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			A Gift

			This book is a psalter – a Wiradjuri Book of Prayer. It is a contemplation of the sacred: of time, God and my father. Each meditation on time and the creator is followed by a memory of my father.

			Dad taught me about Yindyamarra – a way of being Wiradjuri. It means to be quiet, respectful, kind and forgiving. Yindyamarra is not a philosophy but a theology – a way of contemplating God. Dad never speaks about Yindyamarra without talking about Baiyaame – God.

			With God’s guidance I wrote this book more as a poem seeking silence and warmth and a shelter from the noise of modernity.

			I offer this to you to be read slowly. Open at any page and I hope you can find your own place of peace.

			Please look at the stars. Please feel the breath of the wind. Please listen to the songs of birds. Please let in beauty and lock out evil. 

			Turn off the TV, throw away newspapers, block out the words of politicians.

			Media kills. Politics kills.

			Babies smile and trust before they learn to hate. We cannot survive without each other.

			We were not made for chaos. We were not made for war. We were not made for greed. 

			God is love. God is love. God is love.

			Praise to God. 

			Praise to Baiyaame in Murriyang. Praise to God in Heaven.

			

		

	
		
			BABIIN

			The Magpies came: Garru, we call them – he saw them in a dream – they were on the front lawn of his house talking – Dad’s father and his grandfather had taken the form of Garru, and they were speaking to Dad in our language – they told Dad it wasn’t his time, he had more work to do – they gave him his mission: save our language. My father had learned to speak Wiradjuri from his grandfather out in the bush, and those words had buried themselves deep inside him. 

			Dad spent many years surviving, putting food on our table – one day at a time, one town after another, one back-breaking job, then another and one after that – his body is scarred – survival scars from boxing tents, sawmills and beatings, and he has scars not visible – scars hidden – scars of the soul that won’t heal.

			We nearly lost him when he turned eighty; he had taken a heavy fall and had severe brain trauma, bleeding formed a clot, and there was no guarantee he would come back from this. 

			

			Bumaldhaany Babiin. 

			Each night, I would drive past the Royal Prince Alfred Hospital in Sydney, wind down my window and yell those words. My father was in the neurology ward; he had lost his speech and his movement. 

			Bumaldhaany Babiin.

			The Bumaldhaany are our warriors; my father is my babiin – I knew that somewhere in that hospital, he could hear me. Covid-19 restrictions meant that I could not see him in the Intensive Care Unit and only my mother was allowed in, but I knew our language would find him, and he would fight. Language had given Dad a purpose in life. He was raised to be silent, his language was banned. Growing up, we used Wiradjuri words alongside English – our own creole tongue, but now a new generation was speaking fluently and my father alongside my Uncle Cecil, my Aunty Flo and other elders had revived Wiradjuri. Dad had given me a gift and now the gift of our language was bringing me closer to him.

			I didn’t want Dad to go; I never had a chance to know him. Dad was sad for many years – I saw that deep well of pain behind his eyes; black eyes that held dark pools of history – so much history, so much anger and so much hurt – I wish I had seen through that pain, but I was young, and I resented him, I could not see the man inside. Now I could see him, see through that pain. I am so grateful that I don’t have his memories. I am so grateful that he protected me.

			Bumaldhaany Babiin. 

			The Garru kept him alive. His sacred bird visited him every day and sat on the window of his hospital room. But we are losing him now. He is growing frail, and I know we won’t have him forever. And I’m scared because I’m not ready; I am scared because I’m not man enough yet to live without him in the world. 

			When he is gone, I will have to take his place – I will have to plant my feet in our soil and pull all our strength from the earth – I will have to stand under the stars and speak to God to ask him to make me a man.
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