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To the beautiful Wiradjuri people of God – Baiyaame –

who gave me the gift of faith and wonder and a place to call home





‘We are abandoned in time.

God is not in time.’

SIMONE WEIL

‘O how feeble is man’s power,

That if good fortune fall,

Cannot add another hour,

Nor a lost hour recall!’

JOHN DONNE






Cultural Warning

It is customary for some First Nations communities not to mention the names of the recently deceased. Members of such communities are respectfully advised that over time this text will invariably reference such people.




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.




Murriyang’s Lament


I say:

Why Lord?

This is why I weep.

My eyes overflow with tears;

No one is near to comfort me.

No one is near to restore my spirit.

My children are destitute because the enemy has prevailed.

Lord, I wait.

God says:

What can I say to you?

With what can I compare you?

To what can I liken you that I may comfort you?

Child, I wait.

I say:

Why Lord?

My eyes fail from weeping; I am in torment within; my heart is poured out on the ground because my people are destroyed.

Lord, I wait.

God says:

The Lord has done what he planned.

He has fulfilled his word, which he decreed long ago.

He has overthrown you without pity.

He has let the enemy gloat over you, and he has exalted the horns of your foes.

Child, I wait.

I say:

Why Lord?

Look, Lord, and consider: whom have you ever treated like this?

You have covered yourself with anger and pursued us.

You have slain without pity.

You have covered yourself with a cloud so no prayer can get through.

You have made us scum and refuse among the nations.

Lord, I wait.

God says:

Arise, cry out in the night as the vigils of the night begin; pour out your heart like water in the presence of the Lord.

Child, I wait.

I say:

Why Lord?

I am the man who has seen affliction by the rod of the Lord’s wrath.

He has driven me away and made me walk in darkness rather than light.

Indeed, he has turned his hand against me again and again, all days and all nights.

Lord, I wait.

God says:

The Lord is good to those whose hope is in him, to the one who seeks him; it is good to wait quietly for the salvation of the Lord.

Child, I wait.

I say:

Why Lord?

Remember, Lord, what has happened to us.

Look and see our disgrace.

Our inheritance has been turned over to strangers;

Our homes to foreigners.

Lord, I wait.

God says:

Let him sit alone in silence, for the Lord has laid it on him.

Let him bury his face in the dust – there may yet be hope.

Child, I wait.

I say:

Why Lord?

You, Lord, reign forever; your throne endures from generation to generation.

Why do you always forget us?

Why do you forsake us for so long?

Lord, I wait.

I wait.

I wait.

I wait.

God says:

I wait.

I wait for you.

I am here.

I am holding myself apart.

I withdraw so that you can be.

So that you can be all that you will.

What you will.

You are My will done.

Without me, there can be no you.

But with Me, there can be no you.

So, I wait.

I wait for you to be, and I watch you tremble.

But I am here; I am waiting.

I am not gone.

I say:

I wait.

I wait for so long.

In a sunrise, I know you are here.

In the touch of love, I know you are real.

In the kiss of my family, I know you are near.

But I wait.

Still…

God says:

I wait.

I am inside you, the place you find hardest to find.

I am quiet in your swirling world of noise.

Be still, and know that I wait.

I say:

I am broken.

I am hurt.

I am confused.

I am exhausted.

Too exhausted to look for you sometimes.

Why?

This is the hardest question;

This question puts you out of reach.

I wait.

God says:

I wait.

I am angry.

I am justice.

I am vengeance.

I am not an answer.

I am truth.

Your questions won’t find Me.

I wait.

My lament is My doing.

Not My un-doing

I wait.

I say:

Lord, I wait.






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.




Murriyang

I am at mass when the face appears. It is a face I have seen before, long, with high cheekbones. This face is flat and broad, and it is pushed up against mine. Overcome with an immense feeling of calm, the noise in the church falls silent, and I have the experience of being alone. I am detached from my body. Am I dead? If this is death, then I have no fear. At this moment it feels entirely natural, a place of warmth and peace. I realise now I had crossed over into some other realm. Rather than dead, I am so fully alive. I am tingling with the mystery of God. I open my eyes, close them again, and the face reappears. Why? What do I need to know? I don’t hear a voice, but I have an overwhelming feeling that I must write about my father. It is as though this presence is comforting me, saying that God will hold me and find the words for me to say goodbye.

This might be odd for someone to hear, but that’s only because we are dead to the mystical world. Our minds are too full of noise, mine too. But for the past few years my spiritual life has deepened. I have always felt the presence of God, from childhood God was alive in me. God was simply always there. When I was young, I would sit in the high branches of a tree behind my grandmother’s house and talk to God. My people were church people. Black church people. These people would laugh and sing up a storm for God. I was equal parts in awe of and terrified by my uncles who prayed with ferocity. There was no time when I did not have faith. But it had dimmed as I moved away and let the world into my soul. Now though something more profound and more troubling and more inspiring is stirring in me. God feels so much closer, close enough to touch. God came to me when I wasn’t looking. God has crept up on me. In recent years I have begun to hear God in songs, see God in nature, experience God in the little things – looking at the stars, eating a meal, walking at dawn. God was waiting. God was where He always was, I just couldn’t find Him, I was blinded by the world. Now I see by faith not by sight.

The best way that I can describe this is that God has called me home. God has led me away from the life I have lived, returning me to a life I need. God speaks to us as who we are, and He has spoken to me as a Wiradjuri person. I did not want to hear, so He embraced me with silence. That’s how God found me, He just stopped talking. Instead, He put me in places – by a creek, under a night sky, sitting on a rock, curled up in a chair with a book – quiet places where His gentle presence could settle my mind. God re-enchanted my Wiradjuri soul. How I needed that. Being Aboriginal, for me, had lost its sense of beauty and wonder and become a site of grinding conflict. I rose too easily to anger. Politics and history came to define being Aboriginal. That might be enough – it might even be everything – for some people but not me. I needed to flee from politics. Being Aboriginal began to feel like a dead weight. I made the mistake of trying to prove I exist. What a pointless quest. It invites annihilation. The politics of identity sucked the joy out of being who I am. To paraphrase Kafka, identity felt like a cage in search of a bird.

The last time I had felt like this was after years of reporting war when I could no longer settle into peace. The ugliness of the world had become more real to me than the love of my family. It may sound like a strange thing to say but I craved suffering, I found meaning in misery. It is so demented now, but then it was exhilarating. I brought the battlefields of Iraq, Afghanistan, Gaza, Pakistan back home with me. My memories were a horror movie on constant replay: starving dogs eating the bodies of dead babies, human blood dripping from a ceiling onto my head, weeping mothers in bombed out marketplaces, disfigured and maimed children. I barely slept. I lived in a constant state of siege, in my nightmares I felt as though someone was pursuing me, trying to kill me. My wife would wake me as I kicked and thrashed against the bed sheets imagining someone with a knife hacking at my body. My mind was wired, and time felt like a fast-moving train, one I could not get off. I was angry with everyone, and I punished myself. Thank God for my family and friends and colleagues who helped me through.

Now I felt adrift again. It wasn’t the horrors of foreign wars that had me undone, this time it was the ghosts of my country, stirring in a year when Australia did battle with its soul. All I wanted was to shut the door on the world. But God reached into that darkest part of me, and He shone His grace. God stilled me. God sang to me. I was in my car and heard the U2 song ‘One’ and I was healed, so many times I have heard it but never like this, I knew then that there is one love, and it is big enough for us all and it’s not about our culture or language or race or politics and it is bigger – so much bigger – than history. My people have always known that. It is how we survived here on this land for so long and why we are still here today, still in love with God. God has returned me to my ancestors and filled me with grace. That’s what being Wiradjuri is, it is a place of grace, not anger. Justice matters, yes, but not resentment. Being Wiradjuri is a gift, just as God’s mercy is a gift.

Writing about God is something that invites scepticism, even hostility and mockery particularly in the world of media in which I have spent my working life. Yet write about God I must. So be it. I have always written and spoken about God; in a secular industry I have always professed my faith. I have explored the intellectual and spiritual traditions of Christianity, and I have a PhD in theology. I have a left-brain fascination with faith, but what I am talking about now does not come from intellect or a book, as Blaise Pascal said, is not the God of philosophers and scholars. This faith comes from the place of God in my soul. It is raw and vulnerable. My world is turning, I have walked away from my career, my father is in his final years, I have more years behind me than ahead and now God is whispering to me.

We live in an age suspect of visions and the supernatural; they are considered irrational or superstitious. I don’t believe that at all. I think the so-called modern world has stripped our souls of wonder and awe; logic and reason are poor substitutes for mystery and mysticism. Modernity has reduced us to a brain in a vat: a mind severed from our spirit. We humans are more than our minds; we yearn for the divine. Cut off from the transcendent, we become miserable, reduced to fleeting entertainment and distraction because we have closed the door on eternity.

I come from a spiritual people – before anything else, we are a people of the unfathomable and inexplicable, and I love that about us. We have lived here in this Country for as long as human memory, in a state beyond the measurement of time, as close as possible to God. Baiyaame, that’s my people’s word for God: a creator spirit that commands the heavens, who gave us our place and our law. I asked my dad where Baiyaame was, and he said Baiyaame rests in Orion. He’d fled to the stars when the strangers came here with their ideas about God and their words to describe God. They did not see that God was real to us. Nothing of God was strange or unknown to us. We lived here in a thin space between Earth and Heaven – Murriyang – where the mystical realm was a breath or a touch away. I was entranced by the stories of the spirit world that my parents told me, never did I think to question it, why would I? To me it was the evidence of things unseen. If faith loses its mystery – what Greek Orthodox call the mysterion – then God becomes just another rational being, competing with us for meaning and it is a short journey from there to where we become masters of the universe. I would sooner embrace the mysterion than put God in negotiation with the world.

I call myself a Christian because, in the life, death and resurrection of Jesus Christ, I find the full expression of love, mercy and grace. I find the fulfilment of the sacred majesty of my people. There are those of different faiths, those who have their words for God, and I have felt transformed in their presence too. I don’t proclaim my faith above others, but it is my faith, the truth God reveals to me. I cannot speak for other spiritual traditions, but I know they have much to teach me and enrich my experience of God. I write here only as a Wiradjuri person and a Christian. God finds us where we are. God first spoke to me in a little church on the Three Ways Aboriginal mission on the outskirts of my hometown of Griffith. It was our church; my Uncle Cecil was the preacher, and the voices of my aunties sweetened the words of God. These were strong Wiradjuri people – steeped in our culture and kinship and illuminated by hope.

I am not talking here about institutions or politics that can smother the love of God; I am talking about what Thomas Aquinas called Ipsum Esse – the existence or act of existence itself – the God for which there is no word and no understanding. Before us, there is God. It is a simple statement but one that humanity has wrestled with forever. God does not require us to be, yet we cannot be without God. So bewitched are we by the idea of God that we have sought to kill God to free ourselves. The most vociferous atheists believe if they yell loud enough, God will let them be, but God doesn’t care what they say. God is deaf to them because God does not have any being – God is without being, so disproving God does not disprove God.

What is God? In the Old Testament God is revealed as ‘I Am’. We may imagine God as an image of ourselves, as a prototypical human; theology is more revealing than that. God is unfathomable yet present. God is unknowable yet known. God is the possible impossible. There is a popular image of God as a grand distant and decidedly male figure, but if we are imago Dei – the image of God – then God includes us all – in all our glorious humanity. I worship the God who in my faith is our Father. He is the God of Abraham whom Jesus calls his father. But I am aware that using gendered language, assigning God a dominant male persona falls short of God.

I am drawn to the mystics. I get that from my mother who dwells in the supernatural. I have always been entranced by the medieval writer Julian of Norwich who saw the image of Christ revealed to her as a mother. Saint Teresa of Ávila spoke of the ‘Ecstasy’, something she called the Transverberation: the experience of divine love. She saw the face of the Lord, describing Him as ‘so aflame that he appeared to be one of the highest rank of angels’. My mother has seen things, experienced them beyond our world. It is no surprise that Christ appears so often to women who have a limitless capacity to love. Women were the first to see the risen Christ and bring the news to others. Women were the first witnesses, the first priests of the resurrection. The church is our mother.

I could describe God as a woman and a mother but that too would fail to capture God. There are wonderful women theologians exploring the dimensions of God, they bring complexity and texture and as with men they occupy diverse political and theological positions. They are better qualified to explore this than me, but I will simply say this: I have always felt comforted by the special place of the mother in my faith. The church is referred to as ‘She’. Mary is the mother of God. Catholic priest and theologian Henri de Lubac said it best: ‘the Church is our mother because she gives us to Christ. She brings about the birth of Christ in us.’ In Christ I know God. God – Baiyaame – came to us in the body and person of Christ: the divine and the human.

Like two billion fellow Christians of all cultures and languages and colours I am fulfilled in Christ. As de Lubac says, ‘here is the great wonder… a strange and supernatural beauty opening unknown vistas to me’. We worship the one God. When I say Baiyaame I do not mean anything other than the God to whom my fellow Christians pray. When I return home to Wiradjuri Country to lay our people to rest, we hold our funerals in a Christian church, we know the liturgy and we pray to God. Some people – even some Aboriginal people – ask me if I can be Wiradjuri and Christian. I understand why someone would ask that; Christianity has been so much a part of empire but that’s the work of man not God. My bloodlines run deep in this land, connecting me to a profound, miraculous relationship to the Creator. That has nothing to do with history or colonisation. It is so much bigger than that. Our tradition is older than Christianity and Christ is older than Christianity. Christ is God made human – all humanity in the divine – and He is beyond time. God is the eternal presence – existence from existence. My Wiradjuri ancestors knew that. Could I achieve the same spiritual connection without Christ? No. Christ is God made real. For me he is the fulfilment of Baiyaame. I like what Pope Benedict wrote, that ‘tribal religions’ are ‘expectant religions’, awaiting the encounter with the light of Christ, and – this is even more beautiful – Christ is waiting for us. Christ is how I know that Wiradjuri belief in God is the truth. Anyone asking how I can be a Christian and Aboriginal does not know us at all.

God is love. Perhaps that means that love, like God, remains beyond our reach: unknowable. The search for love is the flame that burns in us: to know God and to feel love. That reach for God is the source of hope and the inspiration for beauty. The tragedy is that in the modern world we have lost touch with the mystery of faith. All of us have God within us. We should see God every day, but we are numb to mystery. We have filled the wonder… a strange world with ourselves; even art – which should reach for the face of God – is a mirror. What has happened to us? Michelangelo said, ‘I am a poor man and of little worth, who is labouring in that art that God has given me in order to extend my life as long as possible.’ Who says that today?

Michelangelo captured the ineffable nature of God. His art expressed the paradox of God, so near yet we are so far. If we think we know who or what God is, then we do not know God. Let me use the word God because it is a universal word. I can speak that word anywhere and find






ALSO BY STAN GRANT

The Tears of Strangers

Talking to My Country

Australia Day

On Identity

With the Falling of the Dusk

On Thomas Keneally

The Queen is Dead




[image: Logo: Bundyi]

First published in Australia in 2024 by Bundyi, an imprint of Simon & Schuster (Australia) Pty Limited

Level 4, 32 York St, Sydney NSW 2000

Bundyi books are published on unceded Gadigal land.

Always was, always will be.

Simon & Schuster: Celebrating 100 Years of Publishing in 2024.

Sydney New York London Toronto New Delhi

Visit our website at www.simonandschuster.com.au

BUNDYI and design are registered trademarks of The Gale Group, Inc., used under licence by Simon & Schuster LLC.

© Stan Grant 2024

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without prior permission of the publisher.

A Cataloguing-in-Publication entry for this book is available from the National Library of Australia

[image: Logo: National Library of Australia]

A catalogue record for this book is available from the National Library of Australia

9781761427909 (hardback)

9781761427916 (ebook)

Jacket design by Jenna Lee

Jacket background: Roman Sigaev/Adobe Stock


e9781761427916/images/logo1.jpg
Toemmr

NATIONAL
LIBRARY






e9781761427916/fonts/RobotoCondensed-Regular.ttf


e9781761427916/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


e9781761427916/fonts/PlayfairDisplay-SemiBold.ttf


e9781761427916/images/logo.jpg





e9781761427916/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Cultural Warning


		A Gift


		Murriyang’s Lament


		1. Babiin


		2. Murriyang


		3. Babiin


		4. Murriyang


		5. Babiin


		6. Murriyang


		7. Babiin


		8. Murriyang


		9. Babiin


		10. Murriyang


		11. Babiin


		12. Murriyang


		13. Babiin


		14. Murriyang


		15. Babiin


		16. Murriyang


		17. Babiin


		18. Murriyang


		19. Babiin


		20. Murriyang


		21. Babiin


		22. Murriyang


		23. Babiin


		24. Murriyang


		25. Babiin


		26. Murriyang


		27. Babiin


		28. Murriyang


		29. Babiin


		30. Murriyang


		31. Babiin


		32. Murriyang


		33. Babiin


		34. Murriyang


		35. Babiin


		36. Murriyang


		37. Babiin


		38. Murriyang


		39. Babiin


		40. Murriyang


		41. Babiin


		42. Murriyang


		43. Babiin


		44. Murriyang


		45. Babiin


		46. Murriyang


		47. Babiin


		48. Murriyang


		49. Babiin


		50. Murriyang


		51. Babiin


		52. Murriyang


		53. Babiin


		The Music of ‘Murriyang’


		Acknowledgements


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Simon & Schuster Front Sign-up Page


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Simon & Schuster Back Sign-up Page


		Copyright








		III


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262








e9781761427916/fonts/PlayfairDisplay-SemiBoldItalic.ttf


e9781761427916/images/9781761427916.jpg
murriyang
song of
time
*

- “STAN
. GRANT





e9781761427916/images/title.jpg
murriyang
song of
time
- STAN

.GRANT.
: %)) :

IIIIIII





e9781761427916/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


