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DEDICATION


First and foremost, Kangaroo Stew is dedicated to my fellow Tjupan/Ngalia Wonguktha people. The struggles, love and connection the characters in the text face are a pure reflection of my life and the lives of many Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander peoples living in post-colonial society. This story is dedicated to all of my old people and to the old people of all of our mob that have had to bear the burden of desperately fighting to keep our culture and lore strong. Like our Tjukurr and songlines, your fights and tribulations will continue to live in our living memories, stories handed down from generation to generation of how we fought, we survived and eventually thrived once again.


I dedicate this text to all the lobbyists that spend their lives fighting for justice in a political landscape that empowers mining groups to destroy with reckless abandon. Your wisdom and foresight in keeping our parna (land) strong and healthy keep allyship meaningful and we walk hand in hand, protecting the needs of that which we hold so close.


Finally, I dedicate this story to my family, my children and to my dad, who has worked tirelessly in the mining space, doing the hardest work of creating change to the system from within the heart. Your wisdom and patience in the face of people that see no value in our landblood has helped construct an often balanced approach to the ways in which I can present stories such as Kangaroo Stew.


Nkayu kuturtu malya baal.


Love,


Zac Mongeeya James




WRITER’S NOTES


Kangaroo Stew is based on a town named Leonora nestled on the edge of the desert. My Tjupan/Ngalia people were forced here in the 1970s after our traditional land was taken from us by various mining companies. The story is a representation of my experiences of Native Title, land rights and mining, which have changed, shifted and transformed through the stages of my life.


It is no secret that one of the greatest threats to our First Nations culture and lore is mining. The industry often destroys areas of great significance with little to no regard. This has been proven many times throughout the history of colonial Australia, with the explosion of Juukan Gorge being a recent example. That destruction is felt much deeper than just a scar on the parna (land). We feel that pain in our souls, our very beings. As a people of strong lore, the repercussions for destruction of songlines can be immense and draped in deep sorrow.


My people have long protested and fought against the mining industry, some notable activists in my family being Nan Shirley Wonyabong and my sister Vikki Abdulla. Their continued fight against uranium mining occurred in one of my sacred areas, Yakabindie. This is the birthplace of Jack, a character in the text.


There is opportunity in working with mining groups, opportunity that otherwise wouldn’t exist for our forgotten communities in the remote areas. As my dad once said, ‘It’s better to have a seat at the table than watch our kids die in the streets’. Though this sentiment is valid and true, is it safe to make a deal with the devil? This conflict and inner turmoil between the importance of culture and land as well as future vision and sustainability in a post-colonial setting is the main conflict within Kangaroo Stew. It is a complex question which is the cause of great divide between many of my people. It is even a deep divide within myself as the writer.


My final thoughts are on the representation of strong, Blak matriarchal characters in text. For my people, our wanti (women) share equal balance in responsibilities in community. As men, we cherish their place as universe makers, mabarn (magic) healers, fierce protectors, wise oracles and fighters of justice and peace. Our women are superheroes but they grieve deep in the context of a colony that has strived to take everything from them and instilled a white patriarchal oppression upon them. The character of Lilly is a dedication to my mum, my nan, my aunties, my sister, my cousins, my daughter and all the change makers in the community who keep us strong. We would not exist without the universes that you create with great beauty and power, and we as Aboriginal men MUST fight to bring back sacred synchronicity; our songlines, culture and lore demand it.




DRAMATIS PERSONAE (CHARACTERS)


Lilly – Female, late 60s, Yamaji and Nyoongar. Mother of Jack and David. The Matriarch: strong, powerful and Blak.


John – Male, early 50s, Wonguktha, Martu, and a spirit. Father of Jack and David. A memory, living and eternal.


Jack – Male, early 30s, Wonguktha, Martu, Yamaji and Nyoongar. David’s brother. Staunch and proud.


David – Male, late 20s, Wonguktha, Martu, Yamaji and Nyoongar. Jack’s brother, Anne’s fiance. Driven, loving but not always able to see the bigger picture.


Anne – Female, late 20s, Caucasian. David’s fiancee.




TJUPANNY (LANGUAGE LIST)


Baal – (you)


Balu – Ba-loo (you)


Bana – (watch out, be careful)


Coord – (bro)


Dithi/Yalkana – (child)


Garlu Kata – (dickhead)


Gudi – (slang, crazy, tapped)


Gudyella – Ga-dee-ela (crazy, fool)


Inni – (true)


Kantula – Gan-jew-la (dance)


Kapi – Ga-bi (water)


Kata – (head)


Katja – Ga-cha (child)


Ladar – (warcry, shout)


Malya – (deadly, good)


Mama – Ma-ma (Dad)


Marlu – Ma-loo (Kangaroo)


Marnta – (ground, soil)


Mayi – (food)


Mirrinku – (death, died)


Moin – (sex, intercourse)


Munna – (arse, bum)


Murndah/Marnta – (dirt, money)


Nardoo – Nar-do (poxy)


Ninji – (spear)


Nintipayl – Nin-de-bi (knowledge)


Njayuku – Ni-u-goo (my)


Njobru – Nau-bru (girlfriend)


Njupa – (partner)


Nyaku – (goodbye, seeya)


Nyanji – (pubic hair)


Parna – Bar-nah (ground, earth)


Pika – Bee-gah (sick)


Pulya – (thank you, this is good)


Tjamu – (Pop, Grandfather)


Tjukurpa – Jewk-ar-ba (dreaming, culture)


Walyku – Wal-goo (poor thing, sad)


Wangka – One-gah (talk, speak)


Wati – (Loreman)


Wayunpa – Way-un-ba (welcome)


Wiardu – (nothing, no)


Winyarn – (poor thing)


Wirla – Whirl-a (heart)


Wongi – (us, our kind of people)


Wulanu – Wool-a-new (sad)


Yaku – Ya-goo (Mum)


Yukay – (watch out, bad thing)


Yuwa – You-wa (Yeh, hey? Hey!)




Creedence Clearwater Revival’s ‘Down on the Corner’ plays.


SCENE ONE


KITCHEN


Song playing on the radio (‘Up Around the Bend’, CCR). LILLY sits in contemplation at the kitchen table. She’s drinking a tea as a pot boils on the stove. We see a calendar open on the table. She stands up, cuts some vegetables and puts them into the pot, then sits back down. Eventually she turns the calendar page over and stares at it. She turns it back over and gets back up and looks over the stew. She eyes a bottle of wine, then picks it up.














	JACK (OS)


	Door’s jammed again.
 (He is stuck behind the door.)








LILLY places the bottle back down. 














	LILLY


	You gotta kick it.








There’s a banging sound.


ENTER JACK


JACK is holding a bag of shopping.














	JACK


	I thought it was getting fixed today?
 Smells good.







	LILLY


	Have a taste.







	JACK


	Where you want the shopping?








LILLY motions to the fridge. JACK unpacks.














	LILLY


	Powder milk?







	JACK


	Nothing, got condensed though.







	LILLY


	What you mean ‘got condensed’? Condensed milk? I’m not gonna use condensed milk on my Weeties!







	JACK


	Oh I’m sorry Mum, I forgot you’ve got standards.

 Powdered milk or nothing.








He pulls out a tin of powdered milk.














	LILLY


	Make me wild some days.







	JACK


	No-one else will put up with your high food standards.







	LILLY


	Stop being cheeky.








JACK finishes unpacking.














	JACK


	When’s big shot due?







	LILLY


	Don’t start already. They hardly visit.







	JACK


	Yuwa, why’s he coming now? Asking for loan?








JACK takes a seat, sees the wine bottle.














	JACK


	On the hooch again?







	LILLY


	Funny. Like David would need a loan from us anyway.







	JACK


	Maybe he lost his job?







	LILLY


	Don’t be stupid.








JACK cracks a can and has a drink. He notices the calendar and flips over the pages.














	JACK


	You’re a couple days behind there.







	LILLY


	Really? I must have forgotten.







	JACK


	Yeh right … ‘Forgot’. I ran into Melanie at the shops.







	LILLY


	What nuisance she been spreading?







	JACK


	No nuisance, she said you’ve missed some sessions.







	LILLY


	Wanted gossip most likely.







	JACK


	She asked you to call for a coffee.







	LILLY


	I will need wine for that.







	JACK


	It might be good if you go talk to someone.







	LILLY


	I’ll go for that coffee the day you move to Perth.







	JACK


	Ladar, low blow. I’m just looking out for ya.
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