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Oppressed Aborigines forced off their land at gunpoint. Over a decade later, one passionate

young woman would take up their fight…Melbourne, 1970’s. Twenty-three-year-old university

student Barbara Miller always stood her ground, even when it made her an outcast in her own

family. So when she became a radical Christian advocate for social change, she didn’t think

twice about joining the movement for Aboriginal justice. Boldly relocating to tropical Cape York

and linking up with a Black activist and mentor on the frontline, she plunged into a life-changing

battle despite the State’s threat of legal prosecution.In this powerful story of a people’s violent

removal from their ancient land, Miller recounts how she joined a decade-long struggle to

restore the Mapoon people to their beloved homeland. Working with a team of campaigners

pushing against a hostile administration, she lands in the center of the explosive political

climate of the Seventies. But by following her heart, the unexpected happens: She finds her

true home and family in the most unlikely of places.White Woman Black Heart: Journey Home

to Old Mapoon is an eye-opening memoir that showcases critical events in Australian history. If

you like cross-cultural relationships, real-life activism, and rising up against colonialism, then

you’ll love Barbara Miller's gripping story of fundamental human rights.Buy White Woman

Black Heart to take on the faceless powers of injustice today!

“Marshall’s enlightening and fascinating book is exceedingly relevant as its stories and themes

seem, unfortunately, to be timeless.”Booklist“Scottish Queens, 1034-1714 is a broad,

impressive historical work and solid introduction to Scottish history from an oft-ignored

perspective: that of the queens who exercised power whenever and wherever they could find

it.”Foreword Reviews --This text refers to the paperback edition.About the AuthorDr Rosalind K.

Marshall graduated in Scottish History from Edinburgh University. Her PhD thesis, based on

the Duke of Hamilton's Archives, became her first book, and she has since written 16 others,

along with over 150 historical articles. These include biographies of Mary, Queen of Scots and

John Knox, and a history of St Giles' Cathedral. For a number of years she combined her

writing career with her position as Historian at the Scottish National Portrait Gallery. A Fellow of

the Royal Society of Literature, the Royal Society of Arts and the Society of Antiquaries of

Scotland, she is Chairman of the Scottish Record Society and the Virtual Hamilton Palace

Trust, Honorary Historian of the Incorporation of Bonnetmakers and Dyers of Edinburgh and a

Burgess of Edinburgh. --This text refers to the paperback edition.
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White Woman Black HeartJOURNEY HOME TO OLD MAPOON, A MEMOIRby Barbara

MillerCopyright © 2018 by Barbara Miller.All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be

reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying,

recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of

the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain

other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, write to the

publisher, addressed “Attention: Permissions Coordinator,” at the address below.Barbara Miller /

Barbara Miller BooksPO Box 425 WestcourtCairns, Australia 4870Ordering

Information:Quantity sales. Special discounts are available on quantity purchases by

corporations, associations, and others. For details, contact the “Special Sales Department” at

the address above.White Woman Black Heart: Journey Home to Old Mapoon, A Memoir /

Barbara Miller—1st ed.DOWNLOAD FREE GIFT NOWJust to thank you for buying my book, I

would like to give you a 14 page PDF of the hidden history of the first contact of Europeans

with Australian Aborigines. It was at Mapoon. It is the untold story that is not in your school text

books. Hear from Aborigines who have had the story passed down through generations and

from the explorers.For information on my other books go to –TO DOWNLOAD GO
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AuthorFreeAbout the AuthorBarbara is an unusual combination of pastor, social justice

campaigner and researcher and her memoir is fascinating because of it. Passionate about

people being free from the chains of oppression, her sociological training means she has a

focus on changing structures in society that hold people groups back. As a pastor and

psychologist, she has helped many people break free of mindsets that have prevented them

reaching their full potential.From her background in a poor working class white family in urban

Australia, Barbara, with Aboriginal husband Norman, who is also a pastor, travel the world.

They have a calling to heal groups from the wounds of history through the Centre for

International Reconciliation and Peace they co-founded in 1998. This work has taken them to

Israel, Jordan, Turkey, England, Zimbabwe, Canada, USA, PNG, Vanuatu and many other

places.Barbara has worked at the coalface of Aboriginal affairs in Australia from her

involvement in the Aboriginal Tent Embassy demonstrations in Canberra in 1972 to helping the

Mapoon people move back to their land in 1974, to co-founding the North Queensland Land

Council with former husband Mick Miller in 1977 to being CEO of the Aboriginal Co-ordinating

Council (ACC) in the 1990’s and much more. The ACC was the only statutory advisory body to

the Queensland government on Aboriginal affairs at the time and represented local

government Aboriginal councils who had a land base.From someone who grew up avoiding

conflict in her family of origin because of different beliefs, she seems to have put herself in the

way of it confronting government policies which harmed Aboriginal people. Also she has

become a professional mediator who helps others face and resolve their conflicts at work and

at home. She has found her voice with the publication of her fourth solo book.ReviewsThis is a

highly engaging and inspiring memoir. At its centre is the story of Mapoon which has all the

elements of a great drama with the violent expulsion of the community in 1963 and their

triumphant return eleven years later. As the author explains she came almost by chance to be

at the very centre of the drama which in turn dramatically changed her life. This book is

essential reading for anyone interested in political and social change over the last 50

years.Professor Henry Reynolds, FAHA FASSA University of Tasmania, eminent historian and

award-winning author of numerous books.This a personal memoir recording biographical

details which illuminates many aspects of contemporary Australian history. Miller takes us on a

fascinating journey from her working class background and her spiritual and political

awakening through to her involvement in Anti-Vietnam War demonstrations and the Aboriginal

Tent Embassy. This is woven around her coverage of her involvement with helping to re-

establish Mapoon in 1974. Miller gives an insightful treatment of how and why she became

engaged in social justice issues in the 1970s. This was a period of major social change in

Australia when there was no internet or digital technology and yet Miller manages to convey

the passion and commitment of the times. It is apparent that her social activism is guided and

motivated by her faith. The atrocious treatment of the residents of Mapoon when the Director of

Native Affairs used police-state tactics to remove them in 1963 from their traditional lands, is

both heart-breaking and up-lifting. The author shows great sensitivity, respect and

understanding and manages to convey the petty-fogging autocratic paternalistic control of

Indigenous people, which pervaded the period of the Bjelke-Petersen era. One can see what

Aboriginal people had to contend with and how, with the re-establishment of Mapoon, that a



most positive success story has finally been achieved. This is an engrossing and

compassionate memoir of an extraordinary woman who through her actions demonstrates

what can be achieved through persistent commitment and faith.Dr Timothy Bottoms, author of

Conspiracy of Silence, Queensland's frontier killing times (Allen & Unwin 2013) and CAIRNS,

City of the South Pacific, A History 1770-1995 (Bunu Bunu Press 2016).White Woman, Black

Heart recites, with powerful eloquence, an amazing story: the personal journey of the author

and the heroic resilience of the Mapoon Aboriginal Community from Western Cape York.

Miller's account weaves her own story with that of the Mapoon people, with enthralling detail

and incredible personal recollection which extends from the turbulent times of the sixties and

seventies to the present. It is also an inspiring testimony to the empowering convergence

between her authentic spirituality and the never-ending struggle for social justice. As a

contribution to the history of that political struggle in Queensland and the Western Cape

particularly, it is important for both scholars and activists.Rev Dr Noel Preston AM, retired

Professor of Ethics and social justice activistThis memoir, while being a personal journey of

great interest, also exposes the oppressive power of the state, particularly under the Bjelke-

Petersen government. It controlled every aspect of the lives of Aboriginal people through the

Qld Aborigines Act and refused them rights to their own land. In my role with FAIRA, I worked

with Mick and Barbara, the North Qld Land Council and the Aboriginal and Islander community

councils and their representatives and can attest to the history-changing work they did and the

dedication Barbara had to helping the Mapoon people return to their land. The book details the

tragic events of the removal of the Mapoon people and the burning of their homes, paying

homage to the women of Mapoon, in particular Mrs Jean Jimmy, who fought tirelessly for their

land.Bob Weatherall, formerly Foundation for Aboriginal and Islander Research and Action

(FAIRA) and currently Chair of the Centre for Indigenous Cultural Policy in Brisbane Barbara

Miller has written this book, a continuum to the trilogy of the Mapoon books and towards the

modern history of the western Cape York region. It is a testimony to the endurance and

resilience of the people of the district and the determination of the people to return to the land

of their forefathers.Ricky Guivarra, former Mapoon Aboriginal Shire CouncillorMapoon people

were dealt … deliberate human rights abuses because of being Aboriginal. Barbara Miller has

again exposed what others would want buried in this shameful chapter of how Australia treated

its Indigenous peoples. The Mapoon story must be told …we must make sure it cannot

happen again.George Villaflor, former CEO of Tharpuntoo Aboriginal Legal Service, Cape York

Peninsula.This is a poignant personal memoir of a young white woman who chose to

encounter the legal and political tension of race relations for Aboriginal people in Queensland

and provide support as it unfolded in the 1970s. Her story is punctuated by the dispossession

of the people of Mapoon from their traditional lands in favour of bauxite miners and their

journey home after many years separated from their land.Greg McIntyre, S.C. John Toohey

Chambers, Perth, Counsel for Eddie Mabo in the High Court case 1992.DedicationI would like

to dedicate this book to the God of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob and His Messiah who has given

me the vision, inspiration and perseverance to write this memoir. I would also like to dedicate

this book to my husband Norman, the love of my life who has encouraged and supported me

and helped make the time for me to write. I also dedicate this book to my son Michael, who I

dearly love and his daughter Jaydah and mother Erica. I hope that this will be an inheritance

for my son and grandchildren and that they will achieve their dreams as I have mine.I also

dedicate this book to my parents, Mervyn and Joyce Russell, my brother Greg Russell and his

family, Norman’s parents, Barclay and Shirley Miller, their children Thomas, Colleen, Lillian,

Joanne and Deborah and their spouses and children. I also dedicate this book to my first



husband, Mick Miller and his parents Mick and Cissy Miller and their children Marge, Timer,

Betty, Margaret and Annie and their spouses and children. This book is also dedicated to

Mick’s children Lydia, Marilyn and Jenny and Jenny’s children. All have been a source of

inspiration and love.It is a privilege to dedicate this book to all the Mapoon Aboriginal people

and especially the pioneers of the move back – Jerry and Ina Hudson, Jean and Gilbert Jenny,

Allan and Thelma Burke, Norman and Jessie Wheeler, Frank and Maggie Don, Simon and

Rachel Peter, Ces and Rosena Toumese, William and Katherine Parry, Harry Toeboy and

others. Also to those who joined them over the years and rebuilt Mapoon. I dedicate it also Jan

Roberts, Mike Parsons, Justin Moloney and others of IDA, Cheryl Buchanan of AUS, Clarrie

Grogan, Peter Noble, Bruce Johnston and Peter White of the Aboriginal Legal Service in

Cairns, Thomas Hudson who helped make themove and so many others like Marjorie

Wymarra, Burnum Burnum, the Cairns ATSI Advancement League and FCAATSI who got

behind the Mapoon people to support their heart’s desire to return to their

land.AcknowledgementsI would like to thank my husband Norman for sacrificing time with me

so I could finish this book and for his love and support and the support of family and friends

who pray for me. Again, David Jack has provided me with invaluable help with the presentation

of old photographs. As I did not have any of my original photos, I used my mobile phone to

photograph them from the Mapoon Books I originally co-edited and co-wrote so please excuse

the quality of them but it is too important a record not to use. Most of these photos were

originally taken by me anyway. David and his wife Carol have been friends of Norman and mine

for many years and helped us in the ministry.I also thank Lindsay Simpson for initial mentoring

on my memoir and Anne Reilly for editing. I must admit adding more material after the edit

however. Both helped bring the manuscript up to speed.I am grateful to the following people for

wonderful reviews – Dr Henry Reynolds, Ricky Guivarra, Dr Timothy Bottoms, Dr Noel Preston,

George Villaflor, Greg MacIntyre and Bob Weatherall. It takes time to read a book and make

comments and I respect their time input and views greatly.Thanks to friends and family who

foraged for photos for me from their own collections –Christine Howes, Greg Russell, Ricky

Guivarra, Jason Jia, George Villaflor, Rico Noble, Bob Weatherall, Lydia Miller, Dulcie Watling,

Ted Wymarra, Barbie Willmett-West, Marian Millard, Alex Shaland, Leigh Harris Pamela

Mundraby and Pam Jones. Thanks to the John Oxley Library, the State Library of NSW, the

National Library of Australia and the Sydney Morning Herald for photos. Also websites such as

Collaborating for Indigenous Rights run by Dr Sue Taffe of Monash University for the National

Museum of Australia and Professor Gary Foley of Victoria University’s Koori Web. The latter

helped me know what was out there so I could find it. Thanks also to my beloved husband

Norman who took many photos.Thanks for my book cover design to Maduranga and last but

not least, thanks to the God of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob and His Messiah whom I

honour.ForewordBy Munganbana Norman MillerThis book will put Mapoon on the map. It

should be made into a film. It is a gripping read that you will not be able to put down. Barbara’s

life has certainly been one of adventure though she didn’t set out to find it. She just seemed to

be where the action was and still is.To look at Barbara you would just think she’s a blonde blue-

eyed white woman and what would she know about Aboriginal affairs? But she is a walking

talking history, mainly because she has lived through and been closely involved with many

seasons and changes in Aboriginal affairs.I believe this book is ground-breaking and history-

making and it honours many of the people who pioneered the move back, their supporters, and

those who came after them and helped rebuild Mapoon. Today, Barbara is touched to be

talking to the children and grandchildren of the pioneers who are full of hope for the

future.Thomas Edison is reported to have said “genius is 2 per cent inspiration and 98%



perspiration” and I would say the same about book writing. I have seen that through Barbara’s

determination to finish this book. I am glad to have been able to support her through the long

writing process – 4 years in the making (with many other adventures along the

way).PrefaceHis long flowing white beard and hair and bushy eyebrows framed a face with big

soulful brown eyes as Burnun Burnum looked at me and said, “You may be white but you have

a black heart, as you understand my people and feel our heart.’ Strangely I can’t remember the

time and place he said this yet his words are deeply etched in my consciousness. Burnum

Burnum was to change my life. He suggested to IDA that I take on what became known as the

Mapoon project and intentionally played matchmaker (unknown to me) by introducing me to

Mick Miller who was to become my husband.These words were repeated to me occasionally by

others over the years and Desmond Zwar used it as a title to an article he wrote on me after I

released a submission to the Royal Commission into Aboriginal Deaths in Custody (The

Sunday Age 2 December 1990). The same article makes the following comment,“It isn’t only

because she was married to an Aborigine that Ms Miller had an understanding of Aborigines,

says Mick Connolly, 38, an Aboriginal councillor at Yarrabah community (population 900) on

the opposite side of the bay to Cairns. He says of her report, ‘There are certain people who

deal with Aborigines in a detached manner, whereas Barbara almost becomes an Aborigine:

she can really feel for the people. She not only understands Aboriginal ways, but when she

puts it on paper, all she has to do is reach within herself; she’s got it all in her head, and has

had it there for so long.”Hence the title of my book. However as I wrote my memoir, the title I

always had in mind was “Journey Home to Old Mapoon.” I often found myself saying, “the stork

dropped me at the wrong house’ only to find I was repeating my mother’s words because I

didn’t fit into the family as she had expected. In helping the Mapoon people return to their

homeland, I found my home as part of an Aboriginal family, firstly Mick’s and later Norman’s as

I remarried many years later.When I realized I had written enough for two memoirs, the title of

the second memoir, “White Woman, Black Heart” became the title of the first and second

memoirs and “Journey Home to Old Mapoon” became the subtitle of the first one. The subtitle

of the second memoir is yet a mystery.The Mapoon people were forcibly moved off their land

by the Queensland government in NE Australia in 1963 to make way for mining. With an

effective team behind me, I helped them move back in 1974 to much government opposition

which saw me under house arrest with Marjorie Wymarra. It also saw Jerry Hudson and myself

taken to court.I could have written this book as history and few would have read it except

students and researchers. But I have written it as a memoir because it brings it to life and to a

much wider readership. It puts flesh and bones on the story of the oppressors of Aborigines in

Queensland and the Aboriginal people who stood up to the government and won. It contains

real people, real places, real events and eye-witness accounts. It is a behind-the-scenes, never

before revealed story of how Aborigines encountered the naked power of the state, and not

only survived, but prevailed. They have created a model community and live meaningful

lives.The government burned down the houses of the people so they wouldn’t return. But, as

the Mapoon people themselves have said, “Mapoon rose from the ashes.”WARNINGAboriginal

and Torres Strait Islander readers are advised that the following book contains images and

names of people who have died.Quotes and MapsThe only thing necessary for the triumph of

evil is for good men to do nothing.Those who don't know history are destined to repeat

it.Nobody made a greater mistake than he who did nothing because he could do only a

little. �EDMUND BURKEI'm gonna be a history maker in this landI'm gonna be a speaker of truth

to all mankindI'm gonna stand, I'm gonna run into your arms,Into your arms again, into your

arms, into your arms againWell it's true todayThat when people standWith the fire of God, and



the truth in handWe'll see miracles,We'll see angels singWe'll see broken hearts making

historyYes it's trueAnd I believe itWe're living for you" �EXCERPT FROM SONG – HISTORY

MAKER BY DELIRIOUS 2010There is neither Jew nor Gentile, neither slave nor free, nor is

there male and female, for you are all one in Christ Jesus. �GALATIONS 3:28Australia My

HomeWe’re togetherYou and meChorusLet’s talkGet togetherLet’s singLet’s

danceReconciliation x 3On the roadOn the journeyCorroboreeYou and meChorus (as

above)Bridge X 2I can hear the sound of the didjeridooI can hear the sound of the clapsticks

tooReconciliation x 3Chorus (Reconciliation x 5)Bridge X 2I can hear the sound of the

didjeridooI can hear the sound of the clapsticks tooI can hear the sound �SONG

“RECONCILIATION” by NORMAN MILLER & TOD CAIRNSMap of Australia with north

Queensland emphasizedMap of Cape York courtesy Qld TourismMapoon is north of Weipa on

the west coast, less than half way to BamagaPROLOGUEBurnt Houses at Old MapoonIt is the

morning of Sunday 21 April 1974. Four Aboriginals and I, a 23-year-old white woman with long

blond hair and blue eyes, are making our way along a bumpy red dirt road on the Cape York

Peninsula. My work has led me here. I am researching the effects of mining company,

government and Church on Aboriginal people on behalf of a Melbourne-based Australian

research and action organization with a Christian orientation called International Development

Action (IDA). I am working almost voluntarily for them, with a very small wage and minimal

expenses because of my belief in the project. My companions are Mrs Jean Jimmy, Jerry and

Ina Hudson and Dusty Miller.Mrs Jimmy is a beautiful 62-year-old with jet black skin and a

shock of white wavy hair. I had met her and her husband, Gilbert, in Aurukun. While he is frail,

Mrs Jimmy, as she is always called, is sprightly, a fireball in fact. A stately, dignified woman,

Mrs Jimmy always dresses with care, whereas Jerry Hudson dresses casually. At 58, Jerry has

the wiry frame and walk of someone comfortable in the saddle. He is head stockman at the

nearby Presbyterian mission of Aurukun but he has dropped everything to show me his old

home. His wife, Ina, is 48 years old, a shy, slim, gentle woman with brown curly hair. Dusty also

has the look of a stockman with his bush hat, check shirt, jeans and stockman’s boots.Jean

Jimmy photo by Marjorie Broadbent, Collaborating for Indigenous Rights, National Museum of

AustraliaWe are on Tjungundji country. Last night, we set off from Weipa, headed through the

bush for 90 kilometres – there were night hawks, snakes, wallabies and joeys – then over-

nighted at Batavia Outstation. Camping in this part of the Australian outback is new. The

ground is hard; my small tent has a mosquito net, a necessity. Jerry collected wood and got a

campfire going; Ina made billy tea, using an old, fire-blackened Sunshine milk tin with a wire

through it. I am learning to drink from a pannikin, an enamel mug whose rim is hot when you

drink from it. I am getting used to the taste of powdered milk and damper cooked in a camp

oven and spread with golden syrup. This is the food Mum used to tell me about – ‘cocky’s

delight’, cocky being Australian idiom for a farmer.Impassable during the wet, today the dirt

road is good. This part of the journey takes only an hour. Our two vehicles – a truck and a Land

Rover – pass two everlasting creeks and then we are there. Mapoon. Or, at least, the sad

traces of it. The former home of my travelling companions.Two coconut trees tower over the

vestiges of the township, sentinels guarding the burnt-out buildings as they continue to decay.

The few small palm fronds sprouting from the top of each seem like lonely reminders of what

had once been; of what could have been. Their shadow falls over the ruins of a home – Jack

Callope’s, I would later find out. The right-hand wall is caved in and leans to the centre, sheets

of corrugated iron that are rusted but intact. The left wall of the home, once proudly built by its

long-absent owner, is still standing but the roof it has held up is broken into half a dozen pieces

of corrugated iron. Charred timber and rubble are all that remain of the front and middle of the



house.Jack Callope’s house photo by Barbara Miller, IDAWe clamber out of the vehicles. Jerry

clears his throat as he surveys the scene. Ina wipes away a tear, trying to stay strong. Jerry

puts his arm around her. ‘It’s been a long time.’‘I can’t bear to see it like this,’ says Ina, her hand

covering her eyes.Although I am here to learn, I know that Ina must be haunted by memories

of growing up here. In its heyday, Mapoon had been a thriving Aboriginal community. There had

been a school, boys’ and girls’ dormitories, a dispensary, a hospital, a store, a butchery,

gardens and wells, a mission house and the J. G. Ward Memorial Church. The founders of the

mission in 1891 were James Gibson Ward and John Nicholas Hey.Yet even the name of the

town had meaning: ‘Mapoon’ is an Anglicised form of a word in the Tjungundji language for

‘place where people fight on the sand-hills’. It strikes me that there are layers of absence in this

place, that the abundant nearby trees once provided shade to the ancient people who walked

here.Dusty’s words snap me back to the present moment. ‘The government! The police! They

destroyed our lives! Destroyed our homes! Destroyed everything we worked for!’ Frustratedly,

he kicks a stone out of his way.A frown veiling her deep pain, Jean Jimmy looks pensive. ‘I’ve

been telling this story over ten years now at conferences, and people will listen. But nothing

changes. Who cares about us Aboriginal people? Will it still be like this in another ten years?

How can we be hounded from our homes, shipped out like cattle?’ She sighs.Around me are

the ramshackle remains of people’s lives, hopes and dreams. Despite the picture that the ash

suggests, these homes were not destroyed by bushfires but by human hands. ‘Whose houses

were they?’ I dare ask in this heart-wrenching moment.Moving closer, Mrs Jimmy indicates the

houses lined up neatly on the left side of the road. Clearing her throat, she points at the first of

these and says, ‘This is Henry Brown’s house.’It appears to be the only complete building,

though it is in disrepair.‘This is the Savos’ – Ina’s parents – James Charger’s, Jimmy Bond’s,

Billy Parker’s and Jack Callope’s. You can see they are just stumps now,’ she says, her voice

wistful.Sweat slides down my neck. I tie up my long hair and try to absorb all this information as

I flick away the relentless flies.We approach what was the Presbyterian mission, passing more

burnt remnants of Old Mapoon houses. Few are left now, all just fire-ravaged stumps and

broken-down frames of sheet iron left to rust. Fading traces of people’s lives. Waves of emotion

are washing over the people who have brought me here.This is only my second visit to an

Aboriginal community; a few days ago I was in Aurukun. This experience is pushing me into

new and unexpected territory; right now, it’s not work or reports that are engaging me but basic

human feelings. Right now I am fully alert, observing and taking in everything I can. Later, I will

play the events of today back in my mind, like a movie, and try to make sense of them.Off to

our right is a cemetery, overrun with vegetation. What stories does it hold of days gone by? It is

a particularly unsettling sight.‘Come and look at the beach,’ says Jerry.With its long semi-

circular coastline, it is a beautiful sight. The water shimmering in the sunlight and the lapping

waves are a stark contrast to the ruins of the village. Some people are holidaying near Cullen

Point. Tourists come here to fish. I learn later there is a barramundi dreaming story attached to

Cullen Point. The tourist camping spot is nestled among she-oaks and is close to mangroves.

The sea breeze offsets the heat of the day and keeps away the sandflies and mosquitos which

swarm on dusk. Near the beach, a few large almond trees provide some shade. At low tide,

sandbanks emerge, with an occasional bird coming to light on them.Just off the beach the

large old mission house stands in the sand, its red roof easy to spot from the air. The

Queensland government withdrew financial support to the mission, closing it down. Strikingly,

tall slim coconut trees guard the approach to the mission house: three on the left and four on

the right. Although it is unburnt and in reasonable condition, the building would need a lot of

repair work before it could be used safely again. To deal with the summer heat, it has a lot of



windows. Strangely, they are open, as if the missionaries have left in a hurry or expect to return

soon.Coconut husks lie scattered here and there; their white flesh once provided sustenance.

Occasional tufts of dry grass push through the sand. In the distance, the greenery of coconuts

and other trees suggest some hope on the horizon.Mission house Mapoon1969 photo

Presbyterian ChurchTo the left of the mission house, facing away from the beach, are the

stumps of the church. Once, it had an A-shaped roof, probably of corrugated iron – both

common features of Old Mapoon architecture; the corrugated iron would have heated up

readily, making the buildings quite hot – and a steeple. Worshippers came in through a small

entry area with a window on each side; there were four windows with curved tops down each

side of the church.On the other side of the mission house, a small broken-down fuelling store

faces away from the beach. Further to its right are bits of the old wireless room. Near the

wireless room is the grave of Reverend James Gibson Ward, the first missionary at Old

Mapoon, who died in 1895. Mrs Jimmy shows her respects by placing wildflowers on his grave.

Though critical of the way the Church allowed the government to shut down the mission

against the will of the residents, she has respect generally for the missionaries from foreign

lands buried in the soil with her people. Further to the right are the stumps which are the

remains of the mission cottage – the residence of the missionaries.L-R (standing) Rev James

Ward and Mrs Matilda Ward (seated) Mrs Minnie Hey andRev Nicholas Hey, founding

missionaries of Mapoon 1894 photo Presbyterian ChurchBack in the opposite direction –

behind where the church was and progressing down left to right – are the hospital, still

standing; the stumps of the store; and the cookhouse and butcher shop, the latter two in a

collapsed state. When eventually I see a photo of the store it shows a small building with high

walls, an A-shaped roof, a veranda and awning. It was off the ground, with a few steps leading

up to it, and was probably corrugated iron.Some distance back from the mission is a picnic

house in good condition. This is used by Old Mapoon people – from Weipa South and New

Mapoon, a new settlement developed by the government to replace the old mission – as a

place to stay whenever they holiday back here.Indicating a tree, Mrs Jimmy says, ‘Girl, I want

to show you this’, her tone dejected, shoulders dropping a little. ‘I learned to read and write at

the mission school. It meant I could record what happened to my people here. But they tore

down the school. All that is left is a frangipani tree to mark the spot.’It isn’t a tall tree but its

branches extend widely and it has beautiful white flowers with bright yellow centres. Some

Indigenous women like to use frangipani flowers to adorn their hair. Again, I am struck by a

strong sense of what is missing here. No more children laughing or dancing. No more children

crying or feeling lost. Mapoon had been a place where part-Aboriginal children had been

removed to and put in dormitories for schooling, assimilation and receiving Christian teaching.

It surprises me that the people have a love of the mission times.The irony of the situation didn’t

hit me till much later. Mapoon, on the west coast of Cape York Peninsula, was the first place in

Australia where Europeans set foot. The local people weren’t dispossessed then but they are

now, three and a half centuries later. Janszoon of the Dutch East India Company had come

here from the Spice Islands (modern-day Indonesia) in 1606 in the Duyfken looking for spices

and gold. A skirmish with the Aboriginal people here had sent them further south to Weipa and

Aurukun. After loss of life at Cape Keerweer (now part of Aurukun), the Dutch returned to the

Spice Islands, having concluded that the people were hostile and that there was nothing of

value to trade here.This was 164 years before Captain Cook came down the east coast of

Australia and six months before Torres, a Spaniard, found a strait between Australia and Papua

New Guinea, which was named after him. The Moravians – an evangelical Christian order

headquartered in Germany – established Aboriginal missions at Mapoon (1891), Weipa (1896)



and Aurukun (1904) on behalf of the Presbyterian Church.The Savo house draws my attention.

Ina goes off for a few moments on her own, looking at the place she grew up in. I can see her

chest rising and falling. She is stifling her sobs as she surveys her destroyed childhood home,

the home her parents had lovingly built with their own hands. I turn away to give her some

private space. Once she and other children would have laughed and played in this natural bush

playground. It is fringed by coconut trees, mango trees and wild yams as well as the pandanus

plants the women use to make baskets, hats and mats.Jerry comes over to me and points out

fresh pig tracks, which indicate that there are a lot of wild pigs in the area. There is an old

turkey’s nest on the left of the road too.Ina and Jerry Hudson, a clip from a photo at the John

Oxley LibraryUniting Church collection taken at Aurukun 1964 or 1965He would love to spend

his final years here but the area has been closed to residential use by the government. The

people had no say in it. Jerry pushes back his bush hat slightly and looks thoughtful. Like his

dad, also a stockman of note, Jerry is a very practical man with bush ingenuity. He can turn his

hand to building houses or stockyards and repairing machinery.He turns to look at me. ‘So this

is what’s left of it … It’ll be a lot of work to rebuild but I’m used to hard work. I can do it.’ He has

a steely resolve in his voice and a determined look in his eyes.I nod. ‘It’s a beautiful place and

it’s worth rebuilding. Besides, it’s your home.’Anger rises up in me at the injustice of what I am

seeing, all the loss and pain. ‘Why did they do it?’ I ask. The answer, although long and

complicated, was all about mining, in other words, money and power.‘They tried to trick us into

leaving at first,’ Mrs Jimmy says. ‘They told us, “Mapoon is not a good place to live. It has

hookworm. Mapoon water is just surface water. The soil is not good. You people are just spoon

fed [dependent on government]. We’ll close Mapoon down and it is finished. Get your

exemption!”’Getting your ‘exemption’ meant an Aboriginal person getting a permit to say that

the Aboriginal Protection and Restriction of the Sale of Opium Act 1897, better known as the

Queensland Aborigines Act, which controlled the Indigenous population didn’t apply to them

and so they could live in a town. Aboriginal reserves, whether run by the Church or

government, were administered under this infamous Act, which basically segregated them and

treated them as wards of the state so that the government had huge powers over them.

Aboriginal people could be banned from a reserve so they could not live with or visit family.

They could be moved from one reserve to another at the will of the Queensland government.

They had to have permits to marry, work and travel. This situation was in force until 1984. I did

some research on this in 1984 for the then Human Rights Commission and updated it in 2016,

publishing a book called the Dying Days of Segregation in Australia: Case Study

Yarrabah.Aboriginal people could apply for an exemption from the Act so they could live like

white people in the towns but it meant leaving their tribal land and families. As the government

wanted to close Mapoon, reduce costs, assimilate the people and clear the way for mining,

they were keen at this juncture in history for residents of Mapoon to apply for exemption.Mrs

Jimmy’s voice becomes slightly plaintive. ‘But we had a lot of farms and wells. And we hunted

and fished. We had all we needed. It was so unfair.’ She uses a handkerchief to wipe away the

sweat from her brow.‘Then they started to threaten us,’ she continues, sounding angrier now.

‘They said, “The Flying Doctor’s plane won’t land at the airstrip and we’ll take away all your

medical supplies! Close the medical outpost! We’ll close down the school and church! We’ll cut

off your transport and supplies – no more Reliance and Janet Thompson [the Mapoon boats].

You’ll be on your own with no services. Better get out while you can.”‘Some of our people were

scared off. They moved to Weipa and other Aboriginal reserves. Some decided it was time to

get their freedom from government control and got their exemption from the Act. It was a big

step but they made a new life.‘But,’ says Mrs Jimmy defiantly, ‘some of us held out. This is our



land. This is our home. We weren’t going to move off for any mining company to take our land.

We dug our heels in. They tried to frighten us off. They tried to starve us out but we held onto

our God-given land.‘Everything closed before our eyes. Mr Turner [government representative]

closed the store and they closed the school. On 8 November 1963, we sent three young men

to Weipa in a dinghy to get us supplies as the store had run out of food. The only things we got

from the store usually were tea, sugar, milk, rice, soap and tobacco.’Despite overcoming that

hurdle, things were about to get a lot tougher for the residents of Mapoon.‘I remember the

shock so clearly,’ says Mrs Jimmy. ‘Even now I can’t really believe it happened. On Friday, 15

November, a government boat called the Gelam brought white police from Thursday Island and

Torres Strait Islander police from Saibai Island to Port Musgrave to abduct us from Mapoon.

They went home to home arresting us but we never went to court. They said, “Pack your

suitcases and roll up your swags!”‘In shock, my husband Gilbert and I asked, “Why?”‘Police

O’Shea said, “We have to do our duty because orders were given by authority that you are all

wanted up at Thursday Island to answer questions.”’Thursday Island is over 140 kilometres

north of Mapoon as the crow flies, and involves a boat trip. How would they get

back?‘Policeman Mr Hughes told one of our people, Mr Reid, that the orders had come from

Mr Killoran [Director of Native Affairs]. Armed police walked us along the beach – their

revolvers or even their shining handcuffs and clubs, they didn’t use, though we all seen them

hanging from their belts. Food was still on our stoves at home and our pets, for example

horses, were left behind. Then they made us sleep at the mission house under police guard for

the night, returning to the beach near the boat in the morning without a bath. Because they had

to round up other families out camping, they left us there all day. They didn’t march us on board

till the next day, Sunday 17th.‘We were frightened. We didn’t know what to expect. Even the

birds from the Mapoon swamps were disturbed. The harbour seemed to be covered with

millions of birds. We didn’t see the sun because of birds’ wings which covered the sun – the

government boat Gelam was sailing under the shadow of the birds. When Gelam reached

Mapoon Point, our people that stayed behind cried so bitterly on our parting day it was sad! To

see them crying and throwing up sand to the sky, even the birds felt sad. To our surprise we

saw the birds form a capital V.’Birdlife in the area is incredibly rich. Over 250 species may be

found there, many of them unique to Cape York. It makes sense to me that birds figure in the

Mapoon narrative.‘But it was a lie! The boat didn’t go to Thursday Island but to Hidden Valley

[about 200 kilometres to the north, on the tip of Cape York Peninsula, and later renamed New

Mapoon], near Bamaga. We had been removed from our tribal land that we loved so well.

Some of our people had been talked into moving there before us so they took us into their

homes. Well, it was a roof over our heads – but they were rough, no doors and leaked in the

rain. Many got sick.’Dusty is pacing around, still agitated by a story he has heard many times,

still wishing it was not true. I listen quietly to this remarkable elderly woman, hanging on her

every word, touched by the poignancy of her story. Jerry and Ina are attentive, too, hoping to

glean new details. They had left well before the forced removal as Jerry had become a

stockman on Merluna station. It had hurt when they realized that they were powerless to stop it

happening or help their people.‘There’s more, girl,’ Mrs Jimmy says, and takes a deep breath.

‘After the Gelam moved seven Old Mapoon families by force to Hidden Valley, the Saibai police

were sent to Old Mapoon to burn down our houses. There were still a couple of families

holding out there, and Henry Brown’s family was one of them. When he heard his parents’

house was to be burnt down too, he got his rifle and hopped on a horse and rode down to it.

The men had already filled it with coconut fronds but he bailed them up and said, “If you burn

my father’s house, I’ll put you in there to burn with it. I don’t care if I go to Stuart Creek [jail].



You’re not going to burn down my mother and father’s house!” And so they didn’t. He made

them take the coconut fronds out and burn them in a separate pile.’‘So cruel!’ I exclaim,

referring not to Henry Brown but to the willful destruction.‘The houses were burnt to prevent us

moving back home,’ explains Mrs Jimmy. ‘That’s why Henry Brown’s house is the only one not

burnt.’I could almost picture the house piled high with coconut palms ready to be set alight and

Henry charging towards it on his horse.‘After they removed us ringleaders who refused to

move, the others gradually all moved as well. They had even pulled out the Flying Doctor

Service,’ says Mrs Jimmy. By July 1964, the remaining families had been moved off, either to

New Mapoon or Weipa or towns like Cairns, Silkwood and Normanton.’‘Who were the

ringleaders they removed with you and Mr Jimmy?’ I ask.‘The first home the police went to was

Mr Robert Reid and family, the second home was Mr Andrew and Alison Archie and son, and

our home was the third. The fourth was Richard and Victoria Luff and their two girls. Frank and

Maggie Don were out camping at Janie Creek so [the police] had to wait until they could make

them come with us.‘My heart broke hearing the cries of the grandchildren as we were

removed,’ she says.‘But listen, girl,’ she confides, her voice hushed, ‘the missionaries had

pulled out before the police came to remove us in 1963, but our people who remained ran the

church without them. The government sent the Saibai police down to Mapoon with orders to

pull down the church. Stephen Mark told me what happened. He was one of the Aboriginal

elders of the Presbyterian Church at Old Mapoon who took the morning service the day the

church was to be pulled down [1964]. When the Islanders went to break it down, they heard

mysterious organ music and singing. They were too scared to break it down. They didn’t want

to break down the house of God. However, the next day they broke it down, and many of them

died early deaths.’‘That’s an amazing story,’ I exclaim, eyebrows raised.But Mrs Jimmy hasn’t

finished yet. She points out an area on the left-hand side of the road. ‘We used to grow cotton,

lots of vegetables, even rice and they said we didn’t have enough water.’* * *Ina collects a

bucketful of wild limes as we are walking around the mission area. I photograph banana trees

in front of a lily pond. There are trees galore – mangos and almonds especially. We sit down to

rest awhile under one of the almond trees on the beach in front of the mission. Jerry and Dusty

collect some coconuts and make a hole in some of them so we can drink the milk. After

cracking the coconuts open and removing the hard husks, they offer us all some of the white

sweet crunchy flesh.Mrs Jimmy says, ‘Girl, it was under this tree and the one beside it, the

people were held in custody while we waited to be herded onto the Gelam eleven years ago.’‘Is

it hard to sit here now, knowing that?’ I ask.‘Yes,’ she replies, her voice quavering. ‘But I keep

telling the story,’ she continues, ‘because it eases the pain. One day someone will do

something about it … You might be the one.’I gasp at the enormity of this. This old woman’s

hopes seem to be pinned on me. What if I disappoint her?‘Your story will live on,’ I reassure her.

‘I’ll help to get your story out to people. I’ll do what I can to help those who want to move back,

to rebuild … Your work will not be in vain,’ I add, trying to give us both hope.With that, Dusty

drives us back to Weipa, where we arrive before nightfall. Much of the time he is silent, still

trying to process the tragedy of what has occurred here.This has been Mrs Jimmy’s first trip

since November 1973 and Jerry and Ina Hudson’s first trip since 1951. As for me, I wasn’t part

of Mapoon’s past but I would have a huge stake in its future. I would be back there many times,

working to help the people to move back to their land.* * *The Queensland government started

pressuring the Presbyterian Church to close Mapoon and Mornington Island missions around

1954, critical of its management. The church however, was struggling through gross

underfunding compared to government missions, receiving a little more than half of a

comparative reserve. As the Mapoon people strongly opposed the closure, the church resisted



the government, arguing that, given time, the Mapoon people might change their minds.

Director of Native Affairs Cornelius [Con] O’Leary refused further funding despite church

pleas.In 1956, Comalco and Alcan began bauxite exploration on Mapoon and Weipa, both

Presbyterian mission reserves. The government passed legislation in 1957 enabling mining at

Weipa, Mapoon and the northern part of Aurukun Presbyterian mission. No provision was

made to compensate Aboriginal communities affected by mining. In 1958, Comalco was issued

an 84-year lease from Vrilya Point in the north almost to the border of Aurukun with the

Mapoon settlement surrendered by Comalco. This however, led to more concern about

Mapoon’s futureThe government’s own history of Mapoon corroborates Jean Jimmy’s

story:From 1960, funding and services to Mapoon were withdrawn in an attempt to force

people to relocate to ‘New Mapoon’, an area developed by the government to replace the old

mission. By the end of 1962, around 162 people remained at Mapoon and, by July 1963, about

100 people had gone to New Mapoon. Those who remained at Mapoon continued

campaigning against forced removal from their traditional homelands, and established

alternative schooling and food supplies.On 15 November 1963, Thursday Island Police arrived

at Mapoon with instructions from the Director of Native Affairs, Patrick Killoran, to enforce the

removal of 23 people to Bamaga. Several houses and buildings were burnt on the day to

prevent their return, though a police report of this event has never been located. The remaining

70 people at Mapoon were transported to Weipa and New Mapoon between January and May

1964.In 1965, the Queensland Government passed the Alcan Queensland Pty. Limited

Agreement Act 1965. Aluminium Laboratories, a subsidiary company of the Canadian company

Alcan, was granted a 105-year mining lease (ML7031) (formerly Special bauxite lease No. 8)

covering 1,690 square miles in the hinterland behind Mapoon.(Source: Queensland

Department of Communities Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islanders Community Histories,

Mapoon. https://www. qld. gov. au/atsi/cultural-awareness-heritage-arts/community-histories-

mapoon)Tony Koch of The Australian (2 November 2010) revealed that Killoran stood on the

deck of a government ship anchored off the mouth of Batavia River to oversee the removal of

the Mapoon people by force from their homes – “an exercise in mass kidnap and arson”.

Staggeringly, Killoran withdrew pound stg. 3000 from Aboriginal wages and savings to pay for

the "relocation" of the Mapoon people, while at the same time stubbornly refusing to pay them

award wages. When courts finally ordered he pay award wages, he sacked Indigenous staff so

his wages bill was not affected.By 1975, Mrs Jimmy’s eyewitness account of the removal of the

people of Mapoon to make way for mining is included in The Mapoon Story, which I co-edit

under my maiden name of Barbara Russell, working with John Roberts and Mike Parsons of

IDA.I look back now and marvel at how profoundly that trip to Mapoon changed my life. Helping

to publish Mrs Jimmy’s story was an important outcome. But it was not the biggest one. Not by

a long way.CHAPTER ONEFinding the Letters, January 2014, CairnsI make my way to the tin

shed half hidden in a corner of our lush garden. It has a rusted red, jagged-edged roof that has

been leaking, thanks to tropical wet season downpours. Otherwise, the contents – miscellanea

– have lain undisturbed for years.Banana and pawpaw trees reach for the sun. A passionfruit

vine winds its way along the wire boundary fence. A few months ago, my son Michael planted

chilli, capsicum and tomato bushes in a garden bed along the fence and they are

flourishing.My husband, Norman, opens the shed door every fortnight to wheel out the mower.

The grass grows quickly with the summer rains.‘It’s time I gave the shed a good clean-out,’

Norman had announced earlier this morning, his fit frame noticeable even through the old

clothes he had put on for the task. His brown wavy hair is covered by an old hat, but it doesn’t

hide his big brown eyes and winsome smile. ‘I’d rather be gardening, but here goes,’ he’d said.



It’s his enthusiasm for gardening that has made our yard like a tropical rainforest.A lot of the

stuff in there is mine, so I have come to join him. One after another, he takes out the items from

the shed, examines them and dusts them off. We make ‘toss’ piles and ‘keep’ piles.‘I’m going to

have to turf this one,’ says Norman, pulling out an old khaki fabric suitcase from the back. It has

seen its day of travelling and probably would tell many tales if it could. The zip is busted and

moisture has infiltrated the contents.‘Oh, let me look first,’ I say. Inside I find a lot of papers and

they’re water damaged. Some of them are unsightly, damp and blackened here and there with

mildew. Without hesitation, I discard a couple of soggy magazines. What are these letters? I

pick up the first one and recognize it instantly. I had written it myself, within months of that first

trip to Mapoon:Barbara with suitcase and papers outside our home shed photo Norman

Miller27 Kevin St,Edge Hill,Cairns 487011/7/74Registrar of Brands,Dear Mr

Richter,Unfortunately, I made a mistake in my last letter to you. The brand for Mapoon was

MM6 with 7 on one ear and V on the other. This is the one the Mapoon people wish to

reuse.You included a list of cancelled horse and cattle brands none of which were MM6. If not,

I’ll return the Fifth Schedule and apply for one of the brands stated there including the required

$500.However the brand we were wanting in second preference is J4B with V on each ear, the

one which was the subject of my last letter. Would this be possible?Thanking you,B J

RussellThe letter is like a time capsule. It propels me back 40 years to my younger self, writing

letter after letter by hand on behalf of the Mapoon Aborigines. How we fought and won, and the

people returned. So much happened so quickly.In this letter, I was applying for a cattle brand

so they could round up the cleanskins on their land and start a cattle industry. With that

memory, the floodgates open. A picture of cattle being rounded up and branded comes to

mind, the times before then when I went shopping with Jerry and Ina Hudson buying cattle

gear in Cairns and Mareeba. Stores filled with saddles, saddlecloths, bridles, halters and

stirrups. Jerry examining them carefully, his years of experience as a horseman and drover

showing. The smell of those saddleries comes back to me and I can picture the displays of

bridles and halters, the long strips of leather, brown and black colours mingling.I visualize

myself writing the letter. Mick, an Aboriginal teacher living in Cairns, had given me

accommodation while I helped the Mapoon people. Mick’s large table at Kevin Street, Edge

Hill, could be extended on each end to fit his family members and friends, who would often eat

there. You would not have expected a city girl to be writing a letter about cattle brands but that’s

one of the things it took to help an outback Aboriginal community rebuild. I recall looking out

the window of the brick veneer one-storey home towards the small park across the road with its

large trees. Birds would be squawking and darting here and there, eating Mick’s red birds-eye

chillies off the bush he had growing just outside the front window. If I walked to the side door, I

could see the green hills surrounding us – the houses behind had been built right to the edge

of the hills. The day I wrote that letter, was I wearing that white sleeveless cotton dress with the

little red dots, suited to the summer heat? I have an image of myself with my hair tied back in a

ponytail, an attempt to get cooler.Coming back to the present, I look around the back patio of

our Manunda, Cairns, home, which is under cover. We have a rope clothes line strung up to

hold our washing. One end of the patio is closed in with an attractive wooden lattice-like

structure that has a lockable door, but the space is really an open one; it opens out onto the

garden. Norman’s art table is nearby; it’s where he likes to paint. His lino press and the drying

racks for his lino prints lend the space a creative atmosphere. Paints, brushes and art books

complete the picture; there is also a small fridge handy.A plan starts to form. I find a spare

white plastic table and clear it. A light breeze provides welcome respite from the heat of the

day, fanning my sense of purpose.Norman has been observing me as he has been coming in



and out of the shed. Now he is sweeping it out. I dive into the papers in the suitcase for another

letter; the manila folders, damp and damaged, fall open. ‘Norman,’ I call out, ‘look at

this!’Cleaning the shed, with all its dust and cobwebs, is an unpleasant job. Sweat pours off

Norman. ‘What is it? I’m right in the middle of things,’ he says.‘I found a letter where I’m asking

the solicitor Bruce Johnston to set up the Marpuna Company for the Mapoon people. These

letters are from 1974 to 1975 … Here’s another one, asking for a quote for a feasibility study on

their land.’ I quickly leaf through some other letters. ‘And here’s one to Clausons Steamships

inquiring about the accessibility of boats to Mapoon to support cattle and fishing

industries.’‘Lucky I told you instead of just throwing the suitcase out,’ he points out. ‘But you

can’t take them into the house. They might encourage cockroaches. They love to eat paper.’‘I

have to keep them, though. It’s like finding a gold mine,’ I say. ‘I’ll keep them outside.’The next

document I pick up is a long report to my Melbourne workmates – close friends all of them –

on my work with the Mapoon people. ‘These are historic letters,’ I exclaim, turning page after

page and scanning them rapidly. ‘They’re the letters I wrote when working on the Mapoon

project. I forgot I had them! And I forgot just how many I wrote to government and other

organizations. Some of these letters are progress reports to IDA in Melbourne! Forty years

ago!’ I look my husband in the eye: ‘There’s history in this port [suitcase]!’ I say, wanting him to

understand, to share my excitement.I read aloud a few lines from the first report I sent to IDA

about my trip to Aurukun, Weipa, Old Mapoon, Thursday Island and New Mapoon, spanning 6

April to 3 May 1974:There are good prospects for a cattle industry in the area and Jerry

Hudson has the experience to develop it. There are a lot of cleanskins in the Mapoon area.

There are also good prospects for fishing, crabbing, prawning and oyster industries. Market

gardening for Weipa consumers and farming for local use has good prospects especially if the

Red Beach area is used as well as Batavia Outstation.… Old Mapoon people that I have met

have the necessary determination and know-how to re-establish the community at Mapoon.

Stores can be obtained from Weipa by road, boat or air. There is a good airstrip at Mapoon

built by Mapoon people and used by Alcan which is in good working order. There will be a big

enough population to make it necessary for the Queensland government to build a school and

hospital or clinic. However the Old Mapoon people wish to be independent of church and state

though they will build a Presbyterian church to worship in.‘This is an important story. It needs to

be told. Maybe finding it is a sign I’m meant to use these letters and write a book,’ I say to

Norman.He looks dubious. ‘You’ve got to throw out the worst of it,’ he says, motioning with his

hands. ‘I can’t have that around the house. It’ll attract cockroaches.’‘I’ll save what I can and

throw the rest out,’ I promise. ‘Maybe I can photocopy some and throw out the original.’Norman

looks at me; he is beginning to pace around. All he can see is a mess, I realize. He frowns and

shakes his head. ‘You do what you need to do,’ he says indulgently and goes back to cleaning

the shed.When he finishes, he comes over to the patio, where I am still looking through the

papers, lying them out to dry. He reads one of them thoughtfully; he has been pondering the

situation.‘You need to write your own story of how you became involved with the Mapoon

people. No one knows about it. They just think you’re a white woman with blonde hair and don’t

know who you are, what you’ve done and how close you’ve been to my people.’Our gazes lock,

and I nod. My heart is racing with excitement. His encouragement lifts my spirits. His support

will matter in the months and years of writing to come. Norman would have given me a hug had

it not been for the dust and cobwebs over his clothes. But his big smile is enough for now. He is

from a loving, hugging Aboriginal family.‘The Mapoon Story we published in 1975 doesn’t tell

the behind-the-scenes story. I never kept a diary but these letters are almost as good,’ I say.The

letters were all handwritten in 1974 and 1975. This was before computers and I didn’t even



have a typewriter. What I had just rediscovered in the shed were the originals of what I sent to

IDA. It had always been my practice to keep copies, so I had sent them photocopies, and I had

kept photocopies of what I had sent the government departments and other organizations.* *

*My rescue mission for these important documents begins. Fortunately, some of them are only

damaged on the edges. It takes a few days for them all to dry, during which time I check on

them constantly.After they dry, I grab some scissors and carefully cut the damaged edges off a

few letters, trying to keep what I can. I pick up one that has badly deteriorated and take it to my

desk. Hoping Norman won’t notice how mouldy it is, I type a copy then throw out the original.

Picking up another water-damaged letter that has now dried, I photocopy it to get it on clean

paper, again throwing out the original. Going back to the patio, I sort through the letters – a pile

to trim, a pile to retype, a pile to photocopy. It takes a few days, in between the other demands

of life. After handling the documents I clean my hands with disinfectant and even disinfect the

home photocopier.Two sealable plastic containers come in handy. Letters in good condition go

into one of them, which I keep inside the house. I store the worst ones in the other container,

and it stays in the patio area.It’s a tedious job, I tell myself, but worthwhile. Every time I re-read

a document, I find myself shaking my head again almost in disbelief, History! This story must

be told.Primarily, the letters cover a two-year period of the return to Mapoon but they also tell

my story. Looking back at the person I was 40 years ago gives me a lot to reflect on.My desk is

at our dining room table so I can be near Norman while he is reading the Bible or watching the

news or football on TV. One evening, as he walks past the table to our comfy brown suede

lounge, he stops at my computer to encourage me. Looking up, I say, ‘I’m stunned at the

amount of time I put into helping the Mapoon people move back to their land. It was obviously

my total focus and very time consuming. The letters show I was critical to the success of the

project, though it was a team effort.’‘I’m not surprised,’ Norman tells me. ‘I know how hard you

work and how focused you can be. I know how committed you are to my people.’I think back to

those days. ‘It wasn’t hard work to me then. It was just what I wanted to do; what I believed

in.’Norman is of the Jirrbal, Bar-barrum and Tableland Yidinji tribes, mostly rainforest peoples

of the Wet Tropics World Heritage area and he has connections to the Great Barrier Reef also,

another world heritage area.I am typing a copy of the letter I wrote to Senator Jim Cavanagh,

the Minister for Aboriginal Affairs, that I sent from Edge Hill, Cairns, on 10 July 1974 asking for

political and financial support for the Mapoon people to move back to their land. Norman reads

out the following section:Also, we have been in touch with Gunn Rural Management about

doing a feasibility study of the development of cattle and fishing industries in the area. As soon

as the Mapoon people approve of this group, we are intending to include their

recommendations from their study in a submission for finance to the Federal Government.As

you know, difficulties are bound to arise with the State Government over the move back of the

Mapoon people to their tribal land. The Mapoon people are counting on your support for their

move back and for the redevelopment of their community at Mapoon.‘Did the Mapoon people

have trouble from the state government when they tried to move back to their land?’ Norman

asks.‘They certainly did,’ I reply. ‘Jerry was charged with stealing a brumby [wild horse] and I

was charged for trespassing on Weipa South reserve.’‘Did you lose the court case?’ Norman

asks incredulously.‘Yes, and I was fined and so was Jerry. I was served with a summons while I

was working in the Cairns library as a library assistant. It didn’t stop me though and it didn’t

stop Jerry. It was designed as intimidation.’‘What did Jerry look like?’ asks Norman.‘Look.’ I

open The Mapoon Story Volume 1 and find the copy of a poster of Jerry Hudson and Jean

Jimmy. ‘It was designed to raise support for them in those days, and they really were the poster

couple for the move back to Mapoon.’‘Jerry looks like a man of action.’‘Yes, he was,’ I say, ‘and



Mrs Jimmy was good with words. She wrote her own account of the removal from Mapoon and

she went to FCAATSI [Federal Council for the Advancement of Aborigines and Torres Strait

Islanders] conferences to speak on their behalf. A great team.Looking at the poster, I am

reminded of the strength of character in both Jerry and Mrs Jimmy. Her beautiful jet black face,

snowy hair and stately demeanour were always striking, even while sitting on the ground in the

bush beside Jerry. Wearing a long white short-sleeved dress, she had posed for the photo

seated on a small tarp on the dry ground, with twigs and small stones around her. To the right

stood a tree that was bereft of leaves, and to the rear dry brush and bushes were visible.Jean

Jimmy and Jerry Hudson Old Mapoon 1974 photo by Barbara Miller IDAJerry looked lean and

fit. Next to Mrs Jimmy on the small tarp, in his T-shirt and jeans he looked like he was ready for

the saddle. A little bit of grey stubble had appeared on his chin. The hat protecting him from the

hot sun also hid his brown hair. The poster was black and white with brown and green

colouring added. It was taken from a photo, probably one that I took.‘I wish I had kept copies of

all the photos I took,’ I tell Norman. ‘There were no digital cameras in those days. I only had a

cheap camera and, because I was short of money, I always sent the whole roll to IDA without

getting the photos developed first. I didn’t even see the photos. I should have asked them for

copies of the photos after they were developed. Maybe I did and they didn’t send them to

me.’Changing the subject, Norman asks, ‘How is your de Quiros book going anyway?’ This was

referring to my historical work about the Spanish expedition to explore the Pacific, led by

navigator Pedro Ferdinand de Quiros and completed by Luis Vaez de Torres. ‘Will it be ready in

time to launch at our conference in March? I know you’re working day and night but the

conference is less than two months away.’ He scratches his head.Our church was hosting a

conference called ‘The Islands Look to Me’ and people were coming from all over the Pacific

islands to attend. One of our speakers was to be a pastor from Vanuatu, where de Quiros had

landed – mistakenly thinking he had found the elusive great unknown south land, later named

Australia. Another person who had agreed to speak was a Spanish pastor from Israel who had

been born in South America, where de Quiros had set out from.‘If I can keep up this

momentum, I think I can,’ I say. ‘I’ll have to have it to the printer next month.’‘You’ll have to put

the Mapoon book to one side so you can finish this in time.’‘I know and I will,’ I assure

Norman.This book project is dear to my heart. I find it fascinating that the Dutch actually beat

the Spanish to finding Australia by six months. And that Mapoon is the first place of contact. It’s

another claim to fame for Mapoon and a story I am keen to get out. I’m going to call my book

The European Quest to Find Terra Australis Incognita: Quiros, Torres and Janszoon.Most

people who tell the de Quiros story don’t know that his second-in-charge, Torres, rightly

refused to believe that de Quiros had found the unknown south land when he landed on

Vanuatu. When de Quiros was forced to return and Torres took command of the expedition, he

sailed into what is now known as the Torres Strait and proceeded to wreak havoc on the Torres

Strait Islanders and Papua New Guineans. But Torres did find Australia, fulfilling de Quiros’s

original dream, six months after the Dutch got here in 1606.‘Well, Mapoon is on hold till I finish

the de Quiros book,’ I declare.I am true to my word and the de Quiros book is launched in

2014. Throughout the process, in any quieter moments my thoughts take me back to Mapoon.

It was such a long way from where I had started in life.CHAPTER TWOGrowing up in

Ipswich‘Hi Mum, hi Dad,’ I sing out as I walk in the door of our Ipswich family home. The hour’s

train ride from the University of Queensland in Brisbane, where I am studying medicine, has

flown by; having your nose in a book helps. As usual, my parents, Joyce and Merv, are in the

lounge watching TV, having eaten their evening meal, their ‘tea’, at 5pm. Dad is usually on an

early shift.As he turns a page of his newspaper, Dad looks up from his regular spot on the



lounge – this is ‘his’; he gets to stretch out on it; the rest of us share the other one. Brown-

rimmed glasses frame his blue eyes. As always, he is wearing boxer shorts and a singlet – it’s

navy today; sometimes it’ll be white. He was a surf lifesaver in his youth, but his blond hair is

now a thinned, light brown, and neatly parted.There’s no sign of my brother Greg – blond, slim

and tall – two years younger than me. He has already followed in the footsteps of Dad and

Dad’s father by becoming a boilermaker.I step towards the kitchen through the lounge room,

passing the unused record player under the windowsill, the china cabinet filled with gifts and

pretty things that are ‘too good to use’. There’s no door separating the lounge from the kitchen

– at times we sit at the kitchen table and watch TV while eating. The telly has pride of

place.Barbara Orientation Ceremony at Universitywhere students wore cap and gownThe

kitchen is a bright and cheery space. Mum’s ornaments adorn the kitchen shelves, figures of

Snow White and the seven dwarfs that she has made from plaster-filled moulds and painted;

lots of others too. Her homemade curtains add a big splash of colour.Where Dad is stout, fair

and blue-eyed, Mum is slim, dark-haired and brown-eyed. She gardens and plays tennis; Dad

plays lawn bowls, priding himself on being one of the best skippers in Queensland. After a day

on the greens he enjoys a drink at the bowls club or pub. The two of them met when Dad was

transferred with the railways from Ipswich to Roma in western Queensland. Mum came from a

railway family too. Both her brothers, Fred and Stan, were porters and her sister, Mavis, was a

station mistress in Brisbane later in life. Her father was a clerk.Barbara’s parents at the

Carnival Queen Ball in which she was an entrant in 1968.She was persuaded to enter by her

school photographerMum was schooled to Grade 10 and would have loved to become an

architect, but it was not to be for a country girl in those days. A stylish dresser, she worked in a

local department store until marrying. She was a clever and conscientious worker, always

trying to anticipate her boss’s needs, and she did some of the buying for the store. Mum hasn’t

done paid work since she married so she has always been home when Greg and I returned

from school. Like Dad, Mum wears glasses now; she is a keen reader, mainly of crime,

mystery, westerns and romance.The news blares out, ‘Demonstrators against the Vietnam War

are out in force today in the streets of Brisbane chanting, “All the way with LBJ”.’ This slogan

refers to Australian Prime Minister Harold Holt’s support for US President Lyndon Johnstone.

Students from my uni – the University of Queensland in Brisbane – are among the organizers

of this May 1970 anti-Vietnam War campaign. I recognize some faces. There are probably

some unionists among them too.At the sight of the demonstrators Dad scowls. ‘Bloody idiots!

Mongrels!’ he says, putting down his stubby of beer and tensing. The disgust in his voice

hovers in the air like an ugly cloud and he shakes his head disapprovingly.Dad is an avid

reader of newspapers and books, and is well-informed. When I was younger he introduced me

to Readers Digests and encouraged me to learn the words. Occasionally, Dad tells me how his

photographic memory is useful at work and he can show the engineers a thing or two.I don’t

challenge Dad easily as I usually come off second best. Generally, it’s better to stay quiet.

Today, however, I pluck up my courage. ‘Dad, they’re doing what they believe is right. They’re

standing up for their opinions. I’m not happy we’re fighting in Vietnam either.’‘Shut up!’ he yells

back. ‘You’re as bad as the rest of them.’Mum doesn’t like to contradict Dad but this time she

genuinely agrees with him. ‘There’re just a mob of ratbags,’ she says, giving me a withering

look. ‘You’re talking rubbish.’Shut down – but then again, I’m used to not having my opinions

taken seriously – I go into the kitchen. It only takes a few minutes for me to reheat the meal

Mum has kept in the fridge for me – mince rissoles with potato, pumpkin and some kind of

green vegetable; we are the typical ‘meat and three veg’ family. Seated in a chair facing the TV,

I eat quietly, swallowing my disappointment with my food, then go to my room.My sense of



being on a different wavelength to my family is so strong that, years later, when people ask me

about my family, I sometimes jokingly say, ‘The stork dropped me at the wrong house.’Just a

year after this exchange I was arrested in Canberra for handing out anti-draft leaflets during a

period of registration for the draft. I landed in Silverwater gaol in Sydney, having taken my first

ever plane ride, handcuffed to a policewoman. I cannot imagine what Dad would have said

about it. The matter was never discussed. I wasn’t in regular contact with my parents at this

time and when I did ring, Mum usually answered the phone. She was annoyed at my

‘stupidity’.* * *Although I wasn’t born in Bundaberg – I came into the world in Roma on 3 June

1950 – it is the location of many of my earliest memories. My brother was born here when I

was two years old. What I remember most about the place is having to close the doors and

windows of our house from black cane fire debris flying through the air when neighbouring

cane farms burnt off the cane to get rid of trash. ‘Bundy’s black snow’, some people have called

it. The sound and fury of a cane fire in full roar is electrifying. Golden flames shoot into the

night sky, sometimes ten metres high, and a whole paddock is engulfed quickly. I also

remember climbing up our neighbour’s mulberry tree and gorging on the fruit till my mouth and

hands were stained purple. We used to eat strawberries and peanuts from our garden too. I

had my first year of school in Bundaberg.Ipswich, a coal mining and railway town less than an

hour’s drive from Brisbane, the capital of Queensland, is where I grew up.At seven, I stayed

with my paternal grandparents in Lusitania Street, East Ipswich, for nearly a year. That was so I

could carry on at school while Mum, Dad and Gregory were living in a camp wagon out in

western Queensland. Dad was repairing railway tracks. The camp wagon was hitched to an

engine and carried from station to station as they moved around.I loved dashing up the stairs

of Nan and Pop Russell’s beautiful old timber Queenslander, raised off the ground against

floods, its verandas a retreat from the subtropical heat. The household routines were

comfortable and I became close to Nan and Pop.My Dad and Mum, myself Greg Nan and Pop

Russellat my 21st birthday party
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Joy RS, “Fascinating reading. A very informative and easy to read history/memoir, this is the

story of one woman's journey in confronting racism in Australia. I found this book a really

interesting and eye-opening read: did you know that there is still functional apartheid in

Australia today? I am South African and we are still fixing our past; I'm glad to see that there

are people in Australia who wish to see fundamental change continue to happen there as well.

Highly recommended for great insights into a critical part of Australia’s past and present.”

Pam Jones, “Important memoir. This book is a detailed and intimate account of the struggle

that the Indigenous people of Mapoon had to regain their land from governments who were

intent on getting financial benefit from traditional lands. A peaceful people who were living on

land they had held for so long and wanted to keep but unfortunately the financial gain was the

ultimate priority of governments. Barbara Miller began her journey as a white supporter but

became so committed to the Mapoon people and the injustice of their struggle against powerful

forces she became part of the struggle. Her knowledge of ways and means to assist the

people was invaluable and earned her the trust of the people with whom she blended to make

their struggle her own personal task. The set backs and machinations of officialdom are

chronicled with accuracy , but the constancy of the Mapoon peoples desire to return to their

land from which they were tricked into leaving needs to be read and not forgotten by all people

who can recognise injustice we need to learn lessons from this book which should inspire us

all to fight and help those who struggle against powerful governments”

Kelly Hines, “wow!!!!!! just wow!!!!. what an amazing and brave story to tell!!!! beautifully

written.... the pictures were an amazing touch, it was easy to feel connected and saddened for

all the injustice but so inspired for the difference she made! great read”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Big Heart. Barbara Miller has a big heart as well as a black one. A

fascinating story of woman who despite her conservative white upbringing was drawn to

helping the plight of indigenous Australians and eventually marry into the Mapoon community.It

was enriching to read of significant historical events from another perspective. I recommend it.”

Carolyn Killick, “It was great to read how. It was great to read how, with support from others, a

group of indigenous Australians over came enormous odds to achieve their heart's desire and

to improve their lives and the lives of their families. It was very detailed and a thorough

account by Barbara Miller, sometimes more detail than may have been necessary to tell the

story, but it is her memoir which may explain that.”



LitPick Book Reviews, “A great historical piece. The media could not be loaded.

                

            

                

            

            

        

    

    

  

  

This book follows the Mapoon people who were taken from their land by the Queensland

government in Australia to make way for mining propositions. Barbara Miller, volunteering with

the International Development Action (IDA), strove to help the Mapoon people get back to their

homeland, even after the government had eradicated their homes through fire and other

means. Barbara knew that they would rebuild – she’d known these people for a good portion of

her life.This is the story of how Barbara helped the Mapoon people move back to their

homeland, even under extreme government opposition. This is also the story of how she and

Jerry Hudson were taken to court for this blatant act against the Queensland government and

how Barbara herself was put under house arrest for her so-called "crimes" against the

government. A story of both loss and triumph, it follows Barbara and her zeal to see the

Mapoon people placed back where they belong: in their homes, from which they were unjustly

taken.Opinion:While this book reads like a history book at times, it mostly reads like a well-

written memoir. The author showed no prowess in using technical terms people wouldn't

understand. Instead, she wrote in a way that everyone could comprehend the content. I

expected flowery language and a heightened writing style when I started this book, as it was

rated "adult," but I was pleasantly surprised that I could follow everything going on with ease.

I’ve never been a fan of verbose passages that like to show off to the reader with how much

vocabulary is known by the author, so I truly appreciated being able to just read the story and

understand it at face value.This memoir contains real photographs from actual happenings that

occurred to the Mapoon people. Just in the first chapter, readers see a map of Australia, a map

of Cape York, a picture of Jean Jimmy, and a picture of Jack Callope’s burned house. Those

pictures help to not only set the stage for the rest of the book, but also help the readers

understand that what they are reading is real and that the events actually happened.

Photographs much akin to those were peppered throughout the entire memoir. Having

evidence in the form of photographs really helps to remind the readers that this is not some

fairy-tale for children; it's true. I loved the pictures in the book and found myself wishing there

were more as I read.I enjoyed the book a lot and thought it was a great historical piece, but I

did not like the fact that the book started off with its ending. One of the final scenes of the book



is given away in the prologue, and I didn’t appreciate that choice. It left the rest of the book in

an interesting place, what with the ending already clearly being seen in the very beginning of

the memoir. It was a choice on the author’s part to draw the reader in – to start the book with a

“hook.” As I read, the suspense seemed lessened. This was one reason I gave the book 4 out

of 5 stars, as everything else with the book was great, but I did not like knowing the ending

ahead of time.Overall, this memoir was an interesting read and very historical as a whole. I’ll

gladly add this book to my personal collection, and I will recommend it to my friends who are

interested in historical happenings.I received a complimentary copy of this book in exchange

for an honest review.”

Jennifer Hayes Yates, “Inspiring and Encouraging!. This was a very interesting account of the

author's work to help the Aborigines of Mapoon who were forced off their land. Her writing is

not just historical but descriptive and beautiful. As she shares her story, one can't help but feel

the pain of social injustice as she chronicles her journey as a youth, her spiritual awakening,

and her political understanding. Miller's story is both inspiring and encouraging!”

Shel, “A must read for an understanding of the traditional landowners fight for recognition.. This

is a wonderful combination of a biography and history. It tells of one woman's ability to effect

change for the original landowners. Her struggles and triumphs to help the aboriginal people to

reclaim their homeland. It is a very open and honest biography showing how each of us can

help to effect change in the world around us. It is wonderful that someone so involved in the

struggle has been able to document it so that future generations can appreciate the effort that

was needed to bring about a new era in reconciliation.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “A fascinating read.. Just finished reading this book. Couldn't put it down.

To see people's names in it that I know was amazing.So glad it had a happy ending & people

came home. The community is going from strength to strength now. A new church opened

recently. The Rugapayn store is being run by locals and is due to be upgraded. I miss being

there.”

The book by Barbara Miller has a rating of  5 out of 4.0. 27 people have provided feedback.

About the Author 10 Reviews. 12 Dedication. 15 Acknowledgements. 17 Foreword. 19 Preface.

20 Quotes and Maps. 22 Burnt Houses at Old Mapoon. 25 Finding the Letters, January 2014,

Cairns. 41 Growing up in Ipswich. 53 Spiritual and Political Awakening. 63 Queensland

University, 1970. 65 ROC – Revitalization of Christianity

Movement 70 Springbok Tour, July 1971. 74 Early Aboriginal Involvement, 1971-72. 81 Black

Panther Party 1972. 88 Gaoled in Silverwater 93 Birth of the Aboriginal Tent Embassy,

Canberra. 94 Thrust into the Limelight 105 Political Storms. 109 Change of Government and

Policy. 111 Connecting with IDA, 1972 and 1973. 113 Sydney. 113 Melbourne. 115 From

Canberra to Cairns. 129 Visiting Aurukun, April 1974. 147 Key Visits of April 1974. 163 Weipa.

163 On to Thursday Island and New Mapoon. 172 Preparing to Move Back. 187 Aboriginal Arts

Board Meeting at Laura. 189 Jerry, July 1974. 193 The Legals, 18 July 1974. 194 The Case for

the Southern Tour, August

1974. 196 Snags, Hold Ups and Cross Words. 201 Clash at Savos, Rocky Point 204 Drama at

Weipa South. 205 Confrontation at Old Mapoon. 209 Southern Tour, Lobbying Aid and

Church Groups. 212 A Provocative National Times

Article. 214 Bjelke-Petersen and Gough Whitlam.. 214 Face to Face with Killoran. 215 The



Move Back. 219 It’s on for 18–19 September 219 Reactions in the Media and among the

Yedinji 226 The Past Yields Some Startling

Revelations. 229 Senator Cavanagh Offers Reassurance at a 

Critical Time. 232 The Aftermath of the Move Back. 239 Bridge-building on My Visit South. 240

More Opposition. 242



Language: English

File size: 2868 KB

Text-to-Speech: Enabled

Screen Reader: Supported

Enhanced typesetting: Enabled

X-Ray: Not Enabled

Word Wise: Enabled

Print length: 386 pages

Lending: Enabled

Simultaneous device usage: Unlimited

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/d

