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These stories are of my experiences as a young child and a 
teenager. I feel I need to leave some stories behind.

It is important for me to record my stories because throughout 
my younger life I felt I didn’t know much about my culture,  
except the little bits Dad told me. My son would often ask me 
things about my culture and I felt I had no stories to tell. But 
once I started at Curtin Uni and got talking with other Nyoongars, 
I began to remember certain things that happened in my life 
and I realised that these are my stories. They are my life.

After looking through my old photographs, many memories 
stirred. I thought of when we lived in the bush, helping Dad 
and Mum work, and back to the days when we lived on the 
reserve in Pinjarra. Then there were the happy times with 
my grandparents, uncles, aunties, cousins, brothers, sisters, 
but most of all my nan, Tottie (Christine) Hart. I have lots of  
memories of the Wandering Mission, some sad and some happy 
ones. I would like to thank the Sisters who looked after us at 
the Mission. Thank you for caring for all the girls and boys. 
Thank you.

I saw an exhibition of art works by Salvatore Zofrea, where 
he told his life story through woodcuts. This gave me the idea 

Untitled 
Etching 2001
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of telling my stories about my family and Mission life. To me his 
prints were the best and I was very inspired by his work.

My etchings and woodcuts are just another way to tell my 
stories; they are a way of communicating with people. I would 
like people to look at the smaller pictures as if they were looking 
through the eyes of a child. The three larger text pieces are 
more to do with me trying to remember my stories and trying 
to catch hold of my memories.

Untitled 
Etching 2001
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The Dream

Towards the end of last term, I felt that I could not go on at 
Curtin Uni. I just felt very tired. One night in my sleep I had 
a dream. It was so real. I was standing in the bush, with lots 
of trees around, and there were two dirt roads, one going to 
my left and one going to my right. As I stood there looking up 
those roads, to my left in the distance I could see an old Nyoongar 
man coming towards me until he got so close that he stood 
right in front of me. I looked at him, he looked at me, and then 
he said, ‘What road are you going to take?’

I woke up with a fright, not because of the old man but  
because it seemed so real. 

After the dream, I decided to continue on at uni. I believe 
he was my grandad telling me to finish my studies. I felt much 
happier about things then.

What road are you 
going to take?
Etching  2001
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FAMILY DAYS



my Gran

This etching print is of my grandmother, Mrs Tottie Hart. She 
married Jack Hart and they had thirteen children, five boys and 
eight girls. Gran also had two lots of twins. 

My gran was blind for as long as I can remember her, and 
had a cane so she could find her way around. Gran mainly lived 
down south, around the Darkan, Collie, Williams district. Years 
later she moved to Perth. Her son Lionel and daughter-in-law 
Ethel used to look after her as she could no longer look after 
herself.

One day when we lived on the Pinjarra reserve, Gran decided 
she was going to chop firewood, so off she went, a blind lady 
going to get wood. My sister Cecilia, a three-year-old, followed 
her. They never found the bush but ended up downtown in 
the main street of Pinjarra, Gran with an axe over her shoulder 
and my little sister in tow.

Years ago, when we lived at Darkan, Gran went to Collie 
to pick up her pension and to do some shopping. She asked 
me to go along to help her and she promised to buy me a new 
dress. We caught the bus into Collie. At the shop there I saw 
a pretty dress that I liked. It had red roses on it and it cost ten 
shillings. Gran got really cross at me for wanting that dress, but 
at the end of our argument she gave in and I got my dress with 

Granny Hart
Etching 2001
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the pretty red roses. When I think of it, I suppose for Gran that 
was a lot of money. In those days after our shopping we caught 
the bus back to Darkan. Gran was still grumpy, and we were 
happy to get back home.

Gran was a remarkable woman. In her young days she used 
to be a good horsewoman and could ride as well as a man—you 
see Gran told me this story many years ago. She was 96 years 
old when she passed away at Mt Henry Hospital. At the time 
she was there, so was one of her daughters. Gran is buried at 
the Collie cemetery in the same grave as her husband.

In the end I got my 
dress, with the pretty 
red roses 
Etching 2001
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BiG mum, LiTTLe mum

Before Mum and Dad were married I lived with my Uncle 
Henry and Aunty Alma. Uncle Henry was a big man with a pot 
belly, and Aunty Alma was a skinny lady. They were just the 
opposite of each other in build. To me they were Big Mum and 
Little Mum.

So Uncle Henry became my mum and that’s what I called 
him, Mummy. One day Uncle Henry was arrested for some-
thing or other, and Aunty and I went to see him in jail. Aunty told 
me I just cried for my Mummy. The policeman’s wife couldn’t 
understand why I was calling my uncle ‘Mummy’, so my aunty 
had to explain that was what I called my uncle. I don’t know 
how long I stayed with my uncle and aunty, but I do know that I 
was the first of many foster children they looked after.

Aunty Alma and  
Uncle Henry Dinah
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