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To the memory of David Mowaljarlai, without whose friendship, inspiration, and wisdom I might never have known that while I write with my right hand, my left hand gives me balance, support, and lift to dance a two-handed life.
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Introduction

The Formation of Identity

I grew up in a family of males. There was my mother, of course, but she was generally invisible to us; only her absence was really noticed. She cooked, cleaned, ironed, gardened, attended school sports, joined the roster of the school canteen, took us to our medical appointments, went to Mother’s Union meetings at the local church, and bore more sons. Occasionally she would reluctantly pull out her album of newspaper clippings which contained stories about her triumphs as a national swimmer, a diver, a skilled artist and draftswoman. Or she would take out her photograph album which showed us that she was a real person with a childhood, parents, and a great sense of humor.

As a family, we were far more familiar with my father’s life. He grew up in the Torres Strait Islands with the “Islander Natives,” the errant son of an enlightened missionary. His was a childhood filled with adventure and the exotic. We loved those wondrous times in the heart of winter when we gathered on the floor in front of the lounge-room fire to listen to our father spin his action-packed tales of riding on the back of a shark, thumbs firmly pressed into its eyes to save himself from being eaten, or stealing cigarette butts from sailors and vagrants and diving for pearls with the natives off the sides of the missionary lugger or from their community boats. As he wove us into his childhood world, mother washed the dishes, heated the milk for the hot chocolate she would carry in on a tray with toasted raisin bread for all of us, and stoked the slow–combustion stove before she shut it down for the night, ensuring us a warm, cozy kitchen when we woke up in the morning. We didn’t notice her.

Although I do not remember doing it consciously, at some point in my childhood I must have decided that I would not be an invisible female like my mother. At an early age, I set about being an outstanding athlete like my mother, a storyteller like my father, a public speaker and teacher like my preacher grandfather, a writer like my grandmother, and a politician, healer, artist, actor, activist, missionary, or anything else that would ensure I was somebody with a message, someone who counted. These youthful experiences metamorphosed into full-blown professions later in my life, but when I was a teenager they were statements or intentions.

My father must have known that being a traditional homemaker would not suit me, that I was a rebel like him, constantly challenging the constraints of convention. Each summer holiday, he and my mother sent me away to friends or relations to spend the six-week vacation experiencing their lives. I holidayed in the poverty and hardship of a Soldiers Settlement farm, served customers in a little village general store, camped on the beach with an eccentric psychiatrist and his family, luxuriated in the material pleasures enjoyed by our wealthy cousins, and occasionally stayed with my own family at my grandmother’s seaside cottage where we fished, climbed cliffs, spied on lovers in the sand dunes, and played strategy board games. Thinking I must have been too disruptive for the rest of the family if I stayed at home, I once asked my father how come I was the only one of his children whom he sent away. He told me that no matter what I did in my life, I would have to do it better than men because, whether he agreed with it or not, that was the way of the world. He wanted to give me the world.

My being a girl seemed to flummox my father somewhat, but he spent a lot of time engaging me in intellectual and religious challenges and discussions. Perhaps I was the only one of his children who thought the machinations of his mind were such fun; I also thought it was the best way to be visible to him. In any event I enjoyed these private times immensely, always stretching to meet the challenges he wanted me to think about. Being a tomboy opened up other vistas as well. I was able to compete with the boys in their little man’s world of strategy, intrigue, and vigor. I learned to fight fiercely, swear outrageously, connive cleverly, wield a wrench and axe competently, push a lawn mower, and play cowboys and Indians or cops and robbers without dying while my mother watched me through the kitchen window as she prepared yet another meal without the help of her only daughter. From my teenage years until well into adulthood, my mother implored, “Why can’t you just be a normal girl/woman?” How terribly sad she must have been to realize that rather than growing up to share the joys of womanhood with her, I steadfastly turned my back and went outside to join the “real world” where boys were mean and men were tough.

In this world of the 1950s gender was predictable and accepted. Men did particular things and women did other particular things. These things were rarely challenged, the boundaries of responsibility seldom breached. Women’s Business for Western women meant that mothers had babies, looked after homes and families, did volunteer work and homecrafts. Men’s Business generally meant that fathers went out to work, earned money, and held the dominant positions in family, community, and the nation. Fathers were obviously and emphatically very important. They had power, influence, and authority over the whole world. It was certainly my experience that men made all the decisions about everything that I knew to be significant in my life.

Like all teenagers I was quite impressionable, and noted that the things that men did attracted great recognition. Like millions of females at my age and stage of life in the 1950s, I was guided, even coerced by schoolteachers, ministers, and many other significant adults into assuming the roles and functions that my culture had fashioned for me. But like many other emerging young women, I reached the infamous 1960s in revolt. If being poor, silenced, a servant, a slave, or a second-class citizen was Women’s Business in my culture, then I wanted out. At that point in my life it had become overwhelmingly evident that traditional women’s work counted for nothing, and that the dice was loaded against those who crossed the gender boundary to participate fully in decision making at any level of government or industry.

We girls born in the 1940s were collectively responsible for giving birth to the action called the Women’s Liberation Movement. At first, being a “Wimmin’s Libber” was a hoot. It gave us license to break the rules, those social and cultural protocols designed by men to contain and maintain women within the boundaries of their man-made world. These actions went a long way toward fulfilling my serious hunger to be visible, and eased my anger at being asked to get my little brother to guarantee a motor vehicle loan for me when I had a university education and a secure job as a high school teacher and he had neither. We burned our bras, marched defiantly in trousers instead of skirts, stockings, and high stiletto heels, busted into Men Only bars, stood for university and general elections, and incessantly demanded equality. It was much later that we really understood just how structurally and institutionally disadvantaged women were in Western society. By that time I was married, divorced, and a mother myself, a single parent, the head of my own little family but just as responsible for my child’s survival and thriving as all the fathers with whom I competed in the marketplace of paid work, and all the mothers who did volunteer work and homecrafts.

Motherhood came easily and naturally to me and I was not going to let it upset my journey toward equality in my society or culture. My strenuous childhood had equipped me with a fine mind, a sharp tongue, impressive physical prowess, and a finely tuned survival instinct with the competence to carry through whatever I chose to work at. Lingering underneath this persona was a family heritage of generations of teachers, preachers, and missionaries that nudged me toward working in the fields of justice, human equity, and caregiving. My participation in the feminist movement fit this bill but was not enough. Bringing about attitudinal change in adult males never seemed sufficiently satisfying or thorough in its execution. I wanted to shape the minds of the next generation of people and mold the next generation of thought. I wanted to see an end to the cultural attitude toward women inherent in the biblical story where Eve is created from Adam’s rib for male service and pleasure as though woman were merely an appendage to the male gender. This, I thought, could only be achieved by espousing an equally valid yet uniquely woman’s way of seeing the host of social, political, and economic issues that the sixties generated. In my private life this meant taking responsibility for my own offspring and as many other disadvantaged children as I could manage. At the age of twenty-four I had my own two-year-old son and three wanton teenage “daughters.” By the time I was thirty-four, eleven teenagers of both sexes called me guardian. Even now, years later, I have seven teenage boys and girls in my care or custody in addition to my own teenage daughter.

In everyone’s life there seems to be an event or chance encounter that proves to be the inevitable meeting with destiny or fate. For me, this was meeting the charismatic, visionary Ngarinyin Aboriginal Lawman David Mowaljarlai. He emerged as the most profound influence on me until his untimely death in September 1997. Our evolving friendship provided the model, framework, and direction for my thinking, my work, and my ultimate acceptance of my identity as a woman and the role and authority of doing Women’s Business.

Gender and Identity Revisioned

In 1973 my son was just three when I was appointed special advisor to the Western Australian Minister for the North West. This job included travel to the remote Pilbara and Kimberley regions of the far north of the state of Western Australia to meet with individuals and groups who had problems or suggestions related to the delivery of government services, and to advise the minister on “quality of life” issues for people living in remote communities.

At that time the Pilbara was a region in transition. There were old mining and port towns whose pattern of settlement had grown slowly over a hundred or so years, following the discovery of gold, stock grazing, shipping patterns, and the availability of water. Then there were new towns, planted in the deserts and on the coast by international corporate giants whose lifeblood was iron ore. The old settlements had character and history; their tiny populations had developed a real sense of community, and lifestyles that reflected and embraced the reality of living in a harsh, hot, geographically isolated area. The new towns were transplanted microcosms of any major city: artificially stratified to reflect the company hierarchy, fully air-conditioned to simulate a temperate climate, and filled with young families and single men brought in specifically to drive the massive, multimillion-dollar open cut mines.

Aboriginal camps and reserves were found within and around the old communities. Black and white mingled casually and comfortably together while remaining culturally separate and distinct. Whether fossicking for gold, driving cattle, or loading ships, both races were there rubbing shoulders with each other in shared work—not in friendship, but without fear or hostility. Like the heat of the day and the sweat on the brow, they were just there, side by side in a shared reality. The Aboriginal people held to their culture, went Walkabout to perform their ceremony or hunt for bush tucker, and submitted to the sociopolitical doctrine of the day which held they were a class of people believed to be a primitive, less evolved form of human life.

There were no Aboriginal people in the new mining towns. In the early 1970s these towns were closed and access could be gained only with permission and by arrangement with the corporations. They were called company towns. Aboriginal people were not consulted about the mining operations that invaded and excavated their sacred sites and lands. They were simply invisible.

As special advisor, I was to work with Whitefellas only. At first I did not question this. I was a newcomer to the region and had to come to terms with my task, the extreme climate, the experience of driving hundreds of kilometers on bloodred, sandy roads and tracks, and flying in fragile single-engine aircraft that flicked around in the sky on the tropical heat thermals like dry leaves in autumn gusts. I spent much of my time meeting company officials, mischievous unionists, and desperately alienated young mothers.

Until the mining boom of the 1960s and ’70s the Kimberley and Pilbara regions were little known. Remote and hostile, majestic and mysterious to the vast majority of Australians who hugged the coast in climatically temperate southern Australia, these regions were dominated by Aboriginal culture and peoples while the European presence was restricted to pioneers, ranchers, eccentrics, and a service population of bureaucrats. In those days Australians knew little of Aboriginal culture, and seemed happy to remain blissfully ignorant. Mining news was the only news that came from the area because mining created jobs and promised wealth to the still youthful state of Western Australia. In the collective consciousness of the cities, this wild country was for men only, a place where they isolated themselves to escape broken relationships or family responsibility, and to earn big dollars. Here they drank hard, swore colorfully, and indulged in that special kind of “blokey” male behavior that seems to emerge when men live without the tempering influence of women, children, and social values.

My headquarters was in the coastal town of Port Hedland, a place divided by a spit of sandy swamp into old Hedland and, twelve kilometers away, the new government settlement of South Hedland. In between them was the Three Mile, an Aboriginal reserve where approximately 150 people lived in unmitigated squalor, invisible to the eyes and minds of the Whitefellas. Each day as I drove from South Hedland to my office, I passed Aborigines walking along the road toward the pub. Like the scrub and marsh, I barely noticed them. It was not until I met a wonderful Aboriginal woman named Rosie that my consciousness awakened to the fact that there was an Aboriginal presence in the region and in all the old towns. She took me to the Three Mile, visited my infant son and I at the hotel, and on weekends, we went bush.

Conferences were very popular in those days. In some respects they were the only opportunity for the people of the north to talk to the remote decision makers who defined, directed, and modified their lives. Sometimes an Aboriginal person was invited to attend a particular session, usually to speak about the Land Rights Movement that emerged in the seventies. I was invariably a speaker at one or another of these conferences, usually in the soft part of the program, where I talked about those quality of life issues that were the domain of women. It was on one of these occasions that I first met Mowaljarlai. During a morning tea break, he stood conspicuously alone by an exit door, ignored by almost all participants, who did not know how to talk to a tribal Aborigine. I was also ignored because quality of life issues were regarded with considerable suspicion. Besides, I was “a bloody feminist.” I introduced myself to Mowaljarlai, saying, “We’re the odd ones out here!” He laughed and we were instantly united as the odd couple. I was an opinionated twenty-six-year-old feminist, mother of one son, and he was a fiery forty-eight-year-old tribal Lawman, father of eight children. Over the years we sought each other out on these occasions and our friendship grew.

In those heady, revolutionary days, both Mowaljarlai and I saw the world exclusively through the eyes of political activism. Feminism was taking root in both public consciousness and in legislatures around the country. Land Rights was very clearly on the political agenda along with the doctrine of self-management and self-determination. The underlying energy of all these issues was the search for justice. This was often interpreted as equality, which was further interpreted as sameness—all human beings are equal because all are human. It was some years before I acknowledged that we were not, in fact, equal. Neither were we the same. Mowaljarlai and I came from cultures whose underlying myths, philosophies, and ideologies were profoundly different, particularly relating to gender as fact and principle.

As a feminist, I had expected and sought equal rights and access to all cultural expressions that were conventionally the domain of males, particularly the political and economic domains. In the context of our personal friendship, the Ngarinyin Lawman Mowaljarlai expected, encouraged, and taught me to restrict myself to and develop skills in Women’s Business, while he operated within his cultural paradigm of Men’s Business. Split between these two cultural views of gender, I often felt deeply torn. On one hand, I did not intend to surrender any of the hard-fought gains of access and participation in significant decision making. In my day-to-day world, however, a previously denied, deep sense of my own feminine self washed over me. For years I struggled with this conflict and apparent contradiction both in my self-image and in my relationship with the male world.

Because Aboriginal culture was seen as inferior, irrelevant, and even primitive by white Australia, Mowaljarlai was, like Western women, generally diminished, even dismissed as an activist for the unacknowledged underclass. I was a forthright feminist activist, a warrior who fought for women’s and Aboriginal cultural recognition through the doctrines and law of political and social justice. Because of our friendship, I was able to see my own culture through the perspective of a visionary tribal Lawman of a primary indigenous culture. This unique window on the world opened my eyes to a concept of the feminine whose authority and nature is, I believe, integral to the health and well-being of all human societies. Through my friendship with Mowaljarlai I have come to understand the forgotten essence of being a woman in my own culture—which continues to extinguish, or render as invisible as the mother of my childhood, the Essential Feminine.

Mowaljarlai’s position as a tribal Lawman for an invisible culture and my position as a female in Western culture were uncannily similar. The relationship between the Western and Aboriginal cultures seemed to be a reflection of the relationship between the feminine and the masculine in Western culture. We enjoyed a mutually enriching discourse on the nature and evolution of gender identity and consciousness that lasted until his death. Using our own decadeslong relationship as a base, we created an allegory for a consciously conceived vision and strategy for millennial change.

Mowaljarlai’s and my friendship began tentatively, as all relationships do. At first, we sought the familiar to share—family, places visited, issues of mutual interest. We communicated in English because that was the only language I spoke. Mowaljarlai was conversant in five languages, English being the fifth. He had learned to speak, read, and write basic English in the Kunmunya Mission where he spent much of his youth. His command of English was better than that of most tribal Aborigines but was limited to a range of vocabulary and expression given to him by those Whitefellas—religious leaders, anthropologists, lawyers, and government bureaucrats—with whom he came in contact. There were no poets, musicians, artists, metaphysicists, or philosophers among his early European contacts, and few women. In fact, until our friendship, he did not have the vocabulary in English to say what his mind saw and knew, and what he desperately wanted to communicate and share.

It was some years before I understood the intellectual and cultural assumptions, the ideological dogmas that I brought to our friendship. I simply applied them willy-nilly, not thinking that he might conceive and experience the world in a different way. I operated on the assumption that the intellectual tradition to which I was born was the birthright of all humanity, that logic and reason—the myth of logos as I call it now—were not only the default settings of human thought but were absolute values in their own right. I felt I had a kind of intellectual responsibility to encourage Mowaljarlai to see things through my skilled, objective, if passionate, eyes.

As we aged, and our respective families grew and changed, we began to share our children with each other. We were now both single parents, each of us going through our respective passages of life as were our children. The difference between us was that his and his sons’ passages were marked by rich ceremony and ritual while mine and my son’s passed by uncelebrated. I felt both envious and somehow diminished. His boys were exquisitely aware of their stages of maturation, their identities, and the relationships that bound them in a true sense of cultural and social belonging. My son’s and daughter’s world was urban, fragmented, and quite detached from any spiritual sense of identity or belonging. Our relatives, all of whom lived thousands of kilometers apart, had little contact with each other. By way of understanding the meaning and significance of the rites of passage that Mowaljarlai and his children celebrated, I asked questions endlessly. It was during these years that I discovered a depth of meaning in the major ceremonial events as well as the most subtle of signals that celebrated these biological changes or emergence of “sight.” I also discovered that Men’s Business and Women’s Business are biologically, not ideologically, grounded, that a division of responsibility by gender liberated both so that they could experience respect for the sovereignty, authority, and potency of each other, that each stage of life carried gender-specific, biologically rooted aptitudes that were evident in social behaviors.

Mowaljarlai’s behavior toward me was that of an older Ngarinyin Lawman toward a maturing woman, a mother or Murranburra (an older person with a high degree of cultural knowledge), and a Banman (visionary/healer/teacher). This had both mundane and ideologically heretical implications. At its most mundane, I gradually found myself cooking, cleaning, serving, ironing, and chauffeuring for Mowaljarlai, his fellow Lawmen, and their children. To the great mirth, even shock, of my feminist friends, I waited on the old man hand and foot while he was guest in my home. For my Gardia, or Whitefella, friends and colleagues and my own children it was still “You know where everything is. Help yourself and clean up afterwards!”

Our friendship had a profound impact on my self-concept as a female, challenging my ideologically sound, politically correct beliefs and behaviors. I found that in Mowaljarlai’s company I felt so fully alive and potentialized as a woman that I started to reevaluate the doctrine of feminism, particularly what I saw as its choice of a competitive, more masculine personhood over womanhood. I liked the sense of female empowerment he gave me. Mowaljarlai respected what he believed was my authority as a mature woman. When I spoke about the internal workings or processes of anything at all, he listened mindfully and respectfully. I learned that women’s authority was integral to the process of all conceptual development because it was my biological birthright as a gestator of life. Motherhood endowed me with that authority. I served him domestically because nourishment, health, and well-being were Women’s Business.

It is also Women’s Business to perpetuate language in the world as mothers of small children, as the navigators and teachers of adolescents, as wives and grandmothers with their families as they share the joys, tears, and texture of life, as I did with Mowaljarlai in building a bridge of understanding between our two ways of seeing.

One never really knows exactly when or how transformation happens but it happened in our friendship and this was reflected in the pathway we followed from 1989 until his death in 1997. Certainly there were outside events that pushed us to increasingly creative solutions to issues that would neither go away nor be resolved. The Ngarinyin struggle for recognition of their preexisting Native Title was one such issue. Another was our simultaneous recognition that the younger generations were in deep trouble. Their lack of identity as male or female and their lack of direction seemed to be related to the fragmentation and breakdown of cultural and social values, the disappearance of authority structures such as tribes and families, and the ideologically driven extinguishment of gender difference. These generations seemed aimless, rootless, unfulfilled. In their search for meaning, for relevance within society as a whole, they were finding ideologies and institutions that not only failed to inspire or sustain them but that attempted to incarcerate them within the man-made boundaries of a myth they did not relate to.

As we cast our vision wider, we recognized that the biologically rooted social orders of his culture, and the self-correcting and self-managing communities of mine, were all but destroyed. Parental authority had gradually been eroded by the state, and older generations had been rendered redundant, usurped by legislation that created and maintained a level playing field free of age or gender considerations. State social and welfare policy and programs were growing to meet the terrible social consequences of cultural destruction symbolized by the demise of the living myths by which human cultures thrive. We found teenagers being taught how to use drugs of addiction recreationally because “drugs are out there, they’re a fact of life, and prohibition doesn’t work.” We found young girls, only just menstruating, being given advice about, and access to, oral contraception and abortion by the state because “nobody wants unwanted pregnancy and nobody can stop kids from having sex when they want to.” Sexual depravity and abuse, whose victims included prepubescent boys, girls, and old women, increased daily. Unemployment among young people was running at three times the rate for thirty-year-olds while among Aboriginal people it was nudging 90 percent! More jails were being constructed to incarcerate more male youths. Primary school children bashed up their teachers and burned down schools. Middle-aged mothers were now too frightened to teach their daughters about womanhood, and fathers had become afraid of the political power and potential violence of their sons. Christian churches were either emptying or closing altogether while fundamentalism of all kinds was erupting with a vengeance. Everywhere, everywhere lay the evidence of the decaying human condition because the living myths that inspire the soul had been replaced by the exploitative, man-made myth of economic rationalism. This state of affairs continued to worsen.

Mowaljarlai and I, like parents worldwide, became aware that we could do little to change entrenched institutional ideologies and the policies that were shaping the minds of our children. However, we could direct our energies to raising public awareness about the nature of Men’s Business, Women’s Business, and rites of passage, and we could still apply this knowledge within and between our families and tribes. It was around this time that the memory of my father’s mind-bending exercises in my childhood reemerged with some force. I wanted to find imagery and knowledge that were familiar to people within my own culture in order to relate and amplify the wisdom of Ngarinyin Law. I thought, if their Law relating to Men’s Business, Women’s Business is biologically rooted, and their claim that the basic unit of existence is that there are always two—male and female, masculine and feminine—there must be evidence of this in the world of science. This search took me into quantum physics where I found absolute consistency between quantum theory and Ngarinyin Law. In the field of genetics, where the basics of DNA is the relationship between two chemically encoded strands of life, the story was the same. When I looked into the world of the computer chip, I found that the totality of cyberspace is composed of an infinite range of coded relationships using the digits zero and one. These symbols could just as easily have been a star and a square. Perhaps coincidentally, perhaps insightfully, the Ngarinyin symbol for female is an open circle, and for male, a single stroke. These represent the shape of the womb and the shape of the phallus. In the language of Ngarinyin rock art these two symbols are juxtaposed in an infinite variety of relationships to create pictures and stories, from which Men’s Business and Women’s Business are derived.

Not only did my intellectual quest look at the scientific for comparisons to Ngarinyin Law, it went the other way as well. In a number of scientific fields I have been able to give a fresh view to problems being addressed by postgraduate students, researchers, and professors by explaining the workings of Ngarinyin philosophy within the relationship of Men’s Business, Women’s Business. My work has now expanded into the corporate sector where many large organizations, having realized the inefficiency of top-heavy management, a chain of command, and little or no internalized sense of identity or accountability within the lower ranks, are now undergoing radical restructuring. How surprised they are to discover that the ancient Law of the Ngarinyin embodies a relevant, inspiring, organic, sustainable, and dynamic system of management and decision making based on age and gender relationships that profoundly improves productivity and accountability within the modern corporation! It has given me considerable pleasure to return to those very same male-dominated industries and agencies who shunned Mowaljarlai and me as activists in the 1970s to help them find ways of coming to terms with quality of life issues within their organizations.

In the lives of our families, we started teaching the fundamentals of this ancient system of relationship, of Men’s Business, Women’s Business, through example and directive. Mowaljarlai instructed his sons to observe gender and kinship constraints with my daughter. My son, now twenty-eight years old and a father himself, is navigator and brother to Mowaljarlai’s sons. Until Mowaljarlai’s death, we taught the Ngarinyin principles in seminars, workshops, and our children’s schools. I continue to embody them in my public life of speaking, teaching, and writing, and in my role as mother to Mowaljarlai’s sons and caregiver to his grandchildren and other Ngarinyin young people. The sense of identity and belonging we all enjoy, the ease with which our intergenerational relationships are conducted, and the purpose that we inject into our tasks and lives reflect the profound wisdom of the Ngarinyin Law of Relationship.

Where do we go from here?

Men’s Business, Women’s Business is about more than gender-specific definition and function. That males are physiologically different from females is a generally accepted truism in both cultures even if it is politically incorrect to draw attention to or act on this knowledge in Western culture. In Ngarinyin culture, it is an accepted truism that the physiological process of aging is a destiny that all humans share. For Ngarinyin men and women, it is a given that a male’s awareness and behavior will respond to and reflect his stage of biological maturation while a female’s awareness and behavior will do the same in accordance with her biological stage of maturity. For women and men, each of these stages is marked by ritual and ceremony, celebrated in sacred song, and respected in life. The Ngarinyin Law for relationship between genders and their distinctive stages of maturation is as complex and coherent as the spiraling DNA molecule whose strands of genes interact with each other according to a predetermined biological blueprint and time clock, derived from previous generations, and spanning life from conception to death and beyond. This is the simplicity and ultimate beauty of Men’s Business, Women’s Business.

Mowaljarlai and I decided to publish a book that contained this Ngarinyin knowledge. The Ngarinyin method of education is to simply tell a story and let its imagery, atmosphere, texture, and meaning work themselves out in the subconscious part of the mind. By contrast, the Western method is to take a story and intellectualize it, to analyze it for meaning and significance, to spell out all its nuances and subtlety, to summarize it in “how to” steps, then to write about it or put a formulated strategy into practice. We did not want to do that. We believed the power of allegory would do an infinitely better job of identifying the relevance of stories than we could. So we opted to use the Ngarinyin storytelling method to share their knowledge, rather than the Western method of academic discourse. In Part 1 I have created verbal illustrations of precontact Ngarinyin life to tell the story of Men’s Business, Women’s Business in the ages and stages of maturation, using the language of the imaginal and the poetic, and the imagery of the Mythic. In Part 2 I have applied the same styles; however, many of the stories come from real life, as examples of Two-Way Thinking and Converging Pathways. Key Ngarinyin concepts have been explained only where they have been too difficult to reveal in the stories. The commentaries on Western cultural experiences serve as pointers rather than claiming to be academic analyses or full descriptions. Every individual, family, group, community, corporation, or nation can read this book and find its own relevance.
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