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Glossary of Kurnai Tribe of Gippsland

Gwonamaroo

Tarlo Gwonamaroo

Gidi

Boorun
Choo-lurn
Chu-lurn
Neerbong
Kurnai

Kani
Gunnai
Kou-ark
Ngarak
Nargooragal
Tarlo Wyak
Mrart
Brajerak
Tatungalung
Jirrah

Sea Eagle

Black Swan

Pelican

Bell-bird

Water hen

Gippsland Aboriginals

" "

Kookaburra

Black Cockatoo

Crow

Seagull

whiteman literally 'ghostman’
foreign black 'men whom we fear'
people of the south

Kangaroo



BUNGELEEN

( in memory of Bungeleen, of the Tatungalung Kurnai, who died in
captivity at the Native Police Station, Stud Road on 21.11.1848)

Through the motheaten old records I glean
the sordid story of Bungeleen.

The story haunts me, depressed, I lose heart,
I see Bungeleen in paradise, my visions start

to recreate that yesterday, forgotten, unseen,
the paradise of the people of Bungeleen

In Paradise:
By great southern lake along northern shore
wander Tatungalung people forever and more.

They gather the possum, they spear and they fish,
they lie in the sunshine, they dream, they wish,

they gather by fireside where yarns are told
where poems are sung and legends unfold.

But paradise is broken, the spell it is gone
with the mrart coming, coming forever and on.

"Oh Bungeleen, Bungeleen, do the ghost-men know
when they have taken paradise there is nowhere to go?"



The hunt for the White Woman:
The horse-mounted brajerack swept along the lake shore
where the people of paradise had lived, just before

and they shot and they killed and murdered and raped
as they went, in Tatungalung country few had escaped.

Following behind came the mrart and their fears
for their precious white lady, held captive for years

by the people of Bungeleen - "Oh what a life
to be held captive, forever, in paradise".

But the mrart persevered in their blinding hate
to find the lost lady and rescue her from a fate

worse than death, of being forced to lie
against the cold, hard, black skin of Bungeleen's thigh.

The Capture:
They took the proud Bungeleen away from the shore,
gone now was his paradise, he would see it no more

a prisoner in chains he set out on the track
to the far western country of the fierce brajerak

"Oh Bungeleen, Bungeleen, resist if you must"
as gleeful, taunting brajerak drag you through the dust.

At Narre Warren:
Long gone is the paradise, now little remains
in brajerak country you must die in your chains,

in brajerak country for the white world to see
a great Kurnai warrior chained to a tree.
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And days later with the brajerak drunk, and besotten,
you lie, still chained to the gum tree, unfed, forgotten.

"Oh Bungeleen, Bungeleen, in chains do not grieve
but with paradise gone, what shall you believe?"

On Bungeleen's Death:
Black is the night, black his skin and his hair
and "Oh shall my Bungeleen die in despair?"

Though released from his chains and locked in a room
he is searching for paradise through today's gloom

He is searching for paradise, locked in his sorrow,
a captive in hell, with no hope for tomorrow.

"Oh Bungeleen, Bungeleen death must be sweet
as in yesterday, your people in paradise meet.

An Epilogue:
I slam closed the large volume in disgust with fate and

for some seconds I am burning with Bungeleen's hate,

for some seconds I burn for the mrart to remember
the death of a blackman in a long, lost November.

And so in my haste I jot down words, on and on,
that the murder of Bungeleen be remembered by some.

"Oh Bungeleen, my brother in peace, now and then,
I will tell your story over and over again......"

"Oh Bungeleen, Bungeleen..."
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On the Backbone: for Charlie Hammond

The dew sparkles on the shooting grass of springtime,
the eucalypts smell sweet, fresh, sweet and clear,

in another land the body count grows higher and higher
and the fog hangs on the Backbone of early morn.

The mists rise from warming river through clumps of wattle
then climb the Snakes Back and Battle Point,

melancholy statues of dead wombats lie by the roadside

and the fog hangs on the Backbone of early morn.

The Tambo bends through seas of light and darkness
and bronze-wings rise as we clear Wild Dog Creek,
Red Cross bury rebels in mass graves in Nicaragua
and the fog hangs on the Backbone of early morn.

The bush cries out its song of freedom

and long dead miners lie by Stuarts creek,

the oaths of oldtimers ring out along the Bullocky
and the fog hangs on the Backbone of early morn.

The black wallaby starts at the climb up from St.Pats
and the currawong swoop along the Haunted Stream
as my radio screams out its news of human madness
and the fog hangs on the Backbone of early morn.
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We clear the bush again down at the Ramrod
where the shanties raised the hell long, long ago,
and justice mocks the cries of a dead blackman
and the fog hangs on the Backbone of early morn.
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Lament for Harry Derramunjie

On Sardine Creek where the wood duck nest
a worn out blackman lay down to rest.

But the world kept turning and nobody cried
the night that Derramunjie died.

Derra munjie Derra munjie

Over rock and sand the creek kept flowing
cringing dogs lay by their dead master's knee
through rustling wattles slight winds were blowing
as the Snowy River rushed to the sea.

Der ra mun jie
Der ra mun jie

Long ago the mrart killed my brothers
Long ago the mrart took our lands
Long ago the mrart abused our woman
Long ago the mrart gave me booze.

Weep for the tragedy, scream and mourn,
for Derramunjie
for Derramunjie

On Sardine creek where the corpse lay rotting
the dingos in the bush were hovering

Derra  Derra munjie  munjie

Starving dogs amongst round creek stones

eat up Derramunjie's bones
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Derra Derra Derra Derra
Derramunjie Derramunjie

The blackman's soul blends with the landscape
Derramunjie, Derramunjie.

He is one with his brothers of yesterday and tomorrow
Derramunjie, Derramunjie.

The hate of the mrart wafts in the breeze
Derramunjie, Derramunijie.

His bones nourish the seeds of the eucalypts
Derramunjie.

His flesh is the sustenance of yesterday's companions
Derramunjie.




ACROSS THE BOGONGS
(a song for guilt-ridden historians)

At Omeo :

i met a black woman lying

in spew with white vultures
marauding and piercing her through;
just drug's foul-smelling breath

and a pox-ridden brain leading her
to the land across the Bogongs.

At Hinnomunjie

i met a black child whose parents
were killed by white shepherds.
Their sheep eat the grass and we
are hungry and devour raw chops;
the shepherds will die if careless.

At Cobungra

i came upon a black baby amongst
abandoned camp ashes. Come, my child,
the time is not ripe for you.

Tomorrow we will call you

in dreams from over the Bogongs.

At Numblamunjie

I met a black youth lying dead upon the way
with twisted, frozen, grotesque limbs.
Goodbye, goodbye, brother.

At Flooding Creek

i met a black man tied in chains

( an empty, lifeless, baggage-train)
but for the eyes that spoke with fire
did i avert my gaze.

i am white.....yesterday.



The Death of Billy Pierce

Billy Pierce drove his motor-bike
off the sharp bend in the

road across the little river bridge.
His helmet flew into the air,

was it tied?

Will Pierce fell down,

hit a rock and died.

Sometime later they found the
eye-black corpse, helmet and
unscratched bike of Billy Pierce.
And when the copper tried

to trace his next of kin

Will Pierce, the loner,

was denied; no-one wanted him.

"Bill Pierce is here, and alive"
the phone replied. Our dead
bike rider has no name,

no home, no friend,

a silent, still, unyielding rock
has got him in the end.

So they take the nameless load away
with no funerals, no goodbyes,

no cards or weeping, boozing;

and when this exciting event has passed
still life returns to country town

and Billy Pierce is laid to rest at last.

16



Lake Bunga

1.

In the light of the just-dawn

we stare at far lake side;

above Gwonamaroo glides and circles
slowly over the mirror-still waters.

2.

Where are you Boorun

(father of the Kani)

at home on Bunga's charm?
Away at the lake's entrance
begging crumbs from tourists.

3.

Gidi, with neck gracefully arched
and body slowly cutting the
mirrored waters of tranquility
leaving a fading triangle

of ripples in the wake -

your colours as the banners
carried by the old anarchists.

4,

Gidi

As a fraternity you feed

in the shallows with sleek

serpent necks bobbing downwards
and wingtips and arse pointing
upwards to the sky.
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5.

A maze of dreams,

the jungle of my mind,

dark, impenetrable, obscure,

and sometimes bizarre;
Ka-Ka-Ka-Ka-Ka, Gwonamaroo's call
awakens me to the new day.

6.

Ti-ti ting ting ti ti ting ting.
Chu-lurn's ring a familiar song,

such as they sing on Wild Dog Creek,
a song of welcome home.

7

The song of the whip-bird

dominates the morning

from the damp bush

on both sides of the lake.

The bell-miner's ring in the background
and a fisherman patiently stands

like a sentinel, alone on the surf beach.

8.

The sun heated porchdeck
burns the soles of my feet,

the wind, warming, drifts
around the verandah corner;
the crowds have yet to

flock to the surf beach

and Choo-lurn sings incessantly
in the shade of the forest.
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9.
Kou-ark calls in the darkness
Kou-kou-kou-kgu A-A-A

his laugh breaking the silence
of Lake Bunga's night.

10.

Gidi swims on ruffled waters and
Gwonamaroo glides from nest

to roosting site in the stark skeleton
of long dead eucalypt.

Chu-lurn calls in the background;

I am almost empty,

and have nothing to say or write.

11.

Boorun, great thief and scrounger,
glamorous rogue - we miss you-
your soaring and gliding as

majestic as Tarlo Gwonamaroo.

We know you are away again
performing for the summer crowds.

12.

I sit lazily on the verandah

being slowly burned by morning-sun;
sparrows twitter in the branches

of the cotoneaster, the blackbirds
whistle a chorus of beauty;

Lake Bunga, and Chu-lurn, remind us
we are all foreigners

in the land of the Kani.
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13.

The poet's luck (or rather attitude to life?)
changed dramatically - it was as if she had
seen a supernova over Bethlehem -

when the roving Boorun returned

to Lake Bunga.

14.

I arise in the picanninny dawn
to the sounds of Kou-ark -

my brothers and sisters are
already astir - Gidi, Neerbong,
and the couple, Gwonamaroo

are silhouetted in grey skies
above the blackness of the forest.
I soak in the crisp, sharp

beauty of the moment.
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. The Bunyip Song (Mt.Nugong No.8)
Tune: "Take me for a ride in the car, car”

1.

Have you ever seen a bunyip,

Have you ever seen a bunyip,

Have you ever seen, have you ever seen,
Have you ever seen a bunyip?

2.

A bunyip has a kangaroo's tail,
a bunyip has a kangaroo's tail
a bunyip has, a bunyip has,

a bunyip has a kangaroo's tail.

(spoken between verses:
"Very. very, long.")

3.
A bunyip has a lizard's brain, (Repeat 3 times)
(spoken " small and insignificant")

4.
A bunyip has a dingo's skin. etc.
("Yellow")

5.
A bunyip has an emu's feet. etc.
("large and flat")

6.

A bunyip has the eyes of a bat.etc.
( "Need I say it?")
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7.
A bunyip has a cockatoo's voice. etc.
("loud and repetitive" repeat 4 times)

8.
Have you ever seen a bunyip. etc.

9.
I've seen them in parliament. etc.

10.
We vote for them every year. etc.

A Quatrain for Dirty Old Men

What makes the man, his meat,

his aspirations, before he turns to dust?
A scattering of faded dreams

and a bucketful of lust.
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Beloka

1.

The darkness envelopes the hut

as the trackcutter cooks his rations
and at dawn the sunlight clips

the cabin roof as he departs for work;
thus it follows that there

are no poets of the workers.

2.

Immediately to the west of the hut
stands MacFarlane's Lookout -

a great, granite monolith, rising above
Cameron's Flat; its bleak face
surveying the rising sun

in stony silence.

3.

The Lookout is hidden in the mist and rain.
Water pours from my broken spouting;

I sit by my log fire, and scratch

another day from the calendar.

4.

MacFarlane's Lookout - that cold,
grey, sentinel keeps watch

as the bushworker below, drives out
of darkness; out of the land

of a thousand bleeding arseholes.
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Numblamunjie

1,

In summer's stifling stickiness
dark clouds surge upwards into
an ominous wall of fury.

2.

In a state of absurd, self-pity

and melancholy, the drunkard

sings to himself the 'harlot of Jerusalem'.

3.

The scarlet robin joys my morning;

no matter how intense desire we cannot stem
that drip-drip-drip from the tankstand tap of life.

4.

The floods of winter rains eat the ground.
Slowly, grain by grain, in patient infinitude

the water carries away the heart of mother earth.

5.

The icy winds sweep down from the mountains.
In a moment winter's floods have washed

the bridge-building blisters from my hands.

6.

With spring rains the lush lucerne grows and the
white-faced heron cries by the stream; in the paddock
the bloated bull points its cloven hooves skyward.

7.

The willows and poplars have not yet turned and

the grass grows vigorously from the autumn break;
this morning I heard the first calls of the currawong.
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