya fat bastard!” Blackie joked, already searching for the speed.
“Want some a dis?” he asked as he showed off the wet bag of drugs.
Overcome with joyous greed, “Oh fuck! Yeah, man,” Rips rejoiced.
He clapped his hands and leaned forward to rest on the back of Blackie’s seat.
“Who ya git that off, Black?” Rips asked for future reference, should he be pass that way again.
“Big Tamper owed… gimme a eight-ball,” Blackie answered.
“How come?” Rips enquired.
“I looked after his nephew at Silverwater,” Blackie answered quietly.
Blackie cut himself another slash from the speed, and offered the bag to Rips, who took a heap of
it, then washed it down with his last swig of beer. He smiled a satisfied smile and passed the bag
back to Blackie, knowing that soon he’d be flying high, flying away in a fast car. As raindrops hit
the windscreen and rolled away, streaking away to the bottom of the sill, Blackie wondered if his
end was nigh. The light drizzle quickly turned into a torrential downpour, but they didn’t pay too
much attention to the rain as they ripped down the highway, laughing and carrying-on stupid.
Carlos drove faster than before, excited to get to Dubbo and to rock‘n’roll. Blackie told him to
slow down. The Blackman didn’t like fast drivers.
“If you kill me Carlos… I’ll git Rips to break you in two!” he joked. “Rips… you’ll bust him if
anything happen to me, ay bud?”
Rips had a good laugh. He also loved takin’ the piss outa Carlos.
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“Fucken oath I will, brother! Better wake up to yourself Carlos!” the big man joked.
Carlos slowed the car a bit and trying to sound like the dude in Cheech and Chong’s Up in Smoke
said, “What? Don’t say you guys are afraid of a leedle speed, are you, man?”
They all laughed together. They drove through Wellington without any dramas, with Blackie
breathing a sigh of relief when they hit the Dubbo side of the town.
“Play this one for me, Rips?” he said.
Effortlessly Rips hit the C chord on his old guitar. Blackie was peakin, and broke into a song that
he made up with Rips, when they were in the Can.
“U’m broke.
I got no doe.
Yeah I’m broke,
Right down to my old broken toe.
When ya got no money,
Ya got no honey,
And nowhere ta go…
Uh, Oh. Uh Oh. Uh, Oh.”
Big Rips improvised a little riff that he’d made up that suited the bluesy nature of the song
perfectly. Blackie continued the second verse.
“One and one is two.
And two and two is four.
I’m sittin at the table… But
you’re walkin out the door!
Yeah, I’m broke.
Got no doe,
When ya got no money.
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Ya got no honey.
And nowhere to go!”
Rips then slipped into darker mood, as he began singing a Zac Martin classic, Backroads, alone.
“Backroads, no mass.
Ha, ha
Backroads, no mass…”
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Dubbo
Gradually, the rain eased. It stopped when they heard five bells ring out from a distant church. As
they turned into the Dubbo cemetery, the sound of the bells echoed all around. By the looks of
the dirt road, the rain had been falling there for hours. The road had turned into a muddy mess,
and the car slipped and slid all the way in the red mud, right up to the end of the row that Blackie
pointed out.
“Home” he said.
Carlos looked at him and asked, “What? This dump?”
Blackie smirked and then said, “Yeah man. Love this place. Love every inch of it.”
Carlos shook his head in disbelief. Confused, he asked,
“Who’s country is this?”
“Wiradjuri. Dis all Wiradjuri land ere man. Always was…Always will be, too!” Blackie
answered.
Looking away, Blackie noticed another car, way over the other side of the cemetery, but he didn’t
look long enough to know that it was stuck in the mud. Inside that vehicle was a young woman,
distraught and scared. In the baby seat slept her young baby, blowing little milky bubbles as he
breathed peacefully, unaffected by his mother’s dilemma.
Carlos needed to take a piss, really bad. He jumped from the car as soon as he brought the V8 to a
standstill. Blackie was caught by surprise and disgusted when he knew that Carlos intended to do
his deed right there near the graves.
“Hey! What ya think ya doin man? You fuck off and go over there to the fucken toilet and do
that! My Grandmother’s buried here!” Blackie yelled as he pointed to the brick building on the
other side of the cemetery.
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Blackie flew outa the car and threw his half emptied can of beer that missed Carlos’s head by
only fractions of an inch. He moved towards Carlos with such surprising speed that it made
Carlos slip in the mud as he tried to duck the flying can, apologise, and do his fly up, all at the
same time.
“Sa, Sa, sorry brother! Don hit me, bra. I didn’t know, bra…” Carlos cried as he struggled to get
as far away from the raging Blackie as quickly as he could.
Blackie couldn’t reach the Spaniard to punch him, so he continued to hurl abuse across the
cemetery.
“Fucken kill you, you bastard!” Blackie yelled.
He watched Carlos race across the wet ground watching him slip and fall twice in his haste to
escape a bashing.
“Ya dirty bastard Carlos!” Blackie screamed.
But Carlos wasn’t listening. He was covered in sweat from fear and the whole affair.
“He, he, he’s fucken mad, that bastard!” Carlos cursed. Oh, how Carlos wished he could fight.
“I’d kick your guts out Blackie, you black bastard!” Carlos promised himself, imagining the
beating he’d like to give Blackie.
Meanwhile, from within the relative safety of the car, Rips pretended not to see what had
happened, but he was struggling to hold back his laughter watching the fleeing Carlos.
“Fucken idiots!” he whispered, pretending to cough uncontrollably to cover what had then turned
into a stupid private laughing moment for himself. His eyes filled with tears of joy, and he shook
his head when Blackie turned to him.
“See that, Rips? No fucken respect, that little bastard! Fucken kill im when he comes back.
Don’t they know anything bout sacred sites, the silly bastards?” Blackie complained.
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Big Rips tried to look concerned for his mate, and, sensing that Blackie already was beginning to
cool down from the blow-up, said, “Yeaaah! … Dey silly right, brother. Don’t worry bout it,
man. He, he don’t know any better, mate. Don’t hit im…we might need im later.”
Rips thought he knew how to calm Blackie down. Blackie’s rage quickly evaporated, and in a
short while, he couldn’t be bothered with talking about Carlos anymore. He settled back on the
front seat of the car with other things on his mind, and wanting another line of speed. Rips could
see that Blackie was flying high. He reckoned that if he played the understanding and best mate
guy, Blackie would soften, and then he would probably share more of the speed while Carlos was
outa the picture. His summation of Blackie’s mood swing was right on the money.
“He’s fucken lucky you’re ere brother!’ Blackie threatened. Blackie’s voice had softened, there
was no longer any real intent left.
Rips quickly jumped on the opportunity and said, “Big Rips the man for dem silly fullas, bra.
Leave ‘im to me. You got important business ere! You gotta talk to old Aunt out there, stead a
being fucked round with a silly cunt like im”.
Blackie agreed. “Fuck the world, man,” he said as he fished in the bottom of the Esky for more
speed.
Rips nodded and strummed the guitar more. He pretended he wasn’t watching but he saw
everything.
“Where’s dat gas, bra?” Rips asked.
Blackie brought the small satchel out from its icy place and held it up for Rips to see.
“Ere big-fulla. Ab some a dis!” he offered.
Blackie had his knife out and his hands were shaking too much to cut an equal amount for both.
But, with great care, he eventually had what looked like to be three or four points, which he
offered to Rips. Big Rips nearly swallowed the whole blade as his mouth enveloped the steel to
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suck the speed clean from it in one gulp. He sucked the blade a second, and then a third time, just
to make sure he got every last speck that was there. He swallowed and winced at the taste of the
drug and polished off the half a can of beer to wash it down. He burped, shook his head and
watched as Blackie swallowed what looked to be about twice the amount that he offered him.
Blackie went through his whole routine again,
“Aww, that’s fucked man,” he said. “Fuck, I hate the taste of that shit,” he declared.
He tightly secured the satchel, but this time wrapped it snugly in a dirty handkerchief he fished
from his jeans pocket, and placed it deep inside his shirt pocket.
“Ay, ta, ta tanks, my little bra!” the grateful Rips said.
“No worries son. Rips, I gotta go out ere brother. Wanna talk to me Nan. Jump in the front, bud,
and play this one and turn it up loud man! Her favourite it was,” Blackie said. Blackie handed
Rips an old country CD that his Nan had given him years ago for his birthday. He looked so deep
into Rips’ eyes that the big fulla got the message that he was wanting to be left alone whilst he
spoke to his Grandmother’s spirit. Rips understood that Blackie was wasted and nodded an
acknowledgement. Rips changed seats and promised that he’d do as Blackie asked.
“I’ll fucken keep that bastard ere with me, when he comes back, bra. Hey, he’s been gorn for a
while, Black. Don’t tink he fucked off, do ya?” Rips said.
The question had Blackie concerned that either he or Rips would be left to do the driving if
Carlos had slipped away.
“Hope not,” Blackie replied.
Blackie became pissed-off again with everything and was outa the car and moving toward the
unkempt grave of his Nan, not listening to Rips speak of Carlos anymore. A sorrowful wind had
crept up from across the flat plain and had wrapped itself around Blackie as he stood at the side
of the old grave. Filled with speed and grog and emptiness, Blackie stared at the grave and felt

122

the soft coolness of the wind upon his face, and ‘twas only then that he became aware that his
face was wet from tears.
G’day Nan,” he breathed.
He quieted himself, closing his eyes and imagining her standing there in front of him. He
summoned the dead woman back to be there in spirit with him. Everything else disappeared. He
couldn’t hear the wind or the music or anything as her ghost came to him, as if on demand. He
smiled, and she smiled, and they spoke to each other from another place… a silent place, in
silence together. The speed and grog he’d taken had him imagining the un-real as fact, and
tiredness had him unsteady on his feet.
“Aww, Nan!” he murmured.
He carefully sat on the grave next his Grandmother’s. Straightening himself before he spoke with
her ghost again about the business of McWilliams, he asked her for permission to go to war. But
he knew that she would never support that. He imagined her smiling and shaking her head,
warning him against his planned attack on McWilliams. He sat back and leaned on the headstone,
taking in the evening. Smoking as he sat, he began to worry. After a little while, he stood up and
walked back to the car.
“Waa…waa…whatcha finished, brother?” Rips blurted out, spooked by the look on Blackie’s
face.
Blackie’s face looked pale – pale like dusty chalk. He looked different somehow. Blackie’s
changed appearance scared Rips. Rips secretly wished to be gone from the cemetery as quick as
possible. He wished Carlos was there with him, so that he wouldn’t have to be there alone, with
Blackie.
“Naa. Not yet. Need a charge. Pass us one,” Blackie asked softly.
Blackie’s eyes were peeled as he looked across the lonely cemetery towards the car he’d seen on
the way in. He was lookin for that Carlos.
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“Where’s that idiot, Rips?” Blackie asked, as he took the cold can from Rips’ hand. “Keep an eye
out for him, man. I want that bastard to drive when we leave ‘ere,” Blackie warned Rips.
Fucken oath,” Rips agreed. “No worries, man,” he said without looking up.
Blackie spun on his heels, and without speaking again, headed back to the graves. In fading light
he struggled to see his Grandmother’s name on the cross. He scrubbed it with a spitty thumb but
still couldn’t make out the letters.
“Shame on the moon!” He cursed it for hiding behind clouds when he wanted the light.
The wind blew up stronger as he stood and sipped his beer, peering into space. It blew him
around. It tossed his untidiness from side to side. It pushed him forward and it pulled him
backwards. But mostly, it pushed him towards the west. He thought about old stories told to him
by old people…
“The wind is the message carrier,” they said. “Be still. Be quiet. You’ll hear the message,” they
told him.
He tossed his beer far away – far off into the spare paddock. He straightened himself up. Standing
as tall as his legs would hold him, he closed his eyes and tried to open his imagination up to the
wild wind. Suddenly, he was rocked by a thought! McWilliams’ name came to him. He knew
he’d meet him soon. The message was there for him, plain and clear. It came to him on the wind.
Meanwhile, Carlos washed his hands and then his face with the cold water from the basin in the
men’s room. He looked closely, smiled and admired his thin face. He ran wet fingers through his
thick, black hair, flicking a few loose strands so as to make them look casual and unintended,
uncombed – kinda natural looking. He hadn’t forgotten the terror inflicted upon him from the
mad black man a few minutes earlier. With the Force surging through his skinny body, he felt
alive. He adjusted his shirt, and decided that another button left undone would make him look
even more macho. When he thought he could not make himself look any prettier, he gave a low
wolf whistle, winked at his reflection, and turned on the balls of his feet and walked out of the
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toilet block. Outside, Carlos closed his eyes and drew a deep breath. He threw his head back and
stretched his arms, neck and shoulders as he let out a long sigh.
I can’t wait to get into town tonight. Fuck I’m horny!” he told himself with dirty pride and
bullshit hope.
He was surprised by the unexpected figure of the young woman, with the baby in her arms,
standing only a few feet away from him. He reeled away, up against the toilet block wall in
fright.
“I’m sorry!” the woman quickly explained. “Me car’s stuck in the mud over there. Ya reckon you
could help me? I can’t git any mobile coverage out here otherwise Ida rung my Dad ta come and
git me,” she went on.
Carlos quickly adjusted to the situation and was summing up the look of the woman in an instant.
“Hmm. Nice tits,” he told himself.
He ran a casual eye over her body. Experience told him that she was still breastfeeding, for her
bosom was plump and full. Just the way he liked it. She looked to be in her late teens, maybe
twenty at the most, he thought.
“Uh huh. Let’s have a look, ay?” said Carlos with double thoughts in mind.
He allowed the woman to take the lead back to her car in the hope that he might be able to see
through the thin cotton material and get a good look at her arse, or at least her underpants. His
keen eyes saw what he imagined and hoped for. The dress was tight on her body, clinging to her,
showing the beauty of youth. She was aware that the man was eyeing her off. She knew the
danger she was in being there alone with a young baby in her arms, a long way from town, and a
long way from the safety of crowds, with no mobile coverage. She slowed so that Carlos walked
beside her, instead of having him have more of an eye-full of her from behind.
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“It’s just over here,” she said, pointing. “I’m Silvia. This is my baby, Jimmy,” she said as she
kissed her young child lightly on the cheek.
“G’day. I’m Carlos.” Carlos replied.”Just travelling through with some mates of mine, over
there.”
The big-eyed Carlos kept sneaking quick peaks at her cleavage. Carlos wanted to lick her clean,
soft skin. Aware that she’d be looking to catch him perving on her, he made his glances as
occasional and inconspicuous as possible in the hope that he wouldn’t get busted. However, in
his urgency to see the treasures that were her breasts, she busted him, and immediately drew the
baby closer to completely cover the skin that had been exposed. Carlos felt his heart thumping
hard deep in his chest. Realising that she caught him out, he flashed her what he thought was his
prettiest smile as way of apology, and then hastened to explain,
“Sa, sa sorry Silvia. I, I, I know it’s rude ta stare, ba, ba, but you remind me of someone I know.
You haven’t been on tele ave ya?”
Carlos hoped that his good looks, and praise of the woman would help her to forget and forgive
his indiscretions. He told himself that he knew the language of romance. But no Lord Byron was
Carlos. He’s just a cheap Byron Bay, coffee shop drinking, fake. Like a pane of glass, he was
easy to see through, and, all too often, he was just a great big pain in the arse.
She knew he was bullshitting her, but recognised the funny side of the whole event she decided to
let him off the hook and instead of telling him off right there and then, she said
“Ha! Me? Not likely mate!”
She threw her head back and scoffed. Her laughter was a pleasant change from the harsh
language and country music that Carlos had been suffering most of the long trip to this place.
“Not stuck out here in this rat-hole, anyhow,” she went on to say.
Her family came to live in Dubbo when her father took up the Manager’s position at the local oil
company depot she told Carlos. He loved being king of the bush, but she longed for the bright
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lights of Sydney. Dubbo was hell to her. First, there was the death of her mother two years ago
from the cancer. Then, she got pregnant to Springer – the football star. And after, Springer - the
mongrel, took off to Sydney after a football contract, leaving her and baby to look after
themselves. Poor Silvia received a letter, well, more just a short note rather than a real letter,
saying that she should ‘get over’ him and ‘move on’.
He said, “I’d be no good as a father anyway, and you’re way too good for me.”
He signed the note simply, Springer. There were no hugs and kisses. Not a single word of interest
about the baby. He’d gotten what he was after, and then dropped her. She screamed his name as
loud as she could, and yelled out of her bedroom window that he was a good-for-nothing
limpdick, chicken livered, cock-sucking bastard. She cursed and hoped he’d die a thousand times
– a thousand different ways. There was never any time for herself these days and she quickly out
grew her school-girl ways when her baby came.
“Oh…Could-a swore I saw you on tele,” Carlos bullshitted.
“Piss off!” she laughed.
Her little car was stuck up to the back axle in the greasy, red mud. Carlos wanted to give the
impression that he was deeply concerned for the woman and her difficult predicament, but the
truth was that he wasn’t stepping off the relative dry surface of the road in his two hundred dollar
Julius Marlow imported leather shoes for no one. He bent low and looked at the car from where
he stood on the road to confirm that the car was indeed bogged. The fact wasn’t lost on Silvia.
“Well…there’s ya problem right there!” Carlos joked. “Got a tow rope?”
They laughed together, and then Silvia said,
“Yeah. Got all that stuff in the boot.”
Carlos stood and straightened his attire. The situation with the bogged car needed no further
investigation, so Carlos suggested they go and recruit his mates for assistance in retrieving her
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vehicle. The sun had shown its last rays for the day as they walked the long road around to where
the black men were. The wind dropped, and the resident crows fled to their resting places for the
evening. The cemetery was beginning to give Carlos the creeps. He didn’t understand the
fascination that the blacks had with the dead anyway. Feeling as though he was being ‘watched’
by the ghosts that were in every shadow and in each head stone made him jumpy and had him
walking fast. Silvia struggled to keep up, but noticed the change in mood of Carlos.
“Don’t tell me you that you’re scared of ghosts, mate?” she asked Carlos as they neared the black
men.
“Wha, wha, what make ya say that?” Carlos retorted, surprised that she had worked out his
feelings about the cemetery in just a few short minutes.
“Hey, s’alright. Ya just look like ya a bit windy that’s all. Lookin’ ‘round all the time. Not the
dead ya have ta worry bout mate, as my Mum useda say!” She laughed as she waved her free arm
in a wide arc to indicate the whole of the cemetery.
When they reached the car, only the lone figure of Rips was sitting with his feet dangling outa the
doorway. The music coming from the car stereo was loud and country. The sound of ‘Buck
Owens and his Buckaroos’ singing ‘In The Palm of Your Hand’ filled the empty space of the
early evening surrounds. It woke the baby and it took all of Silvia’s efforts to soothe him with his
pacifier that she had pinned to her dress.
“Hello, my baby! You just wake up? You’ve had a BIG sleep,” she whispered softly, cradling
him close to her face.
Jimmy felt so soft and warm to her touch. She went through all the immediate checks with the
baby. Knowing that he’d be ready for a feed and probably needed changing as well, she wanted
to get away to home asap. She should have had him home and bathed and ready for a little play
on the soft lamb’s wool by this time of the day.
“We’ll be home soon,” she assured the baby with soft kisses on his rosy cheek.
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Jimmy settled back into the safety and comfort of his mother’s bosom, and as quickly as he had
woken, he closed his eyes whilst sucking fiercely on the pacifier, and drifted back off to sleep.
“Kid alright, hey?” Carlos asked without really caring one way or another.
She tightened the light baby blanket around Jimmy and when satisfied that the child was all snug
and secure, and re-gripping the hidden screwdriver, said,
“He’s fine! Reckon you can get these blokes to help, or what? It’s dark now and I wanna get him
home outa the night air. NOW!” she commanded.
Her crisp reply was sharp and to the point. Her cold, hard tone caught Carlos by surprise and
deflated his enthusiasm for her in a flash. Those sparkling eyes of hers, that had so impressed him
a few minutes before, now flashed as wild as white lightning in a dark sky. Rips looked up at
Carlos.
“Took ya fucken time, didn’t ya, Carlos? Whatcha walk all the way ta town ta do a shit, or what?
He been lookin for you, man!” he said, nodding towards the direction of Blackie.
Rips eyed Silvia carefully, and before Carlos could answer, he acknowledged her by way of a
nod. She nodded, and lowered her head towards Rips as she gently kissed her baby’s head. But,
her eyes didn’t leave Rips – not even for a second. He frightened her the very second she laid
eyes on him. He looked extremely capable of doing her real damage should he want to. He had
that look of hungry lust written all over his ugliness. She wished that she could have been
anywhere else in the world instead of the desolation of the Dubbo cemetery surrounded by
‘overinterested’ and ‘horny’ men, that wanted to just fuck her senseless and leave her for dead in
the mud.
She looked towards where Rips had nodded his head and strained to make out the shape of
someone sitting alone with his back to them on a granite gravestone. Carlos was scared to hear
that Blackie had inquired about his whereabouts.
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“Her car’s stuck in the mud over there,” Carlos said and pointed towards the place from where
he’d just come.
“She, sh, she’s got a tow rope an all. Wanna know if we’ll help her git it out ‘cause she’s gotta git
her baby home – that’s right, Silvia?” Carlos further explained.
His squirming made him sound weak and pathetic. But he was looking for any support from
anyone, as he feared what Blackie might do to him. Silvia confirmed all that the Spaniard had
said as to be correct, but Rips couldn’t care less what they were saying to him. His big eyes had a
full look at her, and his dirty mind had dirty thoughts of what he’d like to do to her if no one was
watching.
“Silvia’s the name, hey? Nice name that. My mum’s name, Silvia,” Rips declared.
The speed had re-ignited his need for sex, and his focus at this time was on her. The big breasts
and her narrow hips made him as horny as hell.
“Wanna fuck ya! Wanna fuck ya! Wanna fuck ya…” he repeated to himself, as he tried the old
black way of ‘singing’ her, to himself.
Like a dog, Rips sniffed the air in the faint hope that he might get a whiff of her. Rip’s mind was
flooded with imagined thoughts of a naked Silvia moaning in ecstasy at the touch of his thick
tongue on her skin. In a flash, his fantasies dove into the realms of the bizarre and the cruel.
Images of jail sex always crept into his thoughts when he was stoned on speed. In his mind he
could smell the sweat of the scared men he’d forced himself upon. In his times of need and
kinkiness those dark, hard cells that held the young men, struggled against his weight and against
his hand held over their mouth as their souls screamed for mercy. But the more they resisted – the
more they tried to scream, the higher the kinky thrill was to him. He grew to like the feel of the
blood and shit coating his dick during the vicious, unspeakable acts he undertook with the
numerous victims he’d preyed upon.
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Silvia moved away, toward the lone figure at the graveside, fearful. She’d seen that look in Rips’
eyes in other men. She tried to remember the Lord’s Prayer…but couldn’t. And it seemed that
even God himself had forgotten her, just when she thought she needed Him.
Rips had stopped thinking about the morals of his actions and his sexuality years ago. He fought
the pent-up desires for company, and for sex for as long as he could while he was wasting away
in that bastard, sandstone hell that’s known as Bathurst jail. A couple of the other boys told him
that it was ok. That he’d enjoy it. That that’s what they all do when they’re inside. It didn’t mean
that he become a poofter or anything like that. After the first time, it didn’t take long for him to
love any hole in the dark. And so, he became a regular, always on the lookout for ‘fresh meat’.
But as much as Rips enjoyed having his way with those tight young boy arses, hearing them cry
and begging him to stop, nothing satisfied him like a woman could.
“Well, ya better go an ask him. He’s over there doin business,” Rips said casually to Carlos
nodding towards Blackie again.
She didn’t hesitate for a second longer and walked towards Blackie in a hurry. She wasn’t going
to be left alone with that Carlos or that other man who seemed to be raping her with his eyes.
She approached Blackie in trepidation. Sweat ran down her chest and around her eyes. She kept a
wide enough distance from Blackie, the seated man, who she could see was rocking gently back
and forwards with his arms wrapped around his legs, so that she gave herself a small chance to
run if things went wrong. She could hear him chanting something that sounded tribal Aboriginal.
“Na, naa naa. Yumm-ma naa- numm-naa. Yumm-ma naa, numm naa
Na, naa naa. Yumm-ma naa- numm-naa. Yumm-ma naa, numm naa…”
She listened for a short while summoning as much strength as her body could muster, then
nervously said:
“Hi, mate…”
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Blackie reeled and fell away from his seated position upon the gravestone shocked and surprised.
He ended up on his arse in the mud.
“Waa! What? Who are ya?” he stammered.
His eyes strained in the dim dark to make out the woman there, before him. His rubbed his eyes
that were red and sore, continuing to bring the figure of the woman into clear focus.
“It’s alright mate! Name’s Silvia. Got me baby here with me. Car’s stuck over there,” she quickly
replied, pointing again.
She’d never seen a man scramble as fast as Blackie in such a frightened state before. She wanted
to rectify and apologise for startling him by her unexpected arrival.
“Waaaat?” was all Blackie could get out of his mouth.
His drugged-fucked brain took time to process things. He got to his feet slowly, straightened
himself up a bit, trying to strike a more dignified pose. Cold sweat ran down his face. His palms
were wet from sweat too. His bones ached. Silvia watched him scramble and slip in the mud.
“Ya alright mate?” she asked.
He stared at her for a long few seconds. His intense gaze unsettled her.
“Fuck! What now?” she wondered
Unsure of what to do next she drew away from Blackie. Blackie took a half step towards her,
looking deep into her as if he was seeing right through her.
“Nan?” Blackie whispered.
Silvia stood there, wondering. Blackie looked harder still, searching harder to see his
grandmother in her. He struggled, walking towards Silvia. He reached out in vain to hold what he
thought was his grandmother. She held her baby tight in one arm and pushed Blackie away with
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the other. Blackie slipped arse over head in the mud. Hitting the ground shocked him outa his
delusional state of mind.
“Ahh… sorry sis. I thought…I, I, I didn’t mean nothing,” he apologised.
Silvia stood stock-still, fearful and bewildered. She tried to run but found that her feet were stuck
fast and hard with the mud. No matter how hard she tried, she could neither move nor speak. Her
lungs felt like they were going to burst and her throat tightened to the point where she thought
she’d pass out from lack of oxygen, but still she couldn’t move or speak. It took Blackie more
seconds to gather himself before he said,
“Huh? What ya want? Wad ya say?” he continued.
They both watched other, looking for some way to speak to the other.
“Me car – bloody thing slid off the road in the rain. It’s stuck. Can ya give me a hand?” she
asked. She waited a few seconds and then offered,
“Got a couple a dollars, that’s all, if ya help me?”
Knowing what it’s like to be in a tight place, Blackie immediately waved away her offer of
money. After all, what kind of man would leave a woman and baby stuck at night?
“Naa. No need for that Sista. The boys and me have ya out there and on ya way in a minute. Woz
ya name there? Woz that little fulla ya got in ya arms there,” Blackie said.
Before he walked away with Silvia, he stood still and closed his eyes. He took a deep breath to
fill his lungs full of the cemetery smell. He filled himself full of his Grandmother’s spirit. He
looked for, and found, the candle, broken in the mud. He picked it up and walked to the head of
his Nan’s grave and gently placed it next to the faded letters of love. He held two fingers to his
lips and then ran those fingers across where once was painted his Grandmother’s name, her date
of birth and the date of her death. He stared at Silvia again.
She asked him,
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“What the matter?”
“Naa. Nothin. Eyes playin tricks on me, thas all,” Blackie said.
She thought that there was something different about this man. Though he stared at her twice, he
did not have that predator hunger that Carlos and Rips had when they looked at her.
“Silvia’s my name, and this is my baby, Jimmy,” she replied and lessened the tight grip on the
screwdriver she held under the blanket.
Blackie picked up his small bag from the gravestone and then felt to check if there was any beer
left in the can. It was empty. Blackie crushed it easily in his hand as he moved towards the
woman and child. He immediately softened and became filled with wonder at the sight of the
sleeping babe.
“Hey! He’s a beauty sis. How old, ay?” Blackie asked softly.
As he peered at the child he was moved to utter the words from one of his favourite poems, by
Byron,
And on that cheek and o’er that brow
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent,
Surprised by the strange words Blackie said when looking at her son, made her blush. The beauty
of the poetry, and the softness in which Blackie had spoken, made her believe that he would
cause her or her child no harm. She felt safe in his presence. As mothers are everywhere, she’s
proud of her baby, and Blackie’s praise didn’t go unnoticed by her.
“C’mon. Let’s git ya car outa here. Must be past the little Boorie’s bedtime, ay? You from
Dubbo?” Blackie said.
Silvia was caught off guard by the forthrightness of Blackie’s reply. Surprised and happy, she
said,
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“Yeah, I live here. Bet I’m originally from Sydney. What ‘bout you?” she answered.
“Me? I’m from all over the place. Nowhere particular,” was his cryptic response. As they walked
the short distance back to the car Silvia asked him his name.
“Blackie, sis. Jess call me Blackie,” he said.
Blackie got his travelling companions to assist, and thus, with what seemed like little effort and
in no time at all, they had Silvia’s car back on the road and she drove off watching the strange
trio fade from her view through her rear view mirror. Something told her that she’d see them
again in the near future.
“Fucken strange day!” Silvia kept saying to herself as sped down the bitumen road towards the
real world.
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Love and Fighting in a Dingy Bar:
Even the lamp posts swayed in the stronger wind gusts in Dubbo. The bad storm had begun. The
streets were empty as they drove along. It was as if those streets were all theirs. House lights lit
up the dirty yards and anything that wasn’t tied down was flying around and up and down and all
over the place. The larger yards gave space to grow gardens and vegetable patches. All alone to
face the night, the rose bushes bent against the wind. The wind blew so strong that the leaves
were blown right off the braches. So strong was the wind that even the stray dogs scurried to look
for cover. The men drove slowly, making their way towards the centre of town, being rocked in
the car by wind and music and drugs and beer.
Recognising a skinny, hunched white man shuffling along the street Blackie said excitedly, “Hey,
hey! Pull over, Carlos! Stop the car – I know dat bloke!”
Carlos eased the car to the curb and brought it to a stop just behind the man Blackie said he
knew.
Blackie’s window was open and he casually called, “Hey! You there! Stop! This is the Police!”
The skinny white fulla froze in his tracks. He turned around slowly, shit-scared to face speaker
whose voice had paralysed him. Leaning with his arm on the window frame of the car, Blackie
greeted his old acquaintance with a big smile and laughed with delight at the fact that he’d been
able to scare the living daylights out of the walker.
“Should see your face, Fingers.” Blackie roared. He laughed aloud.
“Ya bastard, Blackie! What the fuck ya doin’ ‘ere?” was the reply from the man.
He gathered himself and beamed with happiness and relief that it was not the police that had
pulled him up. Blackie told him to ‘Git in’, and asked Rips to move over to allow Fingers room
to join them. After settling comfortably in the back, Carlos put the car into drive, and then they
slowly cruised down Lonely Street.
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“Hey bud, dat’s Rips, and dis ere’s Carlos,” Blackie said, pointing to both of his travelling
companions in turn.
Blackie was always short on introductions. But there wasn’t any need for detailed explanations;
the fact that he knew Fingers was good enough for both Rips and Carlos to treat the stranger with
courtesy and respect, and vice versa.
“How ya goin there, bud? Woz ya name again? Fingers?” Rips asked and shook Fingers
vigorously by the hand, offering him a swig from his beer. Fingers took a mouthful and decided
that he liked the tone of the big man straight off the bat. He smiled and thought how Rips
reminded him of his own father who he remembered as being a man comfortable with himself,
and happy to share a joke with anyone he met.
“Yeah, that’s me name. Gee, you blokes must be desperate travellin ‘round with this bloke!”
Fingers said, pushing Blackie on the shoulder hard enough that it forced Blackie to hit his head
against the windshield.
“Look out, ya skinny bastard!” Blackie laughed.
Blackie was glad to see his mate again.
“Hey! Still with ya woman? How’s me big cousin Dorothy goin these days?” Blackie asked as he
turned to look at the expression on Fingers’ face and, to hear his answer.
“Yeah, course! Wozza matter with you, Black? You know I’ll never leave her!” Fingers boasted.
Blackie roared with laughter again. He laughed so hard he thought he’d piss himself. Everyone
just stared at him and wondered what he had found so funny in such a benign answer. Blackie
couldn’t stop laughing. He laughed so hard that he felt himself beginning to choke. He coughed
and spluttered and swore as he tried to control himself. Carlos glanced in the rear vision mirror to
find Rips’ eyes in a questioning mode. He wondered what was the right thing to do but Rips gave
no clue, so he did nothing except pretend to concentrate on dodging papers and leaves that were
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flying around. Blackie coughed and coughed. None of the others knew why or what it was that
was making him laugh and turn his face red. They began to feel uneasy with the Blackie being
the only person in on his own joke. Eventually, Blackie caught his breath, and recovered just long
enough to look upon the faces of the two men in the back seat. Seeing Fingers’ smile and Rips’
big watery eyes full of worry caused Blackie to roar back into another round of convulsive
laughter. This time, the other men nervously joined in. Just a kinda giggle at first, but then the
stupidity of the moment had them full tilt. They laughed all the way into Wingewarra Street.
When Blackie told Carlos to park the car, the mood changed to a deeper thing. He gave the street
a quick look over, checking out who was who, and where whoever they were, were. He scanned
the street looking for people in blue. He gave Rips a quick glance and raised an eyebrow in
question to check if he had noticed anyone of suspicion that might be the Law. Rips returned the
look and, being satisfied that he couldn’t spy any police either, smiled a crooked smile, and
without a word being spoken between the two, opened the door, and stepped out onto the street,
feeling strong, fearless, and frightfully fucken lucky.
On the corner, Regina and the Salvation Army Band played ‘Life in a Northern Town’ gospel
music, but Blackie took no notice of their attempted brotherly love.
“Hey, this looks right, Rips? Whaddya reckon? We score here for sure, brother!” whispered
Carlos excitedly, seeing that the pub was full to overflowing with black people.
His sly comment was an attempt to hide his own deviance from the world, by coaxing Rips into
it. Small groups and couples stood leaning on the pub wall with their heads turned towards the
inside, attempting to keep their talk secret. Their eyes flashed bright, as quick as lightning at
Blackie’s group as they passed, but the Dubbo crowd did not say ‘g’day’ and made no attempt at
being friendly. As they pushed the heavy doors apart, the smell of stinking sweat and dirty people
hit Blackie, Rips, Fingers and Carlos like a punch in the face. The smell stung their eyes, and
they each quickly grabbed their nose for a second.
“Faaarrrk me!” Fingers exclaimed.
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Blackie laughed at the cry from Fingers. To their left, in a darkened corner, with pants being
worn down round their arse, wearing hoodies, trying to look dark and dangerous – trying to look
gangster style – stood four young guys deeply involved in young guys’ business. Blackie gave
em a nod and a smile of hello, remembering that everyone was young once, but they just looked,
then looked away from him without a smile. Laughing at them secretly, he softly called ‘em
”Amateurs!”
To their right, a young woman, who looked to be little more than sixteen years old, sat
breastfeeding her baby. Between puffs of her cigarette, and as drunks staggered round her, and
despite a singer singing ‘The Last Cheater’s Waltz’, she quietly sang to her baby –”You’re my
little Aborigineeeee”.
As usual, Carlos’s eyes were everywhere and although there seemed to be standing room only,
the keen-eyed skunk spotted a table near a window that’d give them perfect view of the street,
and their car.
“Far out!” Carlos whispered to Rips. “See the size of her tit, man!” he added hornily.
Rips looked at the young mother and nodded his head as a way of hello, but made no effort to
make eye contact with her, lest it invited conversation or fight. He knew that if she was out
tonight, she must be really desperate. It was one of those nights. One of those crazy old nights
that the men walked straight into, face-first.
“Here boys!” Carlos said with what authority he could muster in the black bar, and rushed to save
the table. Arriving a few seconds later, Blackie joked as he fell into the hard wooden chair,
“You’re a good’n’ alright, you cringer, Carlos…See Rips? Who said he was no good?” he said,
with his words filled to the brim with cold satire.
“Pleeease! Don, don, don’t call me that, Blackie! I don’t want all these fellas thinkin I’m easy or
somefin,” Carlos begged.
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“Cheap, easy and dirty, you Carlos… Cunt!” Blackie scoffed, having seen the glance and the
whisper Carlos had given Rips a few seconds before. Blackie saw the concern in Carlos’s eyes,
slapped him on the back and pushed him away. Rips, least concerned about Carlos or anything
much, let out a big cooee to inform all and sundry that he was back in town, and ready for fun!
Blackie looked at Rips and smiled.
“So much for keepin our heads down, ya silly bastard!” he said.
There was comfort in the crowd, and Blackie knew that he had the collective weight of other
blacks in the bar. Should coppers try to take him whilst there they would have to face the crowd
also. If they wanted to throw their weight around inside that stinking pub they’d better put their
boxing gloves on and be prepared to fight if they came to arrest anyone. So, in the meantime,
Blackie felt safe. Seated at the table, Rips stuck his hairy paw deep into his jean pockets and to
his surprise, withdrew it with two fifties, a ten and a few twenty dollar notes.
“Hey, you fullas! Look what old Rips got! Where the fuck did dis come from?” he asked his
mates.
Blackie was fast outa the blocks, replied,
“That’s my money, bud. I stuck it in ya jeans back d’ere, past Penrith somewhere, cause me jeans
got holes in em! See?”
Blackie turned his jeans pockets inside out and sure enough, they were like the way he felt –
ripped and torn.
“Ahh! Fuck! Tort I was rich d’ere for minute, bud. La, la, let me shout youse all a drink,
anyway!” he laughed. And before Blackie could stop him, Rips dragged Carlos outa his seat, and
together they were off to the bar full of hope and happiness.
Blackie laughed at his old mate, but watched him closely as he made his way to the bar, just in
case Rips thought of making a sly detour towards the Poker Machine Room. Blackie hated the
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misery that came from being broke all the time, and he hated the poker machines. Blackie looked
at Fingers and said of Rips,
“Watch old mate there, bud… he’s jest likely go spend the lot on the pokies before ya git up to do
a piss. Bad gambler, that fulla mate.”
Fingers nodded, agreeing in the moment that he’d keep the thought in mind.
“Seem ta remember you useda like em too, hey Black? What happened?” Fingers asked.
“Jest got sicka givin all me doe to them hollo-neck bastards and never gittin anything back,
that’s all. Anyway, my old friend, what you been up to? Woz Dubbo like these days? Still the
same old shit hole, as always?” Blackie asked, swaying unsteadily in his chair as the sound of
music roared again. He reached for the pack of cigarettes on the table and slipped, knocking the
big glass ashtray to the floor. He recovered it and returned to his seat, let out a low growl and
drew a deep breath of the smoke filled air.
“Ya right, bro?” Fingers asked, reaching and laying a reassuring hand on Blackie’s.
Blackie blinked and shook his head. He caught sight of the concerned look upon Finger’s face,
and thought he could see Carlos in the distance with his hands full of drinks.
“Course I’m fucken right! You know me, brother! Blackfullas, always alright!” he laughed.
“Hey, who used ta always say that? ‘I’m always right!’...J.K. thas, right...? Remember him
Fingers, J.K.? – He was a funny one, that fulla, hey?” Blackie went on.
He looked away, thinking. He looked from table to table and from the floor to the ceiling, at
nothing in particular.
“Ya know,” he suddenly declared. “It’s not the smell in here that I like…”
Fingers blinked confused by the suddenness of the odd statement. Blackie looked away again,
and continued,
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“It’s the lights – I love the shadows dey cast.” He looked from corner to dark corner, taking in
the shapes and things that hung around like bloodstains on a boxer’s towel.
“Why ya say that, Black?” Fingers replied.
Blackie thought of shitty things he’d done, the broken promises, and the lies he’d told. He
thought of the lie he’d made to his Nan, and of the letters he’d never replied to. Thought of his
chances and things he’d pissed away into Nothing-Ville, and truthfully said, “Cause, cheap is
how I feel, man…Fucken cheap is how I feel.”
Wondering how to reply to that all Fingers could say do was shake his head and say, “Yeah.
Course I remember J.K….He’s stayed at our place often enough. What’s the matter with you?
You gone mad, or what?”
Blackie looked blankly, and laughed too.
“I seen him a couple a months ago. He came through here with one of his sons. Was takin’ him
down to Bathurst for court, or something. Said he was shacked up with a woman from Wilcannia
and livin’ somewhere,” Finger continued, scratching his whiskery face.
“No shit hey? That bastard still kickin? Well, I’ll be! Coulda swore he woulda met his maker by
this time…the way he used to fight. He’s one proud Blackfulla, that bloke.” Blackie spoke
considerately of his uncle, in a soft voice. Blackie pondered the miles he’d travelled in the car –
the sweat, and beer; the speed and the lucerne. He told Fingers about the swans, fighting.
“Hope we don’t git into a blue here, mate,” Fingers said quietly.
Fingers knew that Blackie was off his head before they walked in. He could tell by his glassy
eyes, and by how Blackie was lost in his world, so he didn’t ask many questions about Blackie’s
recent past. Instead, he let Blackie take the lead. There was no point in trying to ask questions
that were not really questions. Nor any point in dragging up a past that Black was running from.
Not when Blackie was running a hundred miles an hour in a standing zone. Blackie swayed in his
seat from side to side, half listening to karaoke, and crowd watching. Immediately, Fingers
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recognised the change since he last saw him. Jail had made him different – less available,
somehow.
They kept the conversation on the light side, reminiscing for a short while, just to fill time,
recalling names and places that they’d known. They spoke of some of the kickers and the
shakers; the users and the takers; the lovers and the heartbreakers. But Blackie’s dark humour
was there. Blackie, the tragic clown in many ways, able to make others laugh, while all the time,
he might be crying inside. The one who’d always be willing to try and help others, but seemingly
never able to help himself.
“Know what the Whitefullas call that place, Wilcannia? They say, Will-Kill-Ya! Hope old J.K.
don’t kill no one down that way,” Blackie laughed.
Fingers failed to see what was funny about that. He’d been clipped once before by a Koori bloke
from Wilcannia, thus he did not join in the laughter. Blackie noticed the moment, and decided to
lighten the mood with a better memory from the past with,
“Hey bud, remember that weekend on the big Knockout in Sydney? The year they split it tween
Mascot and Marrickville?”
Fingers smiled. He knew what was coming next, as Blackie would often bring it up for a laugh
whenever they got together. But Fingers played along also.
“Naa, Blackie. What happened?” Fingers lied.
Blackie remembered, laughing, the time Fingers met Dot.
“That was a wild weekend, that one, Fingers – When big Dot first got with you.
‘Hey white boy! Come here…
I’m ‘Dot with the lot’…
And you jest what I been lookin for!” Blackie said, mimicking Dot.
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Blackie laughed, and Fingers cringed. Fingers rolled his eyes and tried to look away. But Blackie
just laughed louder at seeing Fingers squirm. What had happened was that, that weekend in
Sydney, Fingers met Dot, and whilst people may have been sleepless in Seattle, in dirty old
Redfern, Fingers, the thin man, and Dot, the big woman, tried fucking each other on the back seat
of her red Holden Commodore. Fingers’ lily white arse was moving so fast in the urgent struggle
for sexual relief that for a short while there, all the boys gave him the nickname, ‘The Blur’!
Eleven years ago, Blackie. Our eldest boy was conceived in that big seat of the old car, that
weekend. And…you went round tellin everybody ta call me ‘The Blur’, ya bastard! Didn’t ya,
hey?” Fingers laughed.
In equal good humour, Blackie denied the accusation as quickly as it was said, but both knew it
was the Blackman who’d spread the yarn of ‘Dot with the lot’ and ‘The Blur’.
“Tell ya what old mate, if I didn’t like ya, I’d make a movie about ya and me cousin and call it
that...’True Life Adventures of ‘Dot with the Lot’ versus ‘The Kiwi Wonder – The Blur!’ Or
Blurring!” Blackie laughed.
He pushed Fingers so hard on the shoulder that the Kiwi man almost fell off his chair. Soon after,
Rips and Carlos returned with a round of beers and a Koori woman with them. Rips had a
peculiar inquiring look upon his face.
“Ya, ya fucken liar, Blackie!” was the first words he spoke.
Blackie didn’t even bother to look up at him, but instead gave a broad grin and shook his head as
he said, “Bloody took ya long nuff ta work it out didn’t it, ya big Murri?” Blackie reached for a
glass and took a long drink of the cold beer.
“What’s goin on?” Fingers inquired, confused and amused by the whole scene.
Rips took control and invited the woman to join them as everybody moved to make space for her
at the table. As Rips reached for a cigarette for himself, then offered the woman a smoke, he
began to explain.
145

“Daz not your money, Blackie, ya big gee-wiz! Jest membered, I, I, I got fucken paid fore we…
strike me dead, Fingers, ah! Ya gotta watch this one...He, he, he’d fucken tell ya water run
uphill!”
Blackie knew that Rips would have figured the truth out, sooner or later, and that it was only a
joke that he’d play on Rips from time to time in order to teach him a lesson about forgetting
where he put things.
Anyway bud... how bout a loan till I git paid hey? Ya must have a sly fifty there for your old
mate Blackie, ay? Seein that you the big captain.” Blackie said and laughed.
“Captain fucken Cook! Fuck you. But, never mind bout dat now,” Rips said, changing the
subject. He half turned to the woman and said,
“Wanna inna-duce you all to diz lubly lady, ere,” deliberately over-exaggerated the woman’s
importance in a gesture of good humour and respect. Trying to sound like he was a host on a
crummy television games show he said,
“Let me inna-duce youse to dis ere ravin beauty. She’s known throughout the west as Darlin Riba
Queen! That’s right folks – don’t muck round with her, cause she’s all the way from dat beautiful
town-a Bourke… crows fly backwards – all dat shit. Where men are men, and sheep are scarce
cause all Blackie’s mob ate em out. Name’s Tegan and she comes with a reputation as singer and
a dancer. And she’s best lookin woman ere, thas for sure!” he said, smiling.
He pretended to joke with her by burying his face into the crook of her neck, being sure that he
was taking in a sly feel of her curves. She felt his moves, but didn’t push him away. They all
erupted in rowdy laughter.
“You’re a spinner!” she roused.
She slapped him on the arm. He pretended that it hurt and that he was wounded. Then, to over
emphasise chivalry, he drew her chair out and assisted her in being seated, trying to be Prince
Charming.
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“See it’s true, bud. A rose can bloom in the desert,” Rips said with a wink directed at Blackie. It
was Tegan who spoke first, and when she did, she looked directly to Blackie. Her look was a
stare of inquiry. She was questioning as much out of curiosity, as of concerned interest, Blackie’s
identity.
Ya name’s Blackie, tain’t it?” she said quietly, as she drew a chair back and relaxed into it as if
it were a favourite lounge chair. It wasn’t as much of a question in the way she put it, but
expressed more like a fact. Blackie recognised that she knew who he was, but he had no idea
whose kid she was.
“Why does she know me?” he wondered.
He looked back at her in an attempt to recognise a familiar family trait of one of his countrymen.
But there was nothing there that he could place her with. And with that, he had no idea if she was
a relative of his or not. Having been away been away so long, things, his people had changed.
Best he thought was to treat her as if she was a relative in any case, so as not to offend her by
way of looking too off-handed and therefore perhaps coming across looking posh or something
like that. Regardless, he knew that come tomorrow night, everyone in the old, dusty, former
frontier town on the banks of the Darling River would know that he was in Dubbo in a sad and
sorry state from drugs and alcohol. He thought a few people from his hometown might be there
amongst this crowd. He decided to keep a keen watch out as there were old scores and unfinished
business he had with a few to deal with when the time came around.
The memory of being dragged from the Court House at Bourke came to his mind. He
remembered the cuffs so tight that he had bruises on his wrists for weeks. He remembered the
boys in blue giving him what they called ‘a goin away’ present.
“Just so ya don’t forget who’s boss, ya black bastard,” was the last words he heard from the cruel
square-headed bastard in charge of the Station, as their batons and boots smashed him. They
knocked him out cold and flogged him badly. He remembered the truck that transported him and
four other black men later that same day onto the ‘big house’ at Bathurst for another laggin.
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Blackie kept his head low and his eyes lower, takin little swigs from his glass. He knew
instinctively that Tegan wouldn’t stop looking at him until he gave her some acknowledgement
that he knew that she knew who he was. It was a little game of control that the woman had set up
to let Blackie know that she had the upper hand on him.
“Dey all still talkin bout you back ome,” she told him.
Fuck em!” he thought.
“Who’s your mob, sis?” he asked
He raised his eyes to meet hers just long enough to show her that she had nothing to fear from
him. He smiled and nodded to her in a knowing sign that they both recognised as an old
traditional Blackfulla way of communication that gave each acknowledgement of the other
without a need for words to be spoken. This secret talk, without words, is a language known by
lovers and liars, by parents and foes, by crooks and cool-cats when in deep private conversation.
The talk was that Blackie was responsible for a firebomb attack on the cop-shop and had snuck
outa town before the Riot Squad turned up. Rumours flew as cops belted every black boy and
black man they came across in a two-day splurge of unrelenting violence to teach the blacks
another lesson of who’s the boss. The same lesson the bastards have been trying to teach the
blacks ever since they arrived here in Australia. Blackie swore he wasn’t there, that it wasn’t him
that threw the bottle. But no one believed him. He knew who did the deed, but was never gonna
be a give-up on anyone he knew. He was thought of as being the type to carry out such a thing.
To the black folk, he was just another crazy nigga, and to the white people, he looked like he’d fit
the bill in carrying out such a crude act. The black people might well have forgiven him for the
attack on their mob by the police if he was there to take his punishment like the rest of the
innocent when the time came for white pay back. Because of all their lies and innuendos, he’d
become a wanted man by the law; and an unwanted man amongst his own mob in the same
moment.
Blackie noticed, and was satisfied, when he saw Tegan ever so slightly lower her eyes to indicate
that she understood, and that she had been acknowledged as a country person from his mob. He
148

was too wrecked to have a battle of wits with her at this point in time; to protest his innocence, so
he left it at that. He straightened himself to an upright position at the table and casually reached
for the fast emptying pack of cigarettes.
Nothing got past the keen eyes of Rips. He noticed the subtleties of what had transpired between
Blackie and the woman that he was hoping to sleep with somewhere between then and morning,
but said nothing. It was not his place, or his right to interfere with whatever family or tribal stuff
that Tegan and Blackie were working out between themselves. He reminded himself that at the
first chance he could, he’d get Tegan and scarp it.
The confused and ever keen Carlos, sitting at the far end away of the table away from Blackie,
looked quizzically at Fingers and raised an eyebrow as if asking, ‘what was that all about?’ But
Fingers, having lived with Dorothy and her people for what seemed a lifetime, kept his eyes low
and gave the Spaniard no assistance in way of understanding or acknowledgement that he did or
didn’t understand the significance of the meeting of the young woman and Blackie. Carlos felt a
tinge of jealousy towards Blackie. He wondered how it was that Blackie was able to have a
special relationship with the woman while he wasn’t even getting a look-in.
Staring at Blackie, Carlos spitefully asked himself, “What the fuck have you got? Ya bastard!”
The crowded bar was becoming louder and hotter by the minute. Blackie felt his mouth dry from
cigarettes and ran his tongue over his lips to relieve their dryness. Someone new was crooning
the Hank Williams classic, There’s a Tear in My Beer, badly but good enough to get the crowd in
on the act. Everyone at the table joined in the chorus together. Beer spilling everywhere as they
sang and swayed. The sculled their beers like there was no tomorrow, and by the end of the song,
the men’s glasses were empty.
Blackie said, “My shout! Gimme a hand, Fingers. Gimme a loan, Rips. Wait here bud till I git
back. Jess in case…”
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Rips looked at Blackie and nodded. He knew Blackie had scores to settle, and might need backup
if a fight started in the pub. Rips laughed hard and long and, then told Blackie to ‘urry up, cause
there’s a far, far, fucken drought on in the bush, and a man could die of thirst!’
The last time in Dubbo some local boys double-banked Blackie and gave him an awful flogging.
“Payback time tonight, boys,” he softly murmured, hoping to run into at least one of the dogs.
“Hey Rips, we might be sick, sad and sober in the morning, but we’ll have a bit a fun tarnight,”
Blackie warned.
Rips was feeling great, feeling Tegan, and having Blackie back on deck; cash in his pocket,
music in the pub, and love in the air, ran his hand up higher on her thigh and smiled back. Fingers
and Carlos watched with interest all that coded work going on between Blackie and Rips, and
between Rips and Tegan. But Rips had too many other pleasures on his mind than to be bothered
waiting around for Blackie and beer all night. As soon as Blackie was outa sight, he told Carlos
to mind the table, that he had to go outside for a smoke and that he’d be back in a minute. No
sooner he spoke, than he was off with Tegan, outside and across the road into her car, loving her
up all the way. He knew he was going to get lucky and delighted at the thought. Carlos, the
handsome devil, was left alone at the table, feeling left out like a shag on a rock.
Nearing the bar, the speed was beginning to lose its effect on Blackie. He deftly felt his pocket,
felt the satchel still there, smiled. He looked with a disconcerted eye towards the ever-swelling
crowd filling the bar room. It was way overcrowded. He gently pushed his way through with
Fingers sticking close behind.
“I gotta do a piss, mate. Wait here till I git back,” Blackie told Fingers.
He disappeared into the men’s room and had another slice of the speed inside the locked, pissy
toilet cubicle.
After he had his swallow, he walked out from the bathroom and pushed through the sweaty sods
and would-be entertainers, making his way towards the bar. Gassed-up, he looked out to find
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Fingers. The moving crowd annoyed him and pushed up against him, making him feel angry. He
pushed back, hard.
“Fucken people – move!” he yelled as he pushed through.
He began to struggle for air. He decided he’d grab Fingers and Rips and take them and their
drinks outside for a line just as soon as he got back to the table. But, as he approached the bar, he
heard a voice raised in anger. He saw the crowd move in unison to make more room for what
appeared to be a fight that was about to begin. As he broke through to see what was what, he saw
skinny Fingers being pushed and shoved around by a big, angry black man. Fingers was standing
there, hopelessly outgunned by the bigger Koori man and being threatened by the black crowd as
well, beginning to shake in his boots.
“Whatcha fucken think you’re doin ‘ere, ya white prick?” the Koori yelled through pearl white
teeth.
Though he felt his heart weaken, skinny Fingers stood his ground. He recognised the standover
merchant as Tyrone Thompson, the Golden Gloves Champ, the local show off. Tyrone, with the
reputation of a cruel and dangerous brute. As good as he was with his dukes, he wouldn’t let an
opportunity pass by to rack up another cheap victory by flogging a drunken man who was too
wasted from the booze; nor let a chance slip by to stand over a man either too old or too small to
make an equal fight of it. Fingers knew that if Tyrone threw a punch that landed, he’d be kissing
the deck a second later. Tyrone towered over Fingers like a waterfall, feeling big.
Stuttering, words failed Fingers and it looked as though slaughter of the white man was on the
cards for the entertainment of the bar. Fingers, sweating from fear, breathed a sigh of relief when
he saw Blackie stick his head through the crowd. Tyrone clenched his right hand into a hard fist
and was about to let fly when Blackie caught his arm and pulled him up. The crowd, eager to see
blood, drew breath together and gasped in an expression of excitement as what appeared now to
be a fight that would be worth watching, begin to play out.
“What the fuck?” the brute exclaimed. “Who the fuck are you?” he yelled in shock.
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Blackie pulled hard on Tyrone’s arm and swung him half way around to face him.
“Never mind who I am bud! What’s goin on ‘ere?” Blackie said, wildly.
“None-a-yar bizness!” Tyrone piped back.
Tyrone, surprised to see a man almost twice his age standing red eyed, dirty and unshaven
grabbing him, jerked his arm free from Blackie’s grasp as he began to assess his chances.
Being just a little unsure of the situation he blurted, “Who ya think ya are, man? You not from
‘ere, so why don’t ya fuck off?”
Blackie was in no mood to put up with the stand-over merchant before him. Blackie thought that
the man loved himself, in the way Carlos admired himself.
Having had enough of being told, Blackie teased, “Where you from, brother?”
“Um from ‘ere!” Tyrone replied thumping his chest hard. He pumped himself up to his full
height, (all of six foot two), and looked down upon Blackie as he repeated himself,
“Um from ‘ere! This is my country... and this is my pub!”
He thumped his chest hard again to show that he meant what he said and to show all that he was
‘King’ of his own domain. Blackie knew the man’s game and he’d become sicka listening to the
fool. He felt the old familiar rush of blood as his legs began to shake and his heart thump hard.
He could hardly breathe. The only way he knew he’d stand a chance was to get Tyrone outside
where at least he’d be able to move freer.
“Your pub, ay? Well… you can shove your pub up your arse. Better still, git out the back and I’ll
shove it up there for ya. Or ya too weak, ‘Brother’?” Blackie challenged, hoping to shame
Tyrone into it, outside.
Blackie wasn’t waiting for a reply. He began unbuttoning his shirt as he pushed people sideways
out of his way, making his way towards the back door. The crowd spread apart making room.
The car park was muddy and big milky coloured puddles lay cold and still upon the softened
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gravel ground. The crowd spilled out through the doorway and splashed all over the car park like
spilt fizzy drink from a bottle. By the time Tyrone walked out, a circle had been formed and in
the middle of it stood Blackie, shirtless, and ready to rumble.
Tyrone took his time to prepare himself. He ever so casually made Blackie wait until he removed
his beautiful shirt, whilst a woman, his sister, claimed it and made herself useful as a coat hanger,
further adding to his air of importance. Tyrone was strong! Was fit. And Blackie was very
quickly to learn that he could really fight. As they both swung into action, Tyrone moved like a
beautiful dancer. He’d been well trained and was confident in every move and gesture. His youth
and good looks were on show for all to see. A beautiful black man involved in the dirty game of
fighting another black man.
Blackie moved fast too, and wondered why it always seemed to come to this. He remembered
really good boxers he’d trained with when he’d learnt the game. Different faces flashed through
his mind. Blackie knew that this bloke in front of him was ready and had prepared himself for a
tough dig. But Blackie should have been paying more attention to the job at hand instead of
thinking about other things, and he paid dearly for this lapse of concentration when a left hook
caught him flush. Blackie tasted blood. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and saw
that it was covered in it. He felt dizzy. He felt sick. He needed time to get himself together again,
so he played the oldest trick in the book: he stepped away from Tyrone and, through bloodied
lips, forced a smile. He then dropped his hands, and said,
“Good shot mate!”
Tyrone wasn’t expecting praise or acknowledgement from Blackie. Oh no, not at all. In fact, what
he had expected was for Blackie to have bitten the dust, and to be laid out cold, like a bathroom
tile. Tyrone’s chest swelled with confidence. But he became a little overconfident, and took more
time out for all to acknowledge his power. It was all the time Blackie needed to get his head back
together and get back to business. Blackie knew that he couldn’t go punch for punch with the
bigger man. He had to find some other way to stop him quickly. Tyrone moved towards Blackie,
throwing punches so wild that missed their mark. Blackie spoke silently to himself:
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“Oops! Look out Blackfulla! Nuther one on its way... duck and move. Go south paw, Black, see
if he can handle that...”
“C’mon big arse, where’s all ya fight?” Blackie teased.
Tyrone, enraged by Blackie’s words, threw a big right cross that missed by a mile.
Smash! Blackie’s left hook landed clean on the Tyrone’s jaw.
“Like that, ay? Try this, then!” Blackie called.
Tyrone shook his head and made a savage snarl.
“If that’s the best ya got, you’re in a lota trouble, fuckwit!” Tyrone boasted.
Blackie followed the punch with a fast two-punch combo. His left rip caught Tyrone by surprise,
landing hard in the soft pocket under his right arm. Tyrone winced, surprised at the speed and
power that the Blackfulla had. Attempting to cover his body from more shots, he dropped his
right hand. That found him with his face wide open for serious damage. Too late he realised his
mistake, and went crashing to the ground from the huge right-hand haymaker that Blackie had
already let go. Tyrone immediately sprang to his feet, full of energy and rage.
Through clenched teeth, he screeched, “I’m gonna fucken kill you, ya black cunt! Then, I’m
gonna fuck ya!”
His blood was boiling and he meant every word he spoke. Blackie knew he had Tyrone in serious
strife, but it was too soon to go counting the eggs before they hatched. He prepared himself for
the counter attack. Blackie didn’t have to wait long.
The Golden Gloves Champ rushed forward, swingy madly. With a trickle of bright red blood
seeping from the outside corner of his left eye, the eye began to close from the swelling. But,
Tyrone had been in that position many times in the ring, and ignored the pain. He threw
haymaker after haymaker as he chased Blackie.
He caught Blackie with a hard right hand. He desperately wanted to land another big bomb on
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Blackie’s head to destroy him. To teach him just who was ‘king’. But in being too wild to be
careful, most of his hard punches fell upon Blackie’s back and shoulders and caused no real
damage, but the weight of the whole affair however, was beginning to have ill effect on Blackie.
Blackie felt his legs begin to tire and he gasped for breath. Tyrone noticed the fatigue begin to
take control of Blackie’s abilities also, and imagined that it was now only a matter of time before
he’d catch and destroy this stranger, just like the countless others he’d smashed in the past.
Still the pretty-boy, Tyrone continued to swear and chase Blackie with fists that carried
tremendous power. But Blackie moved just a little too fast for the lumbering champ. Blackie
ducked and managed to keep himself just out of Tyrone’s range whilst catching his breath. He
knew he didn’t have much steam left in his tank. He knew he wouldn’t be able to take another
bone jarring, soul destroying hit from the bigger man. His eyebrow was pissing blood that ran
hot, down his face and into his mouth. He felt himself beginning to choke and he wanted to spew.
He’d have to finish this quick, or he was dead for sure. He remembered old Keith’s words from
years ago when he was teaching him the craft.
‘Let ‘em chase ya, son. Git outside and move fast. Hit ‘im fucken ard! Take his ed off, and, then
git outa there before he sees it!”
“C’mon and fuck me then, you soft cock! Come on big-boy!!” Blackie stirred.
He needed Tyrone to make that one last mistake. He wanted to stay inside Tyrone’s head and so
he called to him again saying,
“C’mon on! Fuck me!”
Blackie wanted to keep him wild. Wanted to keep him confused. He wanted Tyrone to use all his
energy up by swinging wild. Tyrone charged Blackie, attempting to tackle him.
“Fucken kill you!” Tyrone screamed.
Blackie continued to tease. He led Tyrone into a position where his face was completely
unprotected. The opportunity that Blackie had been hoping for had arrived. Blackie let fly with a
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savage flurry of good punches that found their mark. The young man fell again crashing to the
muddy ground, with eyes stinging from blood and mud. He cursed and felt an awful pain sear
from his face right through to the back of his head.
The hard game of life left Blackie with little option other than to finish the fight as quickly as he
could. He didn’t hate the young black brother he’d dropped, but he couldn’t afford to let him up
again either, as Blackie was done also. His right hand felt as though it had a broken knuckle, and
in any case, he knew it was now useless as a weapon for he could no longer make a fist out of it.
The only thing he could think of to do was to iron the other man out and get this dangerous
business over and done with once and for all.
Blackie’s right boot landed flush on the man’s mouth… the ‘sleeping sickness’ arrived on time
with its devastating effect, sending the now, ‘former Champion’ into instant unconsciousness, not
feeling another thing. Tyrone presented a sad and pathetic picture, laying there, in the mud and
blood and the beer. Just for a moment, Blackie stood there in silence, looking at the foul, terrible
thing he had done.
The home town crowd stood shocked and silent too. The last thing on their minds was to see Big
Tyrone destroyed and fucked-up in the mud.
A sobbing woman ran forward, screaming, “Isn’t there a fucken man mongst youse? Look at my
brother!” she cried, pointing at Tyrone.
She called Blackie every ‘low-life, weak, good-for-nothing mongrel bastard’ that she could think.
She tried to rouse her brother, holding his head in her arms, crying like a child she was. But her
brother was hard to bring around; his head flopped from side to side, and he bled all over her
arms and dress. Her insults stirred the crowd into a collective action. From every direction they
rushed Blackie to exact some revenge on behalf of their wounded warrior.
Blackie was too tired to fight any more and he knew he was done for. As soon as the first punch
from the maddened crowd found its mark on him, it splattered him. The mob attacked savagely,
without sympathy. Their intention was to cause as much damage as possible as they proceeded to
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kick the shit outa him. They fell over themselves in their rush to get in the action. They each
wanted to take home their own ‘special’ story of how they smashed Blackie to bits. They would
then feed off their made up and extravagant yarns for weeks after. Exhausted, brave, but beaten,
Blackie collapsed in a heap as punches and boots rained from above. He did his best to cover his
face and groin as he tried to curl tightly into a foetal position. But it was impossible to protect or
to defend himself in that moment. There were just too many. So Blackie took the medicine. At
one point during the beating, he knew there was something dreadfully wrong; he felt a sharp
burning pain in his side.
“Fuck!” he cried.
That was the last thing he remembered. Heavy boots found their mark on his back and his head.
Though he was out cold, still the crowd kicked him, their sense of pleasure being fuelled with
every blow they’d land. T’was only the distant sound of rushing cop sirens that saved Blackie in
the car park. The police cars sped with their lights flashing through the hot mid-western night.
Gathering Tyrone up, the mob scattered quickly. The motionless body of Blackie lay
bloodsoaked and still, in the emptied car park. Fingers rushed in and tried to carry Blackie away.
But Blackie was too heavy for Fingers to carry by himself. Fingers kept slipping in the mud and
just when it looked hopeless, Silvia, the woman Blackie and the boys had helped out at the
cemetery, (who had been buying cigarettes at the drive-through), saw Fingers, and rushed to help.
Together, they managed to drag Blackie off into the dark and away to safety just as the first
police car arrived on the scene.
As Blackie came-round, he softly whispered, “Jasmine? Nan?”
The words got caught between his throat and his swollen lips and were not audible. With Jasmine
being his grandmother’s favourite perfume, he thought she must be near. He tried to get up from
the small bed he found himself upon, but was held back by soft, but firm hands. He didn’t
struggle against the grip the hands that held his arms and kept him down. He was too weak. His
eyes slowly adjusted to the light.
He found himself shirtless on a single bed in a darkened bedroom.
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“What?” he asked himself.
Coming into focus, he was relieved when he recognised dear cousin Dot attending to him. She
had that look about her that she had when she was full of business. She washed blood and muck
from his face, paying particular attention to a deep gash that continued to bleed at the corner of
his eyebrow. Dot flashed a small torch into firstly one eye, and then into other. Blackie could see
her mouth opening and closing, but he couldn’t hear her voice. She must have been talking to
herself, he thought.
Fingers must have brought him there, he reckoned, though he had no idea how Fingers would
have managed the job.
Blackie felt pain everywhere from the bashing. Slowly, he began to remember what happened.
Images of boots and mud flashed across his mind. He’d been beaten by better men, but he
couldn’t remember when. He looked at Dot and tried to smile.
She looked at Blackie and said, “G’day Cuz. Where ya bin?”
Blackie cracked a smile through cracked lips, and quietly said, “I come back from the city. I bin
livin’ on the wire. I love ya, me old Cuz,” he said, closing his eyes and falling asleep again.
It generally took a lot to make Dot cry or show outright emotion. But she always had a soft spot
for Blackie. Big tears left stain mark on her dry cheeks.
“Git away, Blackie,” she said to him, trying to be strong for the both of them. “Now, jest stay still
there while I clean ya up.” she said to herself, trying to convince herself he’d be ok.
An hour had passed before he woke again. Dot was gathering bloodied towels and pieces of cloth
into a laundry basket when she was surprised by Blackie.
“How bad is it?” he murmured. “Am I gonna live?”
“Ya bloody ratbag!” Dot roused. “Haven’t you learnt anything yet? What ya doin goin gittin inter
fights all the time for? Ya should be in hospital. You been knocked out. Need x-rays, boy!
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Bloody Fingers! Had no right bringin’ you here. Shoulda took you straight to hospital! Don’t ya
know you could die? Then where would we be, Black?”
“No hosp’l, sis, coppers. You know what they’re like. Don’t worry bout me, Dot. I won’t die!
Ancient Gyptians used to say, if ya call a man’s name, he’s not dead… So all ya gotta do is call
me name cuz. And I’ll be there!” he joked.
Dot shook her head and thought about it for a while. She was puffed from all the work. Her fat
body was getting too heavy for her to carry anymore, and her days of patching up drunken
brothers and cousins were well past her best.
Dot softly closed the door on her way out, but not before she turned back and looked at him and
then said, “Yeah, but, you not Egyptian…you’re Wiradjuri, ya silly bastard!”
Her words fell like ice into an empty glass.
Clunk!
Clunk!
Clunk!
Walking away, Dot knew the drill without being told the specifics. Police would have been
notified by the hospital staff as a matter of course when a patient in Blackie’s state presented for
treatment. She figured Blackie most likely would have been ‘pinched’ and held in the local lock
up until whatever charges they could find would have been laid on him. She knew the police
hated Blackie, just as she knew that they despised most black men who refused to buckle under
their bullshit. She had seen the damage they dished out to her father, and to her uncles and
cousins. She’d stitched her people back together and then the cops would tear them apart again.
Coppers broke their bones in their effort to break the blackman’s spirit. She knew Blackie didn’t
know when to cry ‘give’ or when to walk away from the challenge. Blackie was born to lose the
battle, and the war it seems. Just the way it is sometimes. But that fact never stopped him from
trying to get things right though, either. He’d written to Ombudsmen and to newspapers.
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Complained about being ‘verballed’ and abused by different police officers. But nought came of
it. So he gave up looking for help and justice from the system. It seemed that the cops are a law
unto themselves.
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THE COPS:
The best,
Untouchables, That
money can buy,
Some say.
Dot did the best she could to put Blackie back together again. She was happy that most of his
injuries appeared to be superficial; she worried though that there was internal damage. Her years
of work in emergency rooms as a nurse was tested time and again by the various relations who’d
turn up, busted-up, beaten and broke all hours of the day or night looking for her to fix it all. Big
Dot – a real angel to the Blackfullas in Dubbo, she didn’t ask for nothing in return for all she’d
done for everyone who needed her help. There wasn’t a Koori house in town that she was not
welcome in. Such a shame to see her so sick. After the birth of her twins, she got diabetes. She
had to quit the job at the hospital, and she did it tough, as Fingers had no work. Money was
always tight, and kids and medicine cost a lot. Dot tried to lose weight, went on every diet she
could find, but nothing worked. Some days she was as good as gold, other days the poor woman
couldn’t get outa bed.
Fingers gave her the full story, except leaving out the bit about the woman that Rips returned to
the table with for fear of misunderstanding leading to a jealous row. Satisfied that Fingers could
hardly do anything to prevent the fight, Dot rested whilst drinking a cup of sugarless black tea.
The night was a restless one, full of tormented images running wild through Blackie’s mind.
Pictures of caves and green fields; of buses and ambulances criss-crossing empty streets; of
Christian crosses and men in blue uniforms and of men with no faces, kept drifting over and over
in his mind.
The storm raged outside, and the wind howled a sorrowful noise. It shook the window panes and
rattled the green doors of Dot’s old house. And, as the dawn crept up on Dubbo with an
unusually dark and gloomy presence, Nanny – Dot’s kid’s pet goat, snuggled in her home, deep
inside the old wrecked car in the back yard Nanny kept herself out of the storm. Blackie lay still
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upon the single bed, watching shadows dance whilst counting flowers on the wall. Sometimes he
imagined he could see faces of people he knew in the shadows that danced across the
plasterboard. Other times, he thought the shadows were the shapes of bad spirits that had come to
him to do pay-back for the dirty deeds he’d done dirt cheap.
He closed his eyes and reached to the floor for cigarettes. His fingers stretched as far as they
could, left and right, and, up and down, but neither packet, nor single cigarette could he find.
“Fuck. Nuffin.” he said. He faded back to sleep.
Sore, from head to toe, he stirred to the wonderful sound of children’s giggles. His head ached,
and though still concussed, he was delighted and taken by surprise to find identical twin boys
kneeling beside his bed. They were resting their heads between their hands, examining him
closely. Blackie thought he was seeing double, (as indeed he was), though, rubbed his eyes to
make sure he wasn’t. He gently reached out, and, with trembling fingers, touched the boys’ faces.
“Now! Who are you two little Murris, hey?” he asked.
He rolled onto his side and rested his head on his arm in order to get a better look at the lads. The
youngsters smiled, just like kids do when they discover something different, their eyes, shone
like diamonds.
“Who you are?” asked one boy.
“Whatcha doing our place?” asked the other.
Blackie smiled back at them.
“Um ya uncle Blackie, thas who I am. Now, who are you?” Blackie said.
“I’m Vincent! Bet ya can call me Vince, if ya like,” answered the first lad.
“And I’m Ralph. Bet you can call me, Rrrrralllph!” said the other.
Both boys fell about themselves laughing.
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“Well, that’s very generous of ya. Vince and…Rrrrralllph!” Blackie joked back.
“How come you is our uncle? Where you come from?” Vincent asked politely.
“Because, well...I jest am, thas why! Um your mum’s cousin. But I’ve been living down in
Sydney for a long time, thas how come you two don’t know me. Hey, how old are you fullas?”
Blackie asked
“We are six!” said Ralph, showing-off.
“Nup. Not yet we ain’t! Not till six a’lock Mum said Ralph!” corrected the observant Vince.
Vince said it and pushed his brother sideways, knocking him off his bended knees onto the floor.
No harm done. Ralph sprang back up, and a game of push and shove started and ended in good
fun with neither boy none the worse for the experience. When they finished Ralph said;
“Yeah, well we nearly six, then!” He poked his tongue out to Vincent, who did the same back.
Blackie watched in wonder the fun and love the brothers shared with each other.
“And...What happened you?” little Ralph asked, after the shoving had come to an end quietly.
Blackie saw the fear in the boy’s eyes. He assured them that he was alright, that he just had a bit
of an accident that was all. Blackie didn’t like lying to children; however, he didn’t want to give
them another chance to ask further questions about his bruises. He quickly changed the subject
saying,
“Ahh. So youse are big birthday boys, hey? Not little baby boys, ay? Well, are ya gonna have a
birthday party or what?”
“Yeah. Tanight!” both boys answered in unison.
Their little faces beamed with glee in the knowledge that today was their special day.
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“Ya reckon ya can invite ya old uncle Blackie then?” Blackie asked, trying to sound excited if he
was allowed to attend.
Both boys looked at each other, and then back at Blackie, and then back at each other again,
before they nodded their heads in agreement that it would be alright if he came to their
celebration, that he could have some cake. The boys returned to their original position with their
head between their hands as they closely examined Blackie once more. Blackie liked the boys
from the moment he opened his eyes and found them there. There was a mischievous twinkle in
their eyes that expressed innocence.
The moment was broken when the voice of the twin’s mother called for them to”Git away, and to
stop disturbing Uncle Blackie!”
The boys said a quiet ‘see ya later’, and left, hurrying back to their bed room, both pushing each
other to see who could be out the door first. Blackie lay there for a while and, then struggled, as
he slowly sat up. He needed to piss. He groaned and moaned in pain and regretted getting into
another fight that resolved nothing, and only served to remind himself of his age, and the futility
of such brash actions in times of anger.
“Fucken stupid cunt!” he cursed himself.
He cursed himself all the way as he awkwardly made it through the bedroom doorway and down
the hallway into the bathroom. Thankfully for him, the bathroom was right next to the room he’d
been sleeping in, so he didn’t have far to stagger, and thankfully too, he had the wall to cling to
for support all the way there. And he cursed himself all the way to the toilet, wishing he hadn’t
had another stupid bloody fight. He entered the spotlessly clean bathroom that smelled of
lavender. He steadied himself against the wall as he pissed into the white toilet bowl. The clear
toilet water turned red from blood in his piss. He knew from past experiences that his damaged
kidney was bleeding again.
He was told not to exert himself by the specialist in Sydney, but he only seemed to remember the
warning when it was all too late. The sight of red urine made him stand up a bit straighter and
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take notice. Shocked and worried, the reality of internal damage came into clear view in the cold,
hard light of the day.
“Not a fucken gain!” he swore.
He looked at it, and then he flushed it away. Worried, he turned and washed his face. He slowly
dried himself, and then studied his face in the mirror. Both eyes were the colour of slate, and the
big cut near his eye (that had been cleaned and dressed by Dot), swollen and closed with
congealed blood.
“Shit!” he said.
He looked as bad as he felt – deathly grey, and black ‘n’ blue.
He felt like throwing up. He made it back to the toilet just in time as he began to vomit. After a
couple of goes of dry retching, he threw his guts up – mostly beer and bile shot from his stomach
and burnt his throat on the way out.
Dot could hear him from her bedroom, but she said nothing. She sat there listening hard. She felt
sorry for him, but also knew that he’d either get tough or die from the way he was living. It
seemed that no one, or nothing, could settle him down to live a quiet and peaceful life. Dot
wondered what Blackie was doing in Dubbo.
“He say anything to you last night?” she asked Fingers.
“Bout what?” Fingers answered.
“Why he’s here?” Dot continued.
Fingers thought about it for a while and said,
“Naa. Jest picked me up in Lonely Street when I was going to the paper shop, and then we went
to the pub.”
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Dot leaned back on the cushions and looked around the place. She was searching for the true
answer to her question. Her bedroom was filled with photos and things, with gifts – unopened
beneath her bed; with slippers and shoes and with Fingers’ cowboy books and comics. Her eyes
came to gaze upon a photo of her and Blackie, looking shiny in school uniform, in a class photo
when they were young primary aged kids. She reached and took hold of the photo and examined
it closely. She spotted a boy standing behind Blackie in the photo, and then, understood why
Blackie had returned.
The big bush outside her window banged hard on the pane. Thinking of bad omens, the banging
bush shook Dot up a little. Dot and Fingers heard Blackie flush the toilet again, and heard him
shuffle away, cursing himself all the way back to the bedroom. Fingers saw the subtle change in
Dot’s face that told him that she had discovered a secret truth. And she looked just like a ghost
had walked on her grave. Fingers asked her,
“What? What’s wrong?”
“I know why he’s here. Wait here, I wanna talk to him!” she said.
She left Fingers alone in the dark as she went into see Blackie. Blackie was sitting on the side of
his bed, feet tapping the floor. Dot sat beside him, and looked at the floor. A long minute passed
when she turned to Blackie and said,
“I know why you’re here, Cuz.”
Blackie turned to look at her. He studied her face and saw in her eyes that she was telling him the
truth; that she had worked him out. He nodded and looked down at the floor.
“You can’t stay here Blackie. Not if you’re here to do that! I got kids, I can’t have police runnin’
through the place with guns and stuff,” Dot told him.
“Thas alright Cuz. I’ll go out ta Mum. Been wantin’ to go out to the old Mission for a long time
now, anyway,” Blackie replied.
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Dot hated what she had to say next even more than telling him that he couldn’t stay at her place if
he was going to bring the police force into her home. She sucked in a deep breath. Blackie heard
the fear in her breath and looked to see her eyes filling with tears. He put his arm around her and
she leant, crying on his shoulder.
“It’s alright, Cuz. I won’t bring the coppers here,” he said, trying to reassure her.
“It’s not jest that, Black,” Dot said, drying her face.
“That’s Radjiri Land Council ground now. Ya gotta be a member to git on there now,” she
continued.
Blackie thought about for a while. His blood was getting hot.
“They can’t do that, the bastards!” he growled.
They both knew that Blackie had no place in Dubbo to hide, and that there was too much danger
for all if he hung around and went to war with the cops. They looked at each other with sad eyes.
“She’ll be right,” he said,”I’ll git goin soon as I’m better. Don’t worry, I won’t bring em here,” he
promised.
Dot left him on his bed and went to see what the kids were up to. Blackie sat wondering where
Rips and Carlos had gotten to. He had to find a way out of Dubbo, and wanted them to help. He
hoped that Rips behaved himself and brought no harm or danger to Tegan last night, with his
demand for sex or whatever he wanted from her. He tried to focus on the wind and on the rain
that was lashing the house. For some unrelated reason, he started reciting Coleridge’s classic
poem, The Ancient Mariner silently to himself.
’Water, water, everywhere,
And all the boards did shrink;
Water, water, everywhere,
Nor any drop to drink.’
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After that, he thought of the Gordon Lightfoot song, The Wreck of the Edmund Fitzgerald.
…‘The Captain wired in, he had water coming in, And
the good ship and crew were in peril.
And later that night when the lights went out of sight,
Came the wreck of the Edmund Fitzgerald.’
The storm outside turned more savage, more outrageous. It chopped through the night and it
chopped through the dawn. It was doing its best to tear Dubbo apart at its seams. The storm
might well have been strong enough to sink the old Fitz. Blackie’s mind raced from one thought
to another – a bi-product of the hangover from all the speed he’d taken the day and night before
the morning. He’d told Dot that he was too crook to eat, and that the only thing he needed was a
drink of water and to rest up a while until his head stopped spinning. As if things weren’t bad
enough for him,
He was coming
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O
W
N. Real bad, man!
His hands shook like that of an old man with the tremors.
Lost in thought, he thought he could hear voices. He hummed a tune from 1962, and thought it
funny for no particular reason. He thought about things that made him laugh. Silly sayings like
when people speak saying, “No. Yeah, blar, blar, blar…” He looked into the darker parts of the
room – behind the door, between the gap of the bed and the wall, but he couldn’t see anyone
lurking there. The voices he imagined he could hear remained just out of range for him to make
out what they were saying. It frustrated him. He lied when he said he was allright, and that once
he had another sleep, he’d be right as rain.
In the other room, Fingers heard a car door slam. He cautiously pulled back the blind to check
who had come to the house. He was surprised to see Rips, all dressed in brand new clothes,
wearing sunnies, looking as bright as a rat with a gold tooth, standing there on his porch, arm in
arm with Tegan. He threw open the door and welcomed them warmly, extending his hand and
hurrying them inside from the weather.
“Um, lookin for Blackie,” Rips stammered. “Someone said you brought im ome ere last night,
ay? He alright?” he continued.
“Yeah,” Fingers confirmed, “He’s layin’ down in the back room there.”
Tegan knew Dot well, and disappeared into the lounge room with her as the men headed towards
Blackie’s room. Fingers led Rips up the narrow hallway, to the little room at the end of the house.
Half way along the hall, Fingers propped and turned back to face Rips.
“Come here, mate,” Fingers said as he led Rips into the children’s bedroom.
“Was a matter?” Rips said surprised.
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It took Fingers a second to find the right words to say. Finally he asked,
“Do ya know that this fella talks to himself?” Fingers pointed a thumb towards the room Blackie
was in.
Rips smiled and softly said, “Yeah, the silly bastard been doin it for years. Reckons it helps im
sort things out in his mind when ees sleep, or some shit like that. Don’t worry bout it, man. He’s
ok,” Rips assured Fingers.
Fingers seemed a little bit relieved, and then together, they made their way towards the end
bedroom where Blackie was sleeping. As they approached the door, they could hear the
unmistakeable soft mumbling of Blackie’s voice. Without knocking, Fingers gently opened the
door. Blackie was dozing on the single bed, covered only by a cotton sheet. He was smiling and
whispering to an invisible entity.
“How much did ya say that was, brother?”
Fingers and Rips looked at each other and found it hard to stop themselves from laughing aloud
at finding Blackie in a full-on conversation by himself. The bedroom floor was littered with dirty
tissues and a bloody towel, all evidence of Blackie’s suffering. His lips were swollen and cut. His
eyes, puffed and purple, looked as sore as they were swollen. A big bruise coloured both eyelids.
Dried blood still clung around his mouth, and it was plain to see that he was in a lot of pain. Rips’
joy quickly turned to outright rage and shock to find Blackie in such a busted-up shape.
“Fuck-me-dead, Blackie! Who did all dat to ya?” he blurted out.
Blackie stirred and looked up through his one good eye to find Rips standing, worried, beside
him. Blackie tried to smile, but found the best he could do was to pull a sad old grin. He coughed
to clear his throat and tried to reach for the water bottle beside the bed. Rips hurried to help and
retrieved the bottle for him.
“Fuck, Blackie! Who did all that to ya, man?” Rips demanded in an angry voice.
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Blackie saw the anger in Rips’ look, and he hastened to assure Rips that it was no big deal.
“No b, b, b, big deal, be fucked, Black! Who did it? Ya right, or what?” Rips said, getting wilder
by the second.
Rips’ top lip curled, as was always the case when he was stirred up. Seeing Blackie in a bustedup
state made Rips’ blood boil, and if the culprit or culprits responsible for Blackie’s demise would
have been in spitting distance from him, he woulda let ‘em have it. Fingers, sensing that he might
somehow end up being blamed for Blackie’s injuries, decided to make a quick exit and leave the
two black men alone to talk business.
“I’ll put a cuppa on, hey?” Fingers asked, but didn’t wait for a reply.
After Fingers left, Blackie said to Rips, “Never mind, brother. Sit down ‘ere, I wanna talk to ya.”
He patted the bed, and Rips accepted the offer and sat at the foot, looking at the head of his old
mate. After taking a swig from the water bottle, Blackie offered it to Rips who replaced it beside
to bed.
“Ay! Where’d ya git the new clothes from, bud?” Blackie inquired upon noticing the new attire
Rips had set himself up in.
“Ya won’t fucken believe it, Black!” Rips exclaimed, sounding like an over-excited kid who had
thought all his Christmases had come at once. His big face beamed as bright as headlights and his
smile was big like that of a rodeo clown, “I won the fucken big link up, man! Ten grand! On da
pokies, bra!”
He couldn’t contain his excitement and grabbed Blackie’s arm hard to convince him that he was
telling the truth. Rips felt Blackie buckle a bit under his grasp. Rips released his grip and moved
slightly away. Blackie settled comfortably against the wall. He propped himself on one arm. He
looked at Rips’ fine clothes and smiled a crooked smile through dry, cracked lips.
“Pocket full of gold hey?” Fuck you’re arsey, big fulla!” Blackie congratulated him. “Whatcha
gonna do with all that cash, ay?” he continued.
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Blackie got Rips to open the window, and then put the bite on for a cigarette. The first long drag
made his head spin so bad he thought he’d black out. He rested against the wall until his head
cleared listening to Rips’ plans regarding his newfound wealth.
“Well, I haven’t got it all yet! The bastards down there only gib me a thousand last night, man.
Rest will go straight in me bank today,” Rips boasted. “Um gonna git a car and go ‘ome and see
me old Mum. Heard she’s in ‘ospital. Suppose I’ll give her most of it,” he finished.
Blackie smiled and said, “Thas good, Bud. Ya better off givin it to your mother. You’ll only end
up drinkin ya self to death anyway!”
Blackie wanted Rips to stay. Wanted to go back to the big smoke with him. He tried to convince
Rips by saying, “Bet listen, Bread, don’t go home! Jest put the money in ya mother’s account,
man. Something bad’s gonna appen Rips. I got a bad feelin brother.”
“Whatcha fucken talkin bout, Blackie? I been ‘ome thousand times. Um too smart for them cops
up there. I’ll be in and out ‘fore they even know I was there!” Rips big noted himself.
“Naa bud. I got a real bad feelin bout this one, Rips! Stay ‘ere mate. I’ll be up and round again in
a couple a days.” Blackie tried as best he could to talk Rips out of going back to his hometown.
But they were on different clouds, and try as he did, there was no way Blackie could talk him out
of heading home.
“Don‘t go talkin like that, Blackie. Yul bring me bad luck, man. This the best thing ever appen to
me, man. I’ll be able ta give Mum somefin back for all the stuff I put her through ova the years.
Don’t say stuff like that man,” Rips whinged.
He was worried about Blackie’s request. He knew better than to doubt him about most things like
this. He wanted to go home soo bad to show all of his mob how well off he was, and to big-note
that he finally had something most of them could only dream about. He was rich! He had been
secretly summing up presents he’d give to particular relatives and imagined the smiles and looks
of astonishment on the faces as he played the black Santa Claus. Rips felt uncomfortable, and
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regretted that he’d come to check on Blackie in the first place. Unable to take it any more, Rips
smiled, shook his head and said jokingly,
“You a silly bastard Blackie, when ya wanna be. Ya wanna look after yaself! Look at ya, Blackie!
I thought ya could fucken fight! Ya look like ya had the shit kicked outa ya!”
Blackie sat up a bit straighter and said sadly, “I have had the shit kicked outa me!”
Rips was only joking, and thought he’d hurt Blackie with his satire. He hastened to repair things
by saying, “Fair dinkum ay? Wait’ll I git back, Brother. We’ll see how good these Dubbo dicks
are then. I’ll only be gorn couple a days”.
He lit two cigarettes and handed one to Blackie. Rips then reached deep into his trousers pocket
and pulled out a fist full of dollars. He shoved the lot into Blackie’s other hand.
“Ere. Buy yaself some smokes or somefin while Um gorn,” he said.
“Fuck man! How much is all dis? I don’t need all that, brother. I git paid tomorrow. Sides, these
fullas here are lookin after me. You keep it mate.”
Blackie tried to give the money back, but Rips would hear none of it.
“Ya give me plenty, Blackie. Ya might wanna score while Um gone. You keep it,” was the final
word said on the subject as Fingers came through the doorway holding a small tray with three
cups of steaming tea.
He was about to set the tray down when an enormous thunderclap shook the house. Fingers
almost dropped the tray into Rips’ lap. Blackie laughed to see Rips move so fast. Then both black
men stared solemnly at each other as they read the thunderclap as a sign-a bad omen.
“Fuck ya Blackie! Ya got me being jumpy now, too!” Rips laughed.
“See man! Told ya there signs all over the place!” Blackie laughed back.
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Rips was shaken and visibly frightened by the words, and the thunder that seemed to come on
demand, emphasising Blackie’s words. Rips thought that the Blackman could tap into some other
world – into the world of ghosts and spooky things.
“Far, far, faaark ya Blackie! Ya wanna stop livin with ghosts! Ya got me shaky, man!” Blackie
winked at him, smiled and said nothing.
“A man’s gotta do what a man’s gotta do, I suppose,” Blackie softly considered to himself.
He decided to change the subject and asked Fingers what he thought Rips should do with his
newfound fortune. The men sat and sipped their tea thoughtfully. Fingers said he had a mate that
understood stocks and bonds and offered to put him in touch with Rips if Rips wanted to play the
stock market.
“Fuck that, mate.” Rips said. “I’m lucky to be playin’ with meself these days. Sides, they rob ya,
dem ‘countents and banker fullas, hey Black?”
Both men had seen their fair share of white-collar crims come through the system over the years
to be wary about anyone holding their money for them.
“Only safe place for ya cash, is in ya own sky rocket!” Rips declared.
“Does funny things to people – money, hey?” Blackie said thoughtfully.
Tiredness, once more, beckoned him to sleep. He closed his eyes and drew a deep breath that
seemed to hurt every rib and cartilage in his chest. He let out a soft, slow groan that went
unnoticed by the others.
“Naa. I reckon people are jest strange. Money’s jest an excuse for some people to be arseholes to
each other,” Fingers said.
“The concept of wealth is a very particular thing,” Blackie lectured.
Both Rips and Fingers agreed with a nod of their head.
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“People look at people different when they’re rich to when they’re poor for some reason. As if
money can make a person different. I think you’re right, Fingers. People can just be arseholes
anyway,” Blackie finished.
He returned his attention to his cup of tea which had gone cold, as Rips and Fingers considered
his words in silence. The talk dried up and the long minutes drove each man back into their own
private thoughts.
They all knew that the rain had been falling heavily, and it looked like it would for a while longer
also. The vicious wind grew wilder with the storm, and small trees that had been planted along
the side fence bent and struggled to hang on. The house shook with each gust. Blackie didn’t like
the sound the wind made as it tore at the world.
“Bad news wind, that fulla,” Blackie said softly – way too soft for Rips and Fingers to hear.
Leaning against the wall, he remembered the junkies leaning outside the chemist, back in
Katoomba. Yesterday seemed like another lifetime ago to him there in that room. The memory of
the broken eggs on the road flashed through his mind, making him feel sorry for himself there,
busted and broken. He turned his thinking to the cemetery again. He thought of the cold air he
loved as he sat beside his grandmother’s grave, and wished he could smell her jasmine scent
once more instead of breathing his own criminal stink. Deep in thought, he was surprised, and
spilled tea on the bed when Rips clapped his hands loudly with delight.
“Ya fucken beau-tey!” Rips screeched excitedly. “Won’t be any cops on the road tanight if this
rain keeps up. I’ll ave a free ticket all the way ome. See, it’s all fallin into place for me! You
watch and see if Um right or not.”
Blackie shook his head with disappointment before he stated,
“It’s not your gittin there brother, it’s the gittin out I’m worried about for ya. Like the song said
... ‘you can check out anytime you like, but you can never leave!’”
“U’ll be right Blackie!” Rips said to close down the conversation on the matter once and for all.
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Blackie took the hint and shut up.
“Where’s that little one from last night, man?” Blackie asked – referring to Tegan.
“Don’t ave ta worry bout her Black. I, I, I love her. She’s the best thing that’s appened to me in a
long time. Sh, sh, she’s coming with me when I go ome,” Rips said.
Blackie looked hard at Rips and could see that the man meant what he said. Blackie was taken
aback by the unashamed honesty in Rip’s tone and demeanour. Blackie thought a love borne in a
storm such as this one they were all caught up in would be either deadly-strong, or doomed to
fail. No middle ground or room to move about in a game of pretend there. He didn’t say that
though to his mate, instead he made a joke of the seriousness of it all by saying,
“Far out man! You quick as dis big white fulla ere when it comes ta women. Fingers fell in love
jest like that first time he met Dot in Sydney, hey old mate?” Blackie said snapping his fingers.
Fingers was the first to draw breath and reply with a laugh, “Yeah ya bastard, Blackie! You went
round tellin everyone that ‘Dot and the Blur’ were at it in the back of that old car of hers, didn’t
ya!”
“Well, if you wanna go showin off ya white arse in the lane!” laughed Blackie.
The three enjoyed the moment. The relaxed mood allowed each the privilege to ask an intimate
question of the other. Fingers thought seriously at first, and then questioned Blackie on his
position in the world of love and romance;
“Ya got a lot to say bout everyone else there black fulla. What bout you? Where’s your woman?”
Blackie’s smile slowly drained from his face. He fished for his wallet and drew from beneath
cards and paper, a torn, tattered letter.
“Ere.” He handed the paper to Fingers to read.
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“Thas why....Thas why I ain’t got a woman. She’s still the one! She’s got me, bro – Yeah...she’s
fucken got me!” he said regretfully, hardly audible.
“Who the fuck are you?” Fingers asked himself silently as he read the letter.
... I dunno what to say Blackie. I can’t get enough of you. I want to go again and
again. Your voice is like the whisper of the trees, and I want to be in the big world
with you, looking into the Milky Way. I want your hands pulling me onto you. And
your voice! Your voice is my embrace. But I won’t wait for you to come back this
time. This time, it’s over for good. I love you... but you know that.
xxx
Gillian.
The words seemed almost to tumble right off the page, and along the floor, under the door frame
and down the hallway, looking for a place to hide their shame. Fingers slowly raised his head and
looked to see Blackie staring hard out the window. Blackie had found out the hard way that love
is much more than a four letter word. Blackie began to sing:
“I was driving home, early Sunday morning, through Bakersfield... Listening to gospel music on
the coloured radio station, and the preacher said, ‘ya know, ya always have the Lord by your
side’ and I was so pleased to be informed of this that I ran twenty red lights in His honour! Thank
you Jesus! Thank you Lord...”
Fingers held the letter softly and carefully gazed again at the faded words on the dirty paper. He
passed it to Rips who read it. But Rips couldn’t read, so he passed it back to Blackie and joined
Blackie in the chorus:
“So if you’re down on ya luck and you can’t harmonise, find a girl with far away eyes. And if
you’re downright disgusted, and life ain’t worth a dime, get a girl with far away eyes...”
Blackie smiled that sorry smile of regret as they finished. Regretful that he had fucked things
with her by being too busy being Blackie.
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“She had them far away eyes,” Blackie said, pointing to the letter, wonder what made such a
sweet girl like her dance for a bastard like me?”
The men fell quiet again. Fingers broke the silence with, “Fuck, Blackie! Who wrote that?”
They watched Blackie collect himself and heard him clear his throat before saying,
“Jest someone I used to know. The Force has been my boss for a long time now, boys. I’ve been
sleepin’ under strange, strange skies, brothers. I jest been tryin’ to kill the blues…I’m fucked.”
The time for talking about women had passed.
Blackie slumped back upon the mattress and closed his eyes. Sleep overcame him, and he dozed
off into another terrible nightmare. Fingers silently indicated to Rips to follow him out of the
room. He looked back at Blackie once more before closing the door softly behind them, leaving
the Blackman to recoup alone with his crooked dreams and his wild desires. Fingers and Rips had
another cup of tea and talked about the state Blackie was in. They wondered what was to become
of him. They agreed that the Blackman was headed for an early grave if he didn’t take a pull and
settle down somewhere quiet.
Rips found Fingers an easy man to speak with and so poured his heart out as a man is prone to do
when full of speed and overjoyed with the possibilities of a new love in the offing. Rips
reminisced about jail times, and hard times he’d gone through, with and without Blackie, over the
years. He spoke of his own mother, who was real sick in hospital, back home. He expected that
she wouldn’t have long to go before she would meet her maker, and so he needed to get home
ASAP to see her. He had other unfinished business back there to take care of too, and had
decided that no white copper-dog was gonna keep him from his country!
Fingers was a little saddened when Rips left, saying that ‘he wouldn’t be long’, that he ‘had to git
smokes, and would be back’.
Blackie awoke again in the mid afternoon to the faint noise of people talking. He strained to hear
who they were, but their voices were muffled by the storm that continued outside. Very gingerly,
he made his way down the hallway towards the living room. He recognised Rips’ laugh and the
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soft strumming of a guitar. He was pleased to see him when he walked into the lounge room. The
small crowd of Fingers and Dot, Vince and Ralph, Rips and Tegan, and Silvia and her baby
presented a cosy picture.
A collective gasp was made from the mob when they saw, bent before them, Blackie, with his
face bloodied and bleeding again.
“Ya right there, bra?” Rips asked.
“Yeah. U’m sweet, man,” Blackie muttered.
He felt so seedy from drying-out from beer and speed. He was as shaky as he was weak. Dot
roused him again, and helped him back to the bathroom and patched him up again. Together they
returned to the lounge room minutes later, with Blackie looking a little fresher.
Silvia broke the tension with her bright voice, and went and sat beside Blackie, asking, “Hey.
Remember me from last night, Blackie?”
Blackie looked at her, half-recognising her as the woman from the cemetery, and sat himself up a
little straighter. He shook his head.
“Naa. Not really. Was you were at the cemetery?” he asked.
Fingers told him that it was Silvia, (who had been buying cigarettes for her father from the bottle
shop at the pub they were at last night), who had helped him drag Blackie away, and into her car,
before the cops had shown up.
“Far out!” Blackie said. “Youse know each other then, ay?” he asked.
The long and short of it all was that Silvia’s mother was a close friend of Dot’s. Dot had nursed
Silvia’s mum as she suffered with cancer. First Dot cared for the sick woman in hospital, and
then, later, Dot provided for her at her home. During the end period, Dot had grown close to
Silvia, and treated her as family.
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“There ain’t no secrets in this little country town then, huh? Well, thas the good thing bout ‘em, I
s’pose. Everyone knows everyone, and people help ya out when ya in trouble. Thanks Sis for
gittin’ me away from there. But I don’t remember much about it at all. Who was that bloke I had
a crack at? He’s got a big mouth, and a stand-over. Don’t like bastards like that,” Blackie scoffed.
“Wello mob. He’s a Thompson,” Fingers informed.
“He’s a boxer, ain’t he? Heard that name before. You know him, Rips?” Blackie asked.
“Yeah, he’s s’pose ta be. I know all his mob! They all think they can fight a bit. He’s Golden
Gloves or somefin. Sta, sta stand-overs and poser’s thas all, the bastards. I downed big Leo –
eldest bloke – years ago!” Rips said.
Tyrone, according to Rips’ sources, was reportedly a better fighter than his brothers. Silvia
excused herself and disappeared into the kitchen where Dot was busying herself with cooking
cakes and preparing food for the twins’ party. The three men sat and chewed the fat and tried to
pretend that the fight Blackie had got himself into the night before should be over and done with
by now, that there wouldn’t be men on the street looking to finish him off if they ran into him.
Dot came back with a tray filled with cups, sugar and more boiling tea. Silvia followed her,
carrying another tray loaded with cupcakes and biscuits. Everyone dug in, except Blackie. When
Dot offering him some, he said,
“Naa. Not for me, Dot. Gotta watch me weight!”
They laughed and began to relax, and then Fingers piped up and said, “Hey Dot? Whatcha ya
think this means? I had a dream that I was in a plane, and it started to fall outa the sky. Everyone
was screamin’ and stuff, but I just sat there. Everyone ran past me, staring at me. And, then the
next minute, the plane jest landed safely and then I woke up!”
Dot, amongst her other fantastic abilities, was a renowned dream reader. She, carefully
considered the question, and then after some more pondering, replied, “Well, you know how you
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feel like a fish outa water sometime around my mob, when they jest talk over the top of ya and
you’re not recognised sometimes?”
“Yeah,” Fingers spluttered.
“Well, I think it’s about that stuff. But this time, you’re in the driver’s seat, babe. You know deep
down that people come to you when they’re in trouble and stuff. I think the dream was someone
talking to you, reminding you that you are a good man, and not to be frightened of anything,” she
decided.
Everyone considered in silence what Dot had said before Blackie nodded his head in agreement
and winked at Fingers saying, “You da man alright there, big fulla!”
However, Dot knew her husband’s dream was really all about fear. Fear of fights, or violence
and, the fear of failure.
Silvia was the next to share her dream experience.
“I had a dream that I came into a lota money, and I got outa this rat-hole-town!”
Everyone laughed. Rips stuck his hand up like he was a school kid or something and finished up
by skiting,
“I, I, I deed! I deed! I deed won a lota money – last night! And I am gittin outa this rat-hole ta
night!”
Discussion centred on how much was Rip’s great fortune, and what he intended doing with his
windfall. The conversation then drifted from one topic to the next with everyone putting their two
bob’s worth in along the way. Fingers said that he wished that he had enough money to take Dot
and the kids back to his country, back to New Zealand, to see the land of the long white cloud –
to drink and eat from that country’s great fortune. Dot said she wished that she could have her
life all over again, just so she’d not make the mistakes she’d made along life’s highway. Rips
wished that he was as free as a bird, rich as a king and to sing at the opera house to an audience
of all his mates, with his mother in the front row, right next to Tegan! Tegan punched him on the
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arm and told him to stop being silly. She said she wished she owned a big ship to sail to all the
exotic places in the world.
Dot asked, “What do you wish for, my Cuz?” directing the question at Blackie.
Blackie thought about it for a while, and then said, “Ahh, God. Nothin much. Place of me own, I
s’pose”
After a little while, the conversation was beginning to dry up. Silvia did what she thought might
keep the light-hearted conversation rolling on a bit longer. She felt welcome in Dot’s home. She
wanted to know if he could dream about her.
She gave one of those long one second stares and asked, “What do you dream about, Blackie?”
Blackie glanced around, nervously, seeing the distance between them narrowing in each
heartbeat. He got her intention right. Her question was as loaded as the Bible – full of promises
of love. She’d taken a shine to him, but he had a kind of indifference when questioned about love
and affection. He had his reasons. He did never stay long enough in one place to make things
work out with women.
Thinking of the woman who’d written the love letter he carried, and how she’d loved him, he
spluttered, “I don’t dream, sister. Men like me, we don’t dream.”
The words were hard for him to say, they felt like they were stuck half way in his throat, but he
somehow managed to cough them up. That put a dampener on everything. And Blackie regretted
it. Oh no! He knew that he’d said too much, so he shifted away, towards the corner of the lounge,
resting on the arm rest.
He’d hoped that the harshness of his truth might turn her off him, but instead it had an opposite
effect. He wasn’t a liar like her ex, and he didn’t want to hurt her like he had, when he got the
other deal to play in Sydney. With his cheeks flushed, Blackie closed his eyes and hung his head
in shame. The moment caused all to stop speaking. They looked away from each other, waiting

182

for something else to re-awaken another conversation. A silent icy breeze snuck in under the
door. The cold air made everyone shiver.
They looked at each other with wide eyes. All thinking about ghosts. The scent of jasmine came
to Blackie’s mind. His nan was calling him again. He still had business to finish with her. He felt
the need to vomit again and grabbed Rips’ arm for assistance to the bathroom. They’d just made
it to the bathroom doorway when he vomited. His spew flew into the tub, and onto the floor, as
he staggered to the toilet bowl.
Hearing the sounds of his distress, they all rushed up the narrow hallway to see the happening.
Blackie’s face was a pale colour – as pale as white chalk. He threw his guts up, coughing and
carrying on, as one does when crook. The sour taste of his vomit burned his tongue and gums.
“Gord! … Fuck!” he groaned.
Rips gently helped him to his feet as he reached for the wash basin. Rips turned back towards the
doorway and the women with the young boys hiding behind their skirts, giving them the hint to
leave. The spectators, quietened by Rips, returned quietly to the lounge.
From behind, Fingers asked cautiously, “Yar right d’ere, Bruz?”
“Yeah, he be right. I got him,” Rips answered, without turning around. “Shut the door there and
I’ll clean him up, bud,” he said.
Blackie washed his face, rinsed his mouth out and squeezed a big blob of toothpaste on his
finger, roughly running it back and forth over his teeth. The taste of the peppermint burnt the
mouth ulcers more, but had the effect of leaving him with a cleansed palate. Exhausted, he
collapsed back onto the toilet seat. Catching his breath, he looked at Rips, who just smiled and
shook his head. From inside of a neatly folded handkerchief, Rips retrieved a small plastic satchel
filled almost to the brim with fresh, base speed. Rips looked at Blackie and without saying a
word, offered the drug to him. Blackie looked up and, for a second or two, struggled with his
ethical dilemma.
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“Do I take the shit, or can I be strong and wait until the kids get their birthday party outa the
way?” he asked himself.
But, the sour smell of the drug possessed a strong attraction. And as usual, the speed had the best
of him again. So, with regret for his weakness, and in shame, he took the satchel into his shaky
hand. He bowed his head as his guilt was plain to see, and then… the deed was done.
He found his little pocket knife and dug it deep into the speed. He withdrew the blade, full of the
shit – way more than a gram. He licked the blade clean, screwing his face to the taste. He never
hated himself more than he did right there. And so, he plunged the fucken knife back in again.
And repeated the act. He wished he’d die from it. Then he remembered: “Be careful what you
wish for, Blackfulla.”
He held the speed suspended in his mouth without somehow touching his ulcerated tongue for a
few seconds, and then he rushed to the washbasin and gulped water from the tap to wash it all
down. His mouth burned, and his eyes watered more. As he stood bent over the basin, unsure
whether he was going to throw up again or not, he passed the drug bag back to Rips. He passed
the knife too, and, then Rips dug in to get a big dose of the Force for himself. Blackie made way
for Rips to drink from the tap by returning to the toilet seat. He buried his head into his hands and
closed his eyes. He heard the tap being turned off, creak, and then Rips said,
“Ya right d’ere, Cuz, or what?”
Blackie looked up feeling his heart beat wild in his chest and nodded that he was ok.
“Hey Bruz,” Blackie said, “How bout takin’ us down to the chemist?”
Without thinking about it, Rips said, “Yeah. What ya wanna go down there for?”
“It’s me guts. Look how swollen it is. Like I’m fucken pregnant or somethin. Git somethin ta
make me shit or somethin. Haven’t done a shit in about four days, or a week, I think. Maybe thas
what’s wrong with a bloke. And, me guts is real hard. It hurts, man,” Blackie moaned.
“You looked fucked, alright old mate,” Rips declared.
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In no time at all, Tegan was driving them through empty streets toward the town centre. The
gutters were filled with splashing water and Tegan’s little car was being rocked as it rolled along.
Blackie looked at the wild weather, loving its wildness. The Force had kicked him into gear and
he began to feel a bit better.
“Where we goin, man?” Blackie asked Rips.
Rips looked at Tegan, who was unsure of what to make of the strange question Blackie had come
up with, and looked at Blackie to ascertain if the Blackman was ‘pulling his leg’ or not. Seeing
the Blackman’s glassy eyes shining like diamonds in a fog and the serious look on Blackie’s face,
Rips roared with laughter. He knew Blackie was peakin’. He also felt the speed beginning to stir
the good feelings inside his own head and was beginning to want Tegan again in the ways in
which he had had her last night.
“Ya wanna go to da chemist, don’t ya? Ya silly bastard!” Rips laughed.
“Huh? Ah, yeah, thas right. Fuck man, I’m wrecked!” Blackie said meekly before he too erupted
into laughter.
The three enjoyed the stupidity of the moment. They laughed their way down towards Darling
Street. Turning the corner, their joy quite abruptly turned to dread with the appearance of two
Police cars, speeding towards them with lights flashing, but speeding in silence without sirens
blaring. They all held their breath and exhaled huge sighs of relief after the cops drove straight
past them, without giving them a second glance.
“Yeah! Git fucked ya dogs,” Rips said aloud, watching the coppers disappear into the driving
rain. “Pity alp the poor bastard they’re afta,” he said softer.
“Yeah - Jest glad it’s not us, bud,” Blackie answered nervously.
“Hey man! Where’s the fuckwit?” Blackie asked.
Rips thought hard about the last time he’d seen the Spaniard.
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“Hmm, thas right,” he replied. The last I saw him wuz at the pub last night. I told him to meet us
back there this arvo. I’ll go and have a look when we drop you off, ay?”
Blackie was glad to be inside the warm chemist shop. The rain made him hurry, and it made him
cold. The chemist smelled clean like eucalyptus trees after rain. The smell took him back in his
mind to times of his childhood. He remembered how he enjoyed following centipede tracks along
the sand hills. He made his way slowly to the counter at the far end of the shop, only to be faced
with a line of four elderly women. Three of them sat there, looking all bent outa shape in their
motorised chairs, waiting patiently. The other woman stood resting on her walking frame whilst
being served by a young white woman who looked splendid in her immaculate, white uniform.
Blackie made his way to a chair and plonked himself on it. He closed his eyes and followed the
action by listening to the conversations and the ringing of the cash register.
“Oh! Is that so?” the shop assistant overemphasised, pretending to sound interested in the old
woman’s yarn about how bad they needed the rain. Blackie began humming softly the Credence
Clearwater Revival classic ‘Bad Moon Risin’. The tone of the young woman bullshitting the old
ones made him smile.
The warmth from the chemist heaters and the comfortable seat made it difficult for Blackie to
stay awake. He struggled in his chair and forced himself to sit straighter. He opened his eyes,
surprised to find the last old woman in front of him being served by the pretty woman from the
other side of the counter. Upon ending her business with the old woman, the young woman
returned to the cash register, and there she remained. Blackie made his way to the same place at
the counter the older woman had just been served. He stood there expecting the woman to return
and serve him. Instead, without turning to address him, she stared straight ahead, and asked in a
snappy tone,
“Can I help you?”
“What’s goin on ee-ya?” he asked himself.
He quickly came to the conclusion that he wasn’t welcome in that shop, by that woman.
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“Must be a ‘black’ thing. Hmm? Wanna play games, ay you little witch? Den, let the games
begin!” he said to himself.
Blackie refused to answer the woman; instead, he stared away from the woman and gazed
straight ahead, copying her pose. An uncomfortable few long moments elapsed before the woman
repeated her question. This time, her voice betrayed her anger.

“Can I help you?” she uttered between clenched teeth. Still she refused to look at Blackie when
addressing him.
And so, he stood there and refused to answer. “See who outlasts who,” he told himself.
More uncomfortable moments passed until finally the woman stormed down to stand directly in
front of the Blackman, with her small fists clenched tightly. She expected to stand over him, just
like she did with the countless others she dealt with on her daily basis. She blinked and withdrew
away a little in fear when she saw the busted face and the worn out eyes of the Aboriginal man in
front of her.
“Oh... yes,” she gulped.” How can I help you?” she said, in a more civil tone.
But too late, by that time, Blackie was in a playful and vengeful mood. He decided that he’d have
some fun with her before he’d let it go. He stared at her beautiful mouth and wondered how such
spite could so easily spew forth from behind those soft, pink lips. He stood strong, secretly
admiring her looks, and in a funny kind of way, admiring her willingness to not hide the fact she
couldn’t stand him.
“At least she’s not afraid to hide it,” he whispered.
His eyes narrowed and he clenched his teeth, ahh, if only she’d been a man! He’d have bashed
her there and then. He told himself that he would have exploded and used every ounce of the
physical strength he possessed to crush and destroy the smugness. He would have cut loose to
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extract his revenge on the world in that split moment and cut her to pieces. But, he’d only have
done that if she was a man!!
“Are you deaf or something?” the woman snapped.
“Got ya!” Blackie said to himself, feeling happier that he’d made her react.
Blackie made out that he was straining to understand what she had asked him. He knew he could
have just as easily been charming and polite as he could be opposite when his anger kicked in.
His gaze was very intent indeed as he made efforts in pretending to answer her by way of sign
language. He touched each finger rapidly with the tips of the fingers from the other the other
hand as he pretended to sign. He touched his mouth, his ear, his chin and then more rapid hand
fingering before he stopped completely and blinked pathetically as he stared at the woman for
some kind of recognition and understanding. His hand signs were so fast that they looked like
they could have come from someone who used hand signs as their first tool of language. It was
good enough to fool her in any case.The woman stood transfixed and embarrassed by her
behaviour.
She immediately drew herself together, however, and said, “I’ll go and get Doctor White for
you.”
And without waiting for her customer to respond, she abruptly turned and walked away leaving
Blackie staring at her tight arse as she left. He couldn’t contain the broad smile that grew and
spread across his face. For a short second, the joy he felt even overtook the pain from his gut.
However his happiness, like all good things, didn’t last long. He stood, bent at the counter, his
stomach more swollen than before, and the pain was going from bad to worse. He was going to
return to his seat when an elderly man wearing a bright, white lab coat suddenly fronted him with
the pretty woman in tow, a few feet behind. The older man stood directly before Blackie and
spoke slowly. He very carefully addressed Blackie, ensuring that Blackie had a clear view of his
lips when he spoke.
“How-can-I-help-you?” he said slowly.
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The old man expected that Blackie would be able to read his lips. Seeing the effort the old bloke
was going to in order to serve him, found Blackie feeling shame.
“Ahh! Ya never thought this one through, did ya?” Blackie cursed himself.
His eyes looked down to the floor, to show the old bloke respect.
Blackie then said, “Look mate, I’m crook. I need some pain killers.”
Hearing Blackie speak surprised and puzzled the old man. The young woman’s head peered from
behind the old man, and if looks could kill, Blackie would have been a dead duck right there,
right then. Her dark eyes directed their disdain and hatred deep at Blackie. She didn’t have to say
a word. Her mouse-face said all that she wanted to, to the black man who had just made a fool
out of her in front of her boss.
Blackie raised his head slowly, and drew himself up as straight as his twisted stomach would
allow to challenge the fierce stare that the woman was directing at him. Blackie’s return stare at
the woman commanded attention. Blackie held the floor. Neither the old man nor the young
woman had any idea what he was playing at.
Although his face was bruised and he was bunged up around the eyes, his eyes shone bright.
Thanks partly to the speed he’d taken, he gave the impression that he was completely in control
and in charge of the situation that they found themselves tied up in. He frightened the woman and
the old man.
“Whatcha see when ya look at me?” Blackie said softly to the woman.
The softness of his voice, coupled with embarrassment that he’d caused her, turned her angrier,
and filled with rage.
“Nuffin!” she spat.
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Her eyes narrowed just so slightly with her anger, if only she was a man, she thought, she would
have leapt the counter and tossed the untidy black man head first out of the shop and into the
rain.
Instead, she spun on the spot and stomped off into the back of the shop out of sight.
“Yeah. That’d be fucken right,” Blackie told himself.
The old man didn’t know what to make of it all. He felt threatened by Blackie’s behaviour and at
Blackie’s presence. He repeated his original question to Blackie.
“How can I help you?”
“Mate, I need some pain killers, and, something to make me go to the toilet. Me stomach’s real
sore,” Blackie said shyly.
The old man’s experience and training told him that Blackie’s injuries could very well be serious
enough to cause him major drama.
“What happened to you?” asked the old man.
“Was workin on the silo. Out at Dunedoo. Fell off the scaffold,” Blackie lied.
Blackie was thinking on his feet as quickly as he could. He didn’t want too many questions. He
could feel his shirt begin to stick to his sweaty skin. He wiped his forehead with the back of his
hand and felt the clamminess from his brow stick to his hand. He just wanted to get some
laxatives, and perhaps some Panamax (or something stronger), and to get outa there. The old
bloke spoke seriously to Blackie, warning him that his injuries could be life threatening and that
he should present himself to the emergency department at the Base Hospital before he took any
medicine whatsoever.
Blackie did his best to convince the old man that he was alright, and that if he could get his
laxatives and pain relief, he’d be on his way. However, no matter how Blackie put it, the old man
wouldn’t give in to the mad request.
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“You really shouldn’t have anything before you see a doctor, my friend. I could be fined or lose
my licence. If I give you anything and it turns out you have internal injuries, well, you could die!
I’m sorry, but you will have to see a doctor first, young fellow,” were the final words on the
matter from the old chap.
Recognising that there was no way of getting around the man, Blackie lied once more by way of
thanking the old bloke for his advice and assuring him that he would take himself to the hospital
directly. As Blackie shuffled away, he cursed the old bastard and his friggin’ rules. Blackie felt
like knocking all the goods – the stupid perfumes; the deodorants; the aftershave; the
knickknacks and hair dyes – from their place upon the shelves and send them sailing. He wanted
to yell at the old man to go and fuck himself. But he kept his mouth shut and said nothing,
making his way through the exit and out onto the footpath and into the fresh air.
He stood leaning against the wall on the corner, wondering what to do as he watched the rain. He
looked across the road through the gloom into the park. He squinted to make out the form that he
imagined he’d seen. There, huddled under the gum tree, were three dark figures. At first he
thought of the three witches in the opening scene from ‘Macbeth’.
“Where shall we three meet again?
In thunder, lightning, or in rain?” Blackie remembered from the play.
Blackie recalled the ghost’s prophecy to the gullible ‘would-be king’ in Act 4, Scene 1.
“Be bloody, bold and, resolute laugh to scorn;
The power of man, for none of woman born
Shall harm Macbeth.”
“So foul and fair a day I have not seen!” Blackie whispered as he remembered more from
Shakespeare’s great tragedy.

191

He wondered what those three dark figures in the park might be planning, plotting or pledging to
one another. His thoughts were interrupted when two of the three fell from their shelter beneath
the tree, and began swinging punches at each other. Blackie watched as the two fighters traded
hits whilst they slid and slipped in the mud. No witches were they, Blackie knew.
They were Blackfullas.
They looked to be drunk, dressed like fringe dwellers or maybe street people, raggedy and dirty
from living in the long grasses. Blackie knew the look. The rags, the desperation, the loneliness,
the worn-out bags of bones. They slipped and slid on the wet ground, fighting to stand tall,
fighting for space. No one but Blackie took notice nor saw them into it there in the park. Blackie
strained to hear their sad and angry voices, but their voices were lost to the howling wind and
drowned by the pelting rain.
Watching the lonely scene reminded him of the night he saw old Black Tom, drunk, but not
defeated, standing there, alone in the dark alleyway at the Cross. He remembered how the old
man stood defiant in the pouring rain. Blackie, whilst doing a deal with another crim, watched in
secret as Tom tore his shirt from his back, and shook his fists to the night sky, and screamed to
no one there – not even a chair
“Why me?”
Blackie remembered the scene of police and ambulance officers as they gathered at Black Tom’s
wrecked body two days later when he was discovered dead on the overgrown block.
“Why me?” muttered Blackie, remembering. “Why me?”
Remembering Tom, and remembering the scene in the Chemist shop, and remembering the
behaviour of the white woman who at first, refused to look at him, brought wildness back to
Blackie’s mind.
“Fuck Whitefullas, the dogs!” he whispered, “Why it always gotta be this way?” Blackie asked
louder, to no one there.
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Blackie shook his head sadly and re-focused his thoughts back to the two men brawling in the
park. They looked like they had both run out a puff and collapsed into each other’s arms with
apparently no real damage done to either one. They were brothers, once more. And once more
were being held together in brother’s arms. He began scouring the park for any other signs of life
that might be lingering there. He quickly stood to attention when he came across the shape of a
woman, swinging there, alone in the weather.
“She not real!”
“She can’t be real,” he thought.
“How can she be real? Her feet don’t touch the ground!”
As Blackie posed the questions to himself, he blinked to get a clearer picture. When he opened
his eyes again, she was gone. Blackie stood ramrod straight he as searched for her again. Where
had the strange woman gone? He looked from tree to tree, but she wasn’t there. His anxious
search took him from the palms to the gums, from the shrubs to the bushes.
“Where’d ya fucken go?” he murmured.
His search was disrupted by the loud beeping of a car horn that drew him back to other people’s
presence. Rips and Tegan had arrived to collect him.
“Fuck ya, Rips!” he cursed softly.
The new lovers brought with them their urgency for Blackie to hurry so they could be gone to do
their sexy business again. It forced him to move towards the car and it left him feeling
completely unfulfilled and yearning. Young Tegan told Blackie where he could buy plastic
boomerangs for the twins, and upon purchasing them, Blackie decided to get something for Dot,
Fingers, Sylvia and Silvia’s baby as well.
Blackie, Rips and Tegan fished around the mall peering through the shop windows until Rips
spotted a wheelchair that was available for the disabled. Big Rips was quick to pounce. He
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returned to Blackie and Tegan with the mad smile a mile wide across his broad face, pushing the
bright orange flagged chair for Blackie to use.
“Ere Black. Sit ya black arse in d’ere, man. Git round in style brother! Fuck the Gubbas! They
not the only ones thas loud ta use these things, man. You crook man!”
They erupted into loud, uncontrollable laughter, and despite Rips crazy request, Blackie played
along, sliding into the chair. Rips pushed off before he was completely settled safely in the seat,
forcing the chair into a wheelie, with Blackie gripping hard and cursing along the way. Tegan felt
shamed, but laughed loudly still, and ran along, struggling to keep up. Blackie swore at Rips to
slow down as the chair’s tyres squealed on the lino floor.
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A Final Assault: Bring it on…
The car ride back to Dot and Fingers’ place was a real fast one. Tegan sped along, trying to race
the wind through the deserted streets. Carefree and all messed up in love, she’d never felt so
much freedom and joy as she did in that little car. She drove the fast car through the wind and the
rain with the greatest of ease, while Rips played with her thigh, tickling to tease.
Nestled in the back seat and surrounded by gifts, Blackie finally began to allow himself to feel
good about everything. The pain in his gut had eased and was almost gone, bringing with it sweet
relief. And the speed he’d taken had him feeling like he was flying. He felt happier than he had in
a very long while. He breathed a deep sigh of satisfaction, closed his eyes, and smiled. The
worries that had brought him into the storms of life had, temporarily at least, flown away.
Rips began singing Hey Good Lookin in perfect pitch with Tegan who beamed with pride for her
new man. Her encouragement to Rips brought an atmosphere of warmth into the confines of the
small car. The three hopefuls loved each other’s company and, in a small way, they were sad to
turn the corner and then into the driveway of Dot’s home. With hearts filled with gladness and
arms full with food and gifts falling from their grasp and spilling around them, they stumbled up
the steps and onto the rain-soaked porch, giggling like kids do when they’ve done something
wrong or silly. They almost fell into the living room as they squeezed through the doorway. But
the scene that was set before them, as they stepped into the silent room filled their hearts with
fear and dread.
The twins were clinging to the side of their mother’s dress, their little faces buried deep into their
mumma’s side. Dot stood there stiff as if in shock with her eyes tearing, leaving her with a
stained face. The tears rolled away and got lost in the wrinkles on her face, spreading sideways
and disappearing away across her cheeks. Dot’s other two boys, Kiah and Patrick, now home
after hanging out with their mates all day, sat with their arms folded as tight as closed envelopes
on the lounge. Glum faced with downcast eyes, Kiah and Patty appeared as though they’d been
crying also. They gave Blackie a quick glance of acknowledgement by way of a hint of a nod of
their head, and then turned away, doing their best to hold back their tears and anger. Blackie
threw his gifts to the empty lounge chair and rushed to his cousin, Dot.
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“What appened cuz? Who died?” he asked wildly.
“Oh Black! Coppers come and took Fingers! They’re lookin’ for you and Rips,” Dot answered
with a slow shake of her head.
“What? What for? What they pinch Fingers for?” Blackie questioned.
“Said you fullas stole a car last night, or somethin’. Whatcha’s do Blackie?” big Dot said,
disappointed with her cousin.
Blackie looked at Rips, who, in turn, looked away in shame, and was no help at all to his mate by
way of what to say in explaining what had gone down.
Needing time to think, Blackie said tenderly, “Ere. Come and sit down, Cuz.”
Although he was feeling rage and hatred for the coppers surging full bore right throughout his
body, he held himself together tightly as he began to consider what to do to resolve the mess he’d
caused everybody. He helped his stunned cousin to the empty lounge chair. She gathered up the
twins and nursed them safely in her arms. Blackie was pleased when Silvia appeared from the
kitchen with yet another tray of cups filled with hot tea. Blackie’s mind kept turning over the
situation and he felt responsible and terrible for the day turning out in the manner that it had.
He thought there and then that his Nan had been trying to warn him all along to stay away. That’s
why she hadn’t left him alone! That’s why he kept smelling her scent!
He knew that the storm was a sign of bad things to come. The wind was his warning for him to
blow out of town. The apparition in the graveyard yesterday afternoon; and the floating woman
in the park; both, he then understood, were trying to warn him of the dangers he had brought to
Dot and to her family. The men fighting in the park had warned him of the fight he’d now find
himself in.
But did he listen to the wind?
No!
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Did he understand the storm?
No!
Did he read the signs?
No!
“Some fucken Blackfulla I am!” he cursed himself silently.
Feeling that his fate was cast like that of Macbeth, he decided that like Macbeth, he’d take
whatever came his way, best he could. Now came time for him to pay the price for every bloody
thing he’d done.
If only he hadn’t been so bloody busy being a big man – looking for drugs, wanting to drink,
looking for fights, maybe these things would not have happened. Oh, why hadn’t he taken notice
of the ghost in the cemetery? He didn’t heed the warnings. He cursed himself for being so blind
to that other world. He understood now what a shitty situation he’d brought down upon his
relations and friends.
And he knew he had to fix it. He remembered the wind pushing him forward and backwards and
to the west in the cemetery. Finally, he understood. Well, he thought he did anyway. Poor
Blackie! One of his great gifts was that he was calm in a crisis. He was the sort of person that
could automatically take charge at an accident scene. He wouldn’t let fear hold him back. He was
the kind of person others would look towards for advice and protection in such times as that. He
was cool. He was calm. He was clever.
Thinking and hoping, Blackie tried to clear his mind. He was hoping to get this mess cleaned up
as quickly as possible. And he was thinking of how to resolve it. He stirred the cup of hot tea and
passed it to Dot. Silvia collected the twins, and took them into the kitchen for comfort food, and
away from the grown-ups, whilst the grown-ups did their grown-up things.
“Now... tell me again what happened. What’d the dogs say?” Blackie asked.
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Tegan and Rips quietly sat together, listening. Dot’s furrowed brow began to soften now that
Blackie was back and giving her a hand. Her mood began to change from the disappointment that
she felt in Blackie for bringing drama to her family, a few minutes ago, to that of a more thankful
one, tinged with relief and appreciation.
“They came about, oh...a good hour ago I s’pose.... it’s a wonder you didn’t pass them on your
way down town. They got here soon after you left,” Dot remembered.
Blackie looked at Rips whose eyes opened wide in fright. Tegan grabbed Rips’ arm and dug her
nails in so hard that they left marks and drew a little blood. But Rips hardly felt it. He was
already thinking of an escape plan.
“Yeah. We passed ‘em alright, ay Rips?” Blackie said.
Rips nodded in the affirmative to the fact that they had indeed seen the fast police cars cruising
past them, up the street.
“That bastard! Hunter McWilliams was the big-shot, Black. Said something about another bloke.
Carl or Carly, somefin like that? Know anything bout him?” Dot asked.
She wanted Blackie or Rips to shed some light on the reason the police were after them, and as to
why they’d taken her old man.
“McWilliams, hey!” Blackie asked.
A plan was beginning to take shape in his mind.
“Fucken Carlos!” Rips swore.
Blackie gave the shaky Dot a little hug of reassurance and said,
“It’ll be right, cuz. I’ll git him out. No worries.”
Despite the madness of the situation they found themselves in, Dot believed that somehow
Blackie could do it. Even when he bullshitted her, it made her feel better. He just had that way
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about him that brought her both heartache and comfort. But she could always count on her cousin
to be there when the chips were down, and when danger loomed in every place, Blackie’d be
there to do what he could to help.
“Ere, Rips. Help me up Brother. Take me to the toilet mate,” Blackie said.
Rips took Blackie’s arm and Dot watched as Blackie gingerly walked across the lonely floor, into
the hallway. She knew that there was something very wrong with him and it frightened her to her
bones. She knew that she couldn’t fix him up this time. Dot thought how bad luck and misery
seemed to follow Blackie everywhere he went. So, she told herself that she’d march straight
down to that Station, kids on hips and all, and free her man!
“You Coppers ain’t seen nothin yet!” she told herself, determined that neither wild weather nor
worry would stop from getting Fingers out.
In the bathroom, sweat was pouring out of both black men. Rips’ eyes were big like fifty cent
pieces and the frown on his face told Blackie that his big mate was wild with worry.
“That fucken arsehole, Carlos!” Rips cursed.”I, I, I’ll fucken smash ‘im w, w, when I see ‘im!” he
promised. “I’ll kill that bastard!”
“Yeah. Drive that little cunt when ya see him for me, brother,” Blackie said.
Blackie sat on the toilet seat as Rips positioned himself beside him on the edge of the bath tub.
They figured that Carlos had been out showing off, driving black women around town, looking
for what he’d fantasized about the night before, an easy fuck, and got pulled over by cops. Carlos
would have given up Blackie and Rips faster than a snake bite. Rips and Blackie knew only too
well what a weak-arse bastard Carlos was. Blackie grabbed for the towel and wiped his face dry,
then handed it to Rips who did the same.
“Wa, wa whatcha gonna do, Black? I ain’t far, far, fucken goin’ back ta jail, man!” Rips stuttered.
Rips’ voice showed the strain of worry and despair of a jail proposition. Blackie knew another
round in the ‘clink’ would kill his old brother.
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“Don’t worry bra. I know that McWilliams. It’ll be right. You should piss off ‘fore they come
back, bud. Take Tegan with ya. They’ll probably ave her name now, too. Git away from ere. Say
g’day to ya Mum for me, ay? Tell her I’ll see her again soon, no worries bud,” Blackie said,
without much confidence.
Rips felt a huge wave of relief sweep over him upon hearing Blackie’s words. He was worried
most of all about being seen as somehow to be weak in Blackie’s eyes by wanting to pull out and
get rolling away from the trouble. He looked at Blackie with just a ghost of a smile.
“Whatcha gonna do, Black?” he asked, nervously.
“Well, first of all, um gonna have another crack at dat Force ya got in ya pocket there, bra,”
Blackie said, smiling.
Rips smiled back; he wanted more of the powerful speed also. Somehow, speed always brought
him comfort. It took him far away from the troubles of this world and into another one, where all
things were possible and everything, free and easy. It’s a junkie’s way, that way. A real highway
to hell. A place only the lucky few that have been there and back can ever say for sure hasn’t
turned them into a worse freak than before they went there. Although both men were revved up
from the drug they’d taken before, they dug in again. Blackie swore about the taste and almost
vomited again. Rips laughed at him.
“Ere Black. You take dis. I’ll git some more on da way out,” Rips declared as he passed the
remains of the bag of speed to Blackie.
Rips then drew from his pocket crisp, clean smelling bank notes, tied up in a red rubber band. He
withdrew from the bundle and kept just one hundred dollars, and then thrust the rest into
Blackie’s palm.
“What’s this, big fulla?” Blackie asked surprised.
Blackie attempted to give the money back, but Rips would hear none of it.
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“Eight undred d’ere Cuz. You keep it, man. I still got eight thousand in da bank. Old Rips, right.”
A wave of Rips’ arm told Blackie that they were the last words Rips would say, or have said, on
the subject.
“Ok. Ta, bud,” Blackie said, feeling embarrassed by the generosity of his friend.
They both washed and dried their face, and shared their moment before returning to the lounge
room. The pain had begun to return to Blackie’s stomach and it made him double up as he
walked. The twins had settled down and were once again sitting either side of the mother, staring
at Blackie with big eyes. Understanding that their bravery was covering their fear the best that
they could brought deep pain to Blackie. He knew that no child should have to be traumatised by
witnessing their father being snatched from them – especially on their birthday. The fact that this
house had been turned upside down, and he was the blame, made him wild with himself. His
anger gave him strength and his mind ruled over the physical pain he’d been feeling. The ‘steel’
in him let him know that given the chance, he’d be able to make a stand and take on anyone,
there and then. He knew that ‘true’ strength found its life in love, and everything else was
bullshit. And he loved this family as he did no other. Women know that ‘true’ strength when they
see their newborn the first time in a way most men can only hope to know. And most women
probably know it also, every other time the watch their baby as that child walks their life journey.
Blackie decided that he’d do something to lighten the load they were all carrying.
“Hey Cuz?” he said to Dot. “Reckon it’d be alright ta give these two big fullas their birthday
present?” he said, with a smile. The boys sat straighter and smiles replaced their frowns.
“Yeah, course ya can!” Dot said happily, realising what Blackie was trying to do.
Everyone gathered around and waited patiently as the twins took no time at all at tearing the
paper wrapping clear to discover their gifts.
“AHHH!! Unca Black,” said Vincent excitedly. “Are we real Abadigineze’s now?”
He held the boomerang tight in his grasp and struck a pose as if to let it rip. Ralph followed suit
and the room erupted in laughter at the boys’ attempt.
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“You sure are, brother! You a real ‘Abadiginee’ now, alright. You always a real one, Big Fulla,”
Blackie assured.
“And you’re what?” Dot asked with a smile.
“We’re black and deadly! Yay!” the twins yelled.
“Don’t you fullas chuck them in this house!” she roused, just as Ralph was about to about to try
to take his brother’s head off with a throw.
“Well, can we go outside and play then, Mum?” Vincent (the braver of the two) asked.
“What! You bloody mad or somethin? No! Ya bloody can’t go outside! Ya wanna git blown
away, hey? You’ll end up in Timbuktu or somewhere!” Dot argued.
She knew Vincent would have something else to say on the matter but she shut him down before
he could get the words out.
“And before you say anything, Vince – the answer is still no!”
Vince blinked and his argument froze in his throat. He looked at his two older brothers, who
giggled, and then he launched himself at them, full tilt with a playful roar. The boys wrestled and
tumbled onto the floor and fell on Dot’s feet, squashing her sore toes.
“Git away you boys! I’ll git up for you in a minute! Take ‘em in the room there, you big boys!”
she yelled.
Upon reaching the hallway, without speaking, the twins jointly spun on their heels, and flew back
and wrapped their arms around Blackie’s waist.
“Thanks Unca Blackie!” they said together, and then they were gone again.
Not being used to being around young children, the tender moment took Blackie by complete
surprise and left him feeling happy and sad at the same time.
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“Hey, look Dot,” Blackie said then, “Coppers will prob’ly be back, so these fullas gonna git
goin’,” he said, referring to Tegan and Rips.
“Yeah, that’s a good idea. You know what they’re like allright,” Dot said knowing the police’s
M.O.
Rips and Tegan kept their goodbyes to a minimum. Tegan was beginning to feel overcome and
hot tears began to well in her beautiful eyes. Big Rips held his brown eyed girl gently to reassure
her before tucking his shirt in and standing up straighter and tall. He grabbed Blackie’s hand. He
shook Blackie’s hand only once. And he shook it hard. He looked straight into Blackie’s eyes and
nodded.
“Stay strong, bra! See ya,” Rips said sadly. He turned and disappeared like a phantom out into the
wind and the rain.
The room emptied quickly without Rips and Tegan. Blackie felt sorry seeing his big mate leave,
but in order to keep Rips safe, he knew it was the best thing. Silvia returned from a bedroom
where she’d been nursing her baby and sat holding Dot’s hand.
Blackie finally broke the silence by saying, “I know that McWilliams; he’s from Bourke. He’s
me mate. I’ll go down there and talk to him. I’ll see if these Whitefullas are fair dinkum bout this
reconciliation shit! I’ll give meself up! And den let’s see if they’ll let Fingers go. It’s me dey
want anyway, so, should be right.”
Dot said, “That’s not what reconciliation’s all about Blackie. You can’t do that!”
“Well, when dey all marched across the Bridge down there, I wuz on me way up ta see what the
fuss wuz bout. They had ‘S-O-R-R-Y’ written in the sky and ebreyding. Ya know what the
bastards did ta me? Two pigs stripped searched me in the toilet in the park – jest cause I’m a
Blackfulla – jest cause dey could! Pulled a fucken gun on me and everthing, they did! I got
nothin’ from reconciliation. Fuck ‘em! They owe!” was Blackie’s solemn declaration.
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Dot looked at Blackie with her big red eyes. She had a worried look on her face and a dozen
things on her mind. It all added up to make her head feel like it was spinning – the twins’
birthday, Fingers, Blackie, food in the oven, the flooded laundry, worried about where rent
money was coming from next, her sore toes, her diabetes! She felt like curling up into a ball and
hiding away from the world until the storm ended and once more the sun shone and all was well.
For once, she wanted someone else to make it all disappear and things to be smooth sailing again.
Poor Dot was tired and upset. Fingers always had a special way of soothing her when the world
got too much. He’d rub her temples and talk soft and low until sleep came that took her to her
dream place. The thought of her husband’s soft hands made her miss him all the more.
Blackie noticed the subtle change in her mood. The slight quiver of her lips, the faraway look in
her eyes, the way her grip tightened on Silvia’s hand. All told him the big woman was almost at
breaking point.
“She’ll be right cuz,” Blackie said as he rubbed her shoulder in a tender way. “Here Dot. You
take this, ay?” he said smiling as he placed a fist full of dollars that Rips had given him onto her
lap. “It’s not much, but it might help ya a bit.”
Blackie amused himself watching the befuddled Dot as she was taken by complete surprise by
the kind act of kindness. Her protest was casually waved away in a magnificent gesture whereby
he concluded by saying,
“Won’t need it where U’m goin’ cuz.”
“I can’t let ya do that Blackie!” Dot complained.
“It’s right... I gotta dry out anyway. The rest’ll do me good. She’ll be right, Dot. No worries,” he
replied with a silly grin.
The speed he’d swallowed was beginning to do its work. He began to grind his teeth. Sweat
dripped down his neck, and the shirt Fingers had lent him stuck to his back. He wiped his brow
with the shirt sleeve and reached for his cold tea. He took a swig and regretted doing so as it had
turned bitter.
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“Who’s got a phone?’ he asked. “I’ll git a cab down to the station.”
“I’ll give ya a lift,” Silvia offered, a little too quickly.
She glanced towards Dot for some kind of approval. Dot showed nothing, but deep inside herself,
her heart felt glad that her young white friend was interested in her black cousin.
“Okay. Ta,” Blackie said as he forced himself out of the comfortable chair.
Dot cried at the door as she waved goodbye. She felt much pride in the fact that Blackie was so
proud to be black. Proud too, that he would never give up, nor give in. She heard the car doors
slam shut, and ached as she watched them drive out of the driveway and onto where Blackie’s
past and destiny would soon collide.
Silvia pulled the car to the side of the curb a few feet from the police station and sat expectantly,
but unsure what to do next. She wanted to hold and be held by Blackie real bad! But pride and
protocol held her back, so she just sat there looking all big-eyed and beautiful. Blackie also was
unsure what to do next.
The reason he wanted to catch a cab to the station was to avoid this awkward moment. It had
been too long since he allowed himself to fall in love with anyone. He knew that Love, Love,
Love was a dangerous drug. He knew his limits. He was comfortable enough being adrift from
other people’s reality. He did the next thing that came into his head – he reached into his trouser
pocket and drew from it the remainder of the cash that was left and, then gently took Silvia’s
hand as he jokingly said,
“See, sometimes dreams do come true. Wish I could do more for ya. Dunno if it’s enough, but it
might help ya ta git outa this ‘rat-hole’ town as you call it... I think Dubbo’s a poxy place too!”
She was overcome with his generosity. Her fear and pride flew away fast like the wind as she
threw herself into his sore arms. Her fast move took him by surprise. The action forced him
momentarily away from the shelter of his dark and lonely gloom, and drew him out into the
warm light of her affection. He took a deep breath. He took in all her smell. He liked it, a lot. But
that was his problem. If he allowed it, he’d probably end up liking her too much, then just like all
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the others, it would end for one reason or another, they’d be parted and he’d wind up alone again,
naturally.
“Hey wass all this? C’mon now,” he said, quietly.
She corrected herself, and pulled back, reaching for a handkerchief that she had tucked up her
sleeve. Funny, she thought, she no longer felt shame in front of Blackie, and then smiled as she
apologised for being so brazen.
“Don’t worry bout it,” Blackie said. “Tell ya what. How bout ya write ta me, ay? I like letters.
I‘m gonna be locked up for a while by the looks at it. Dot’s got me MIN number. Probably send
me ta Silverwater for assessment first. Dunno where afta that though. Dot’ll know, so jest ask
her.”
Blackie kept his goodbye short and sweet. He was outa the car and walking hunched over with
his head tucked onto the shoulder as he braced against the beautiful storm. At the doorway, he
propped and turned and waved to her and watched as she drove away. As he stood there on the
steps of the police station, he remembered the Rodger Knox song, ‘Warrior in Chains’.
He took a good long last look at the sky.
He knew soon that he’d be a warrior in chains.
He listened for a while as the storm played for him its song of thunder.
He suddenly felt very old.
He didn’t remember where, and he didn’t know when, but he knew he’d left his youth behind in
all the places that he had been.
He stood there trying to remember things.
Memories, mostly sad memories his mind filled his head.
“Fuck it!” he said to the world.
The two things he knew that did not go well was a Blackman and a prison cell. But even so, he
forced himself through the big glass door, thinking of the Mac Silver classic ‘Malabar
Mansion’...
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I was in a sad and sorry state,
The day they brought me through that gate.
I felt just like a bird in a great big cage...
The cop-shop was the same as all the rest he’d been through. Efficient was the word he’d used to
describe them. Everything bolted down and made of steel. Blackie assumed it was so Blackfullas
like himself couldn’t steal any of it. As if he’d want to, he mused. Missing people, illegal
weapons and other similar posters adorned the dreary walls painted in cream and grey, warning
the public of one thing or another. He was breathing hard when he straightened himself up, and
made his way to the counter. On the other side, a young Constable sat with head down, staring
seriously at a computer screen. The sound of a distant dispatch being radioed to someone
somewhere broke the silence. The reception area and the office were empty save for Blackie and
the copper, and the whole scene had an air of loneliness about it. Blackie hoped he wouldn’t live
to regret what he was about to do. He smiled a cynical smile and prayed, “Lord, please make me
thankful for that which I am about to receive.”
The young Police office almost toppled from his chair when he looked up to see the Blackman
standing silently, staring.
“Hello. I didn’t hear you come in,” he said in a cheerful manner. “How can I help you?”
He rose from his chair and approached Blackie at the counter. He couldn’t have been any more
than twenty-one or two. Blackie thought how stupid it was to give a man not long out of shorts a
gun and a licence to use it. The pink face of the policeman, full of youth and cheeriness, seemed
out of place to Blackie. The copper looked as though he would have better been suited to serving
food at Macca’s rather than to be in charge of the front desk at Dubbo Police Station. His bright
face still had pimples left from his youth; his tender white skin showed that he’d been shaving for
only a short while. Blackie noticed how the cop’s yellow hair bounced as he walked. Thick and
full was his hair, so unlike the scraggy mop that adorned Blackie’s head.
“Ah, the beauty of youth,” Blackie sighed, “so wasted on the young.” Blackie looked hard at the
man in blue opposite him before he spoke.
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“Yeah mate. I wanna see Hunter McWilliams,” Blackie said slowly.
“Sure,” said the Constable. “Who shall I say is calling, sir?” he asked politely.
“He knows me as Blackie. Jest let him know Blackie from Bourke’s ‘ere, ay?”
“Okie dokie. If you’d like to take a seat, I’ll let him know you are here,” the young copper said.
Blackie watched as the man turned and walked back to his desk, picked up a telephone, and made
the call to the big boss upstairs. Blackie knew that the shit would hit the fan as soon as
McWilliams heard mention of his name and so sat with his hands in plain view, waiting for the
expected to arrive. And, as expected, at the mention of his name, the police station seemed to
jump to attention and spring into action. The side door flew open and two coppers with revolvers
drawn, burst through screaming at Blackie.
“Hands behind your head! Hands behind your head!” someone screamed.
More officers arrived into the charge room, also with revolvers drawn.
“So much overkill,” Blackie groaned.
The first policeman that had burst through the doorway manhandled Blackie to the ground,
driving his knee into Blackie’s back, and snapped handcuffs on so tight that Blackie thought he’d
broken his wrist. Another pushed his face into the floor. Like a struggling calf that had just been
bull-dogged to the ground, Blackie was left struggling for wind. He pulled a half-arsed smiled.
Showing the cops that they couldn’t break his spirit, no matter how hard they tried. His wish was
that all this crap would soon be over and done with.
“Cunts! Ya fucken white cunts!” he spat as he tried to turn his face from the dirty floor.
The police officers said nothing. Smug with their capture, they all waited with bated breath for
their ‘big chief’ to arrive. They didn’t have to wait long. McWilliams walked into the waiting
room so vain and so full of shit, just like he was walking onto a yacht. He stood strategically in
front of Blackie so that the very first thing Blackie’d see as they dragged his face from the floor
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would be his spit polished boots. With a satisfied look on his face, McWilliams indicated by a
nod of his head to the arresting officer to pull the Blackman to his feet. Handled as rough as they
could handle him, Blackie was dragged to his feet spitting blood and so underwhelmed by the
whole affair as a policeman ran a metal detector over his clothes.
“He’s clean, Boss,” the copper announced.
“Ahh, me old ‘mate’ Blackie!” McWilliams sneered sarcastically. “Got you at last!”
The swell of their chests, their fierce stares, their hands on their hips had the police officers
feeling superior in every way to the black man now held straining in arrest before them. Blackie
thought them pathetic in the extreme. They didn’t catch him! He walked in and gave himself up.
They’d never find him if he didn’t want them to. He knew his country too well.
Blackie’s top lip, nose and the cut patched by Dot above his eyebrow now had blood flowing
from them freely. Adrenaline had kicked in and, apart from the handcuffs, he hardly felt a thing.
He thought how he’d like to bust the bastard who drove his knee into his back, who now stood
beside him, looking like a trained mutt waiting to be praised by its master for a deed well done
with a pat on the head. Police had lit a fire in the Blackman’s soul many moons ago. He knew
he’d never want to light candles in the rain or ever live as brothers with them. But Blackie
decided to keep his powder dry. He was here to get Fingers out, so he had to shut his mouth for
the time being and allow the Pigs to have their fifteen minutes of fame with the glory of his
capture.
Blackie knew the only way around it all was to get McWilliams alone and secretly cut a deal with
him. He needed to get McWilliams to exchange Fingers for himself. And the best way to do that
was to continue to be subservient and to allow the cop his time in the spot light. McWilliams
ordered Blackie to be taken to an empty interview room where he was left seated on the hard
chair at the hard table.
Slow minutes ticked by and still the blood, made thin from the speed he’d taken, flowed freely
from his wounds. The sticky blood ran down his hot face and fell onto his jeans which were
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becoming soaked from it. Blackie’s eye was so swollen that, along with the blood flow, made it
impossible for him to see from it. His stomach was tight. Though he’d not eaten a thing in almost
three days, his gut was full. He knew at that moment, that it wasn’t a shit that he needed to take,
that would put everything back on the even. He didn’t know what was wrong but he knew that
something was. He was beginning to surmise what his ailment might be when the heavy door
swung open and in walked McWilliams – coffee in one hand, note paper in the other – still full of
shit.
McWilliams had been waiting for this for a long time. He finally had Blackie in his sights. All
those years of coming second to Blackie at sports and taking the second place on the dais were
now worth it. He’d never have to eat Blackie’s dust again. Now he was the trump! His pride in
himself had him feeling glad all over, and feeling overconfident.
McWilliams said that he knew black people well. He’d slept with some black women, and shared
a bottle or two with some black men. It was true enough. McWilliams wasn’t all bad. But he was
corrupt. And he could as easily show kindness, if it benefitted him, as he could be hard and mean.
He had a reputation as an ‘old school’ copper in the Force. He’d been a member of various
‘bashem up’ squads in the past – the TRG, the Armed Hold-Up Unit. He’d excelled at riot squad
training and rose quickly through the ranks on the back of ability and verbal. But as much as
McWilliams knew Blackie, Blackie knew McWilliams better!
“How bout loosenin these cuffs a bit, ay?” Blackie asked.
McWilliams knew that everything was turning to white. That Blackie was going nowhere. And so
he unlocked the cuffs, save for one hand, which he locked down to the table. McWilliams didn’t
have to say a word. He merely tossed his head towards the camera that filmed them from high in
the corner. Blackie knew that everything was being monitored, and so, understood that he would
need to remain chained down as part of the procedure. The black man just nodded to the copper
an unthankful recognition. Again, he found himself to be that warrior in chains. McWilliams
slunk into his chair and took his time reading from paper work that held Blackie’s arrest record.
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Finally, he looked up beaming and said, “Well Blackie. Long-time, no see, hey? You’ve been
busy. Very busy bastard, haven’t you?” referring to Blackie’s record.
Blackie did his best to laugh it off.
“Ahh. You know how it is... long-time no see alright,” Blackie acknowledged with a smile.
“Well you’re in a lota trouble, my friend!” McWilliams declared.
“What! Over a fucken stolen car! Don’t think so mate,” Blackie replied cheekily.
The mind games of attack and counter attack had begun. McWilliams tried to ignore Blackie’s
remark by casually taking a loud slurp from his hot coffee.
“Ahh! Gee that’s bloody good!” he said, winking, hoping that Blackie would be tonguing for a
drink as well.
Blackie was very thirsty, but did his best to ignore it.
“Now let’s see what we’ve got here,” McWilliams said as he thumbed through the paperwork.
The policeman pretended to study Blackie’s ‘form’ with all the interest a punter does with the
race guide on Cup Day. Blackie amused himself watching the copper show-off. He hummed the
Talking Heads song, ‘Once in a Lifetime’, corrupting the verse with,
This is not my beautiful house,
You are not my beautiful wife...
McWilliams became bored with his pretence and after a short while, placed the papers to the side.
He leant back casually in his chair, folded his arms and sighed loudly. Blackie sat straight and
attentive, the perfect foil. Where both men came together was that they both enjoyed playing the
game.
“Got something you wanna tell me, Blackie? Anything I should know, hey?” McWilliams said
with a smile.
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“Yeah I ave as matter-a-fact,” Blackie replied softly.
“You got a mate of mine ‘ere. He’s me bruva-in-law. He’s got nuffin to do with all a dis. Let him
go and I’ll tell ya what ya wanna hear. It’s his kids’ birthday, man!” Blackie pleaded.
“Well! We’ll just have to see about that now, won’t we? He’s facing very serious charges. What
do I get outa this, huh?” McWilliams said, now very interested in what was beginning to sound
like a policeman’s jackpot: a confession.
Blackie thought about his next move very carefully before he said,
“Got anyone for that thing back ome?” referring to the attack on the Police Station at Bourke.
Big McWilliams revelled in his victory.
“Yeah...I got you, babe!” he mocked.
Blackie looked at the ugly man carefully, fully expecting a backhander for what he was about to
say, but spoke bravely anyway.
“You got jack-shit man! I wasn’t even in town. But I think I know who did it, but thas another
story. You let Fingers go, and then we’ll talk, man ta man.”
That took a bit of the wind outa the copper’s sails, but McWilliams knew he had Blackie between
a rock and a hard place. McWilliams remembered how black people would rush to watch Blackie
in the sprints, and when he played football, and when he boxed. He knew that was Blackie’s
Achilles heel – family. Just like most of the blacks that he had to deal with over the years, he
knew that their family was the place to look for the absconders and the ‘go to’ place for arrests.
His joy bubbled forth and he loved displaying it to make Blackie feel even more helpless and
hopeless that he already did.
But more than that, if he alone got a full confession from the black man on the most serious of
charges – that of a ‘terror attack’ upon a police station, further promotion to Commander
followed by close association with the Commissioner, and ultimately with the Minister would be
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his reward. The stakes had suddenly jumped very high. The time for games was over. This was
real deadly stuff that the men were playing with. McWilliams knew that nothing short of an
airtight and full confession admitting total responsibility for the firebombing on the station would
put Blackie away for life, regardless of the truth. Blackie would never be able to be taken
seriously by any court again. As such, McWilliams’s ‘deal’ with Blackie would remain a secret
to the grave. He’d have his promotion and power, but equal to that, he’d finally be able to say
that he’d beaten the Blackman for good.
Blackie’s gain would be that his family would be safe. Fingers, he knew, was a good and decent
man that would lay his life down for Dot and the kids. That’d be enough for Blackie to give what
he could to make it square. He knew that someone had to pay for the stolen car and his wild
ways. And that person was gonna be Blackie himself.
McWilliams dragged the agony of Blackie’s suggestion out for a long time, just so as to frustrate
Blackie – to stand over the Blackfulla. And he did all this just because he fucken could.
McWilliams wanted Blackie to pay for his childhood victories over the policeman. McWilliams
was expert at this game. He knew just how much and when to tighten the screws on a person. He
knew just how much and when to smile at a person. He thought he knew it all.
And soon, he hoped that with Blackie’s confession, he’d be on his way back to the big smoke to
hob-nob with the powerful and the glamour set.
Long minutes crawled past. Blackie was becoming cold with sweat. He wanted to lie down and
sleep. His tiredness came in waves. For a few minutes he’d feel okay, and then he had to fight
hard to keep his eyes open. He was thankful that the blood had stopped flowing. Suddenly and
without warning he vomited all over the table. His spew soaked the notes that McWilliams had
brought in with him, and narrowly missed the policeman.
“What the fuck! You dirty black bastard!” McWilliams cursed. “Look whatcha fucken done!”
But Blackie was too crook to be concerned with any more games. He rested his head on his arm
on at the table and closed his eyes.
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“Sorry bra. Musta been somefin in that water ya gave me.”
Although he felt bad, his vomiting quickly had him feeling some relief.
McWilliams left the room without another word as Blackie rested at the stinking table. A short
while passed when the young polite man who had greeted Blackie earlier entered the room
wearing rubber gloves and a face mask carrying a mop and bucket with industrial strength
bleach.
The young man looked at the Blackman for a long while. He listened hard for the sound of
Blackie breathing, but found he couldn’t hear him above the air conditioner that rumbled
constantly.
“Are you alright there, mate?” he nervously asked.
Blackie lifted his head, and nodded and smiled.
“Tell ya what bra... how bout gittin us a drink a water, ay?”
The policeman placed his gear near the door, way out of Blackie’s reach, and left. He quickly
returned with a jug filled with cold water and a plastic cup. He placed them on the table and
quietly went about the foul task of cleaning the vomit from table and floor.
“Ahh. Thanks bud,” Blackie said as he sipped the cold drink.
The policeman said nothing, and when he finished the clean up, he left and Blackie was alone
again. A good half hour passed before Blackie heard the door latch turn and in walked
McWilliams with Fingers. McWilliams directed Fingers to the table and told him to sit. Blackie
did his best to appear brave in front of Fingers, but he found it very difficult to look that good,
smelling of spew and appearing like death warmed up.
“Now! Here’s the plan, you bastards. You get one chance at this, and one chance only. Hear?”
McWilliams said.
Blackie nodded that he understood.
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“I’ll leave your mate here with you for five minutes, you work out what you’re gonna give me,
and if it’s right, he can go. But if you’re fucken with me, there’ll be no more mister nice guy, you
black cunt. You’ll both wish you weren’t born! Five minutes!” McWilliams said as he slammed
the door shut on his way out.
Blackie assured Fingers that he was alright. But any fool could see that he wasn’t. His eyes were
glassy, his black skin turned pale, and his lips were cracked and dry. All signs that Blackie was
suffering badly. But still, he assured Fingers that he was alright.
“Um sweet bra. They charge ya with anything?” he said softly.
“Naa. Jest had me sittin down stairs by meself! S’pose they were hopin ta git you and Rips,”
Fingers answered.
“Well they got me, but they won’t git Rips – he’s long gorn. You git outa ‘ere too when he comes
back, bra. Git outa dis shithouse town, man. They don’t like Blackfullas here. Your two eldest
boys are at the right age ta run inta trouble. And they’re still lookin for Rips, so they be all over
you, brother. Pack Dot and the kids up and git outa here, man,” Blackie whispered.
Fingers knew the truth in the words sure enough. Now that the cops had him in their sights,
they’d hassle and harass him and his family at will. Fingers also knew that it would be the kids
that would be the most vulnerable and susceptible to the cops’ callous behaviour.
“Ya right Black... but we’re broke. Where we gonna go? We’re stuck here, mate,” Fingers replied
sadly.
“What bout ya people in New Zealand, man? Can’t they help ya?” Blackie questioned.
“Dunno. I’ll try. Whatcha think they’ll do to you, Black?” Fingers asked, scared.
He didn’t want to appear to be nosey with Blackie’s business, but he knew he’d have to tell Dot
something when he got home, and he was really worried about his mate. The hairs on the back of
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his neck stood up. He felt an uncomfortable coldness in the room. He had an eerie feeling about
all of this business.
“She’ll be sweet, man... prob’ly send me to Silverwater for assessment. Don’t worry Bruz, the
change is gonna do me good.”
As Fingers shook hands with Blackie, the locked door swung opened. McWilliams strode to the
interview table and sat heavily on the other empty chair.
“Well?” was all he said.
Blackie knew that he meant, ‘Do we have a deal? Will you confess to a charge of Terror Attack
upon a Public Building?’
Blackie nodded.
Fingers had no idea what they were communicating to each other.
“Alright then!” said McWilliams.
“You come with me,” he said to Fingers.
“And I’ll be back for you in a minute,” he said to Blackie.
McWilliams took Fingers back to the holding room. He wasn’t going to let him go before he had
Blackie’s confession safe and secure on video.
The deal was that Blackie would nod his head for a petrol bomb attack on the Bourke Police
Station. His most serious charges would be:
Riotous assault.
Assault Police.
Assault with a deadly weapon.
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Using a telephone to menace.
Steal motor vehicle.
Evade apprehension.
Etcetera, etcetera, etcetera...
McWilliams was as happy as a pig in shit.
“Fuck ya, you dog. I’d never even piss on you if you was on fire,” Blackie told himself as he
watched McWilliams outa his one good eye.
All the charges, save the steal motor vehicle, were bodgie. Both cop and crim knew it, but no one
else knew it, and that’s what mattered most to McWilliams. Blackie was tired and wanted to lie
down. He wanted to be alone, away from where all the bright lights shone. He wanted to be in a
quiet cell, alone and resting. McWilliams finally offered Blackie a coffee which the black man
accepted graciously.
“Finished at last!” McWilliams said as he let out a long breath. “Have ya in a cell in a minute,
Blackie,”
Blackie was not amused with McWilliams’ change in mood and attitude towards him. Blackie
knew that McWilliams had what he wanted and that was all there was to it. Had Blackie played
hardball, then the ‘interview’ would have gone on and bloody on, well into the night and early
morning. Blackie just didn’t give a shit anymore.
McWilliams was true to his word though. He brought Fingers back before Blackie to say
goodbye and had Blackie uncuffed and resting in a quiet cell alone, within the hour. No longer
was Blackie a ‘person of interest’. Blackie, left alone in pain. All the police procedures went ‘out
the window’ with Blackie’s arrest and charges. There was no phone afforded him. No contact
made with the Aboriginal Legal Service. No Aboriginal Police Liaison Officer available. No
Medical assessment or treatment offered. No watch was kept on him in his lonely prison cell.
Blackie was just another black crim locked up, and society would be able to sleep at ease again.
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But Blackie was glad at last to be alone. He could still hear the constant rain on the roof above
the roar of the air conditioner. McWilliams told him that a truck would arrive as soon as he could
arrange it and transport him to Wellington Correction Centre for the night, and then he’d be off to
Silverwater in the morning. Blackie just nodded, and that was the last he saw of his captor.
Blackie rolled on his side on the little bed and faced the wall. He still had something up his sleeve
– literally. Taped to the inside of his left arm was almost two grams of high quality speed and
some cocaine that Rips had added to the mix. Blackie was right when he assumed that the police
wouldn’t bother to remove a band aid from him. He was right when he assumed that they’d he
more interested in checking him for weapons than to do a proper ‘pat-down’.
Blackie thought of Crusoe as he swallowed the lot and then got up to gulp down water from the
tap at the basin. The coke made him feel like he’d never felt before. Looking into the polished
steel wall, Blackie could just make out his reflection, dulled, but visible still. He had to look hard,
but his reflection was there, staring back out from the jailhouse wall at him.
“Everything’s softer… better now, thank God,” he said to himself.
The coming of evening brought for Blackie, a clearer high. His rush was faster than usual. He
was flyin within a couple of minutes. He felt strangely relaxed. Yeah! He felt alright. He splashed
his face with water from the basin. The cold water refreshed him, as if giving him a new pair of
eyes to see his reflection. He spoke to the face staring back.
“Ahh! Fuck that feels good,” he murmured. “Goin down town tonight, man,” he joked.
“Look in da mirror, bra. Bet I can’t see me,” he told himself.
No?
It’s the other me. The other me has taken me place! I’m the other me? The other me?
“Hmm?”
“G’day you cunt!” the other me said.
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He looked harder still. Listening harder too. But the bloody air conditioner and the noise in his
head made it impossible to be sure, to be certain what he thought the reflection face had said. He
looked harder again, but the face was beginning to fade. He rubbed the steel with his shirt sleeve
to make it shine again. He spat at the wall and cleaned the spit away with his shirt. It was only
after that that the spit-polished steel revealed again the image he was looking for.
“Ahh…there you are,” he whispered.”Welcome back, brother.”
The reflection kept fading. He wiped his eyes to clear them. And then he heard the reflected face
say to him,
“Yeah! Ahh Yeah! Good to be fucken back!”
Blackie spun on his heels like Michael Jackson when he danced, and said aloud to the room that
had suddenly turned to black,
“Yeah!

“Good to be fucken back”
He lay down to think.
He wondered where Rips was, and what he was doing.
He missed Dot, and smiled when he thought of the magic moment when he first saw Vince and
Rrrrralllph.
In his mind, he saw the face of his old Nan smiling at him; her arms held open, welcoming him.
He was glad he’d come to Dubbo after all.
He closed his eyes.
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Leave it To the Wind:
Look out!
The saints are coming through
And it’s all over now,
Baby-blue. (Bob Dylan).
As Dylan sang Its All Over Now Baby Blue on the radio, the storm raged around them.
On they drove, on towards Coonamble. The rain pelted the little car, and the window wipers were
doing their best to clear a view.
“Fuck this storm, babe!” Rips cursed.
A bright flash lit up the world about a mile farther down the road.
“Pull up! Pull up, quick!” he yelled.
Tegan stopped the car at the side of the road, near the tree.
He got out and walked to the back. The rain eased, and then stopped completely. The world went
very quiet for a few moments, like they were in the eye of a storm.
Walking towards the burnt tree, the wind started up again, turning everything icy cold. Cold, like
death. It shook Rips as he stood there, transfixed staring at the charred trunk. He didn’t even hear
Tegan slam the car door nor approach him. He just stood there.
Tegan looked at him and anxiously asked,
“What’s the matter?”
“Blackie’s gorn!” big Rips said as he cried.
Tegan’s caring instincts kicked in as she automatically held her tough man.
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“Whatcha mean? How ya know that?” she asked.
“Said he’d show me when it happened. He’s in the tree. Thas why the white gum’s is all black.
It’s Blackie,” Rips said knowingly.
Tegan believed him, and, was shocked at the same time. She knew Blackie had a special kind of
magic, but this kinda thing she thought, was just old ‘dreamtime’ stories that her mother used to
tell her and the other kids when she was younger. No one really believed them anymore. They
were just stories to frighten kids to sleep. To warn them not to go wandering around where wild
things are. But here she stood shocked by the magic. She didn’t notice that tears streamed down
her face. She didn’t feel them. She just stood there holding on.
Rips fished from his pocket an eight-ball of The Force. He dipped his finger right in until it
reached the bottom. Satisfied with his finger being completely coated with the ‘gas’, he broke
from Tegan and walked the entire distance around the trunk of the tree, rubbing speed into every
nook and cranny he found.
“There, bra!” was all he spoke.
He took a long last look at the tree. He was happy thinking that his warrior mate was no longer in
chains… that Blackie’s spirit soared with the wind. That he was free at last.
As free as the fucken wind...
But, the tree thought differently. It just stood there. Doing tree things – bending and swaying, that
kinda stuff.
Keeping its secret things, secret.
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