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 Introduction

 


Every culture on Earth has its own
fascinating legends and myths concerning creation, the first man
and woman, how the animals and vegetation evolved and stories of
the Gods who oversee our lives. Separated from other cultures for
over 80,000 years, the Australian Aboriginal stories of the Dream
Time are unique and intriguing.

 


As Australians, we love these stories retold
thousands of times by the Aboriginal elders and more modern myths
that intrigue us, frighten us and make us laugh! They are as much
our heritage now after two hundred years of colonization by the
British and other cultures from Asia and Europe, as they are our
Aboriginal or Koori peoples.

 


We invite you into the wonderful world of
Australian myth and legend and hope that you will enjoy the trip!
Having a beautiful part Aboriginal granddaughter of our own, Cheri,
we hope that her people’s stories will enchant her, as much as they
do ourselves.

 


So find a comfortable chair, sit down and
enjoy reading about a time long ago...

 


The Abbotts,

 


Robyn Abbott and Tony Abbott

 


Eden Park, 2015

 


 Chapter One -
Creation

 


Allunga, a small, dark-skinned boy with a
cheeky smile sat in the shade of a giant eucalyptus tree with his
grandfather Bapp.
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Allunga’s name meant ‘the Sun’ and his black
eyes glittered at times, as bright flashes of sunlight. His
grandfather, slim, old and with very grey hair laughed with his
much-loved grandson. Bapp’s name meant ‘Blue Gum Tree’ and he had
once been as tall and strong as his name suggested.

Allunga loved to hear stories of the old
time, the Dream Time. “Tell me, grandfather about the Dream Time
and how our land came to be made, please grandfather Bapp!”

Bapp smiled, closed his dark eyes and said.
“Get comfortable, boy, this will take some time!”
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And this is what he told him - “The Dream
Time long ago was a special ‘everywhere’ time where the ancestral
heroes and gods lived. In this special time, animals spoke and had
great powers and the Earth was still being formed. The Dream Time
people lay down the rules and ideas for the Koori culture.

In our tribe, grandson, we tell of Bunjil the
Eaglehawk who lived in the Dream Time. He was a creator deity and
ancestor with his friend, the trickster Crow; they readied the land
for our people.

Bunjil had two wives and a son, Binbeal the
rainbow. His brother is called Balayang, the bat. He was helped by
six wirmums or wise men who represent the clans of the Eaglehawk
tribe.
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These were Djurt-djurt the nankeen kestrel,
Yukope the parakeet, Thara the quail hawk, Dantum the parrot,
Tadjeri the brushtail possum and Turnong the gliding possum. These
bird ancestors of ours, created the mountains, rivers, plants,
animals and good laws for our tribes to live by.

Bunjil then gathered his wives and sons and
asked Crow, who had charge of the winds, to open his magic bags and
let out some wind. Crow opened a bag in which he kept his
whirlwinds and willy-willies and created a cyclone, which uprooted
trees and blew the sand about.
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Bunjil was not satisfied, he wanted a
stronger wind! Crow opened his most mighty magic bag and a huge
wind blew out of it! Bunjil and his wives, sons and daughters were
blown upwards into the dark sky.

Bunjil himself became the star Altair and his
two wives, the black swans, became stars on either side. And so the
Earth was ready for mankind to settle here and hunt and make their
tribes.”

“And do we all own the land now,
Grandfather?” asked Allunga, his eyes bright with interest.

Bapp laughed, “Who can own water, soil and
air? The land, mountains, rivers and song-lines are for travellers
to traverse the large continent, not for personal ownership or to
be mined and destroyed. We pass them on to future grandchildren.
They are not ours!”

Allunga asked his eyes wide, “Tell me of the
song-lines?”

His Grandfather sighed; this grandson of his
had so many questions. “Song-lines are also called Rainbow Serpent
trails. The Rainbow Serpent was one of the most powerful creator
gods. It snaked around this land of ours from way up north from
Uluru, to the west, east and south!
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The ancestors could walk this magical route
and find good hunting, safe shelter and meet and trade with other
friendly tribes. They are called song-lines because each tribe
would learn certain songs and by singing them in a certain rhythm
and length, they could navigate their way along tracks to their
next destination.”

Allunga scratched his head, “I don’t
understand!”

Grandfather began to sing a song about the
great fish in the sea, the whales, the dolphins and the beaches; it
seemed to the small boy that it went for a long time.

 


[image: tmp_fb823b95cd752f7a937b93a349e31e21_yQ26v3_html_284da9bf.jpg]

 


“Now Allunga, if I sang this song and another
song of the coastal track, one hundred times while I walked, I
would find myself almost at the next tribe’s camp. The songs all
are measured for distances and by memorizing them, we could go on
long walkabouts to our desired destination. The songs also told of
what we would see on the way, certain mountains, water-holes and
animals!”

“Ah! I see!” Allunga eyes lit up. “I shall
measure in song, how far it is to my mother’s house!” And he began
to sing a song of his mother and how she made him cooked fish and
sweet honey ants, until he reached her brush hut. Then he waved to
her and ran back to his grandfather. “That took one song!” he said
proudly.

“You are very smart Allunga!” laughed
grandfather, Bapp. “Our people can travel days through the desert
using the song-lines as a guide. You are now, just like them!”

“I would have liked to have seen the Rainbow
Serpent’ it must have been very big!” laughed the boy. “I hope it
wouldn’t have eaten me up!” His grandfather laughed with him. “Tell
me more tomorrow, please grandfather?”

Grandfather Bapp nodded and watched him
scamper away. It was good to share the tribal knowledge!

 


 Chapter Two -
Tribal Knowledge

 


Grandfather Bapp and Allunga his young
grandson, sat beside a water-hole, in the cool shade of pepper
trees. Allunga was hoping to catch a yabbie for the evening
meal.

He had a small piece of kangaroo meat on a
piece of twine and he had made a rough net, out of the same
material. When the yabbie, a type of small lobster took the bait,
he would scoop it out with his trusty net! His mother would be
pleased, with fresh yabbie for dinner!

“Grandfather tell me how all of our tribes
came to be; the tribes in the deserts and the tribes in the
mountains and near the ocean?” Allunga asked in a sleepy voice.

Bapp thought for a moment and nodded his
grizzled, grey head. “Each tribe developed unique hunting and
gathering skills for the region that they lived or travelled
within, each year.

There were coastal tribes who lived on
seafood and the bounty of the coast, desert dwellers who existed on
small game and hidden water-holes and mountain tribes who lived up
high in the eucalyptus forests in summer and then retreated to the
warmth of the plains, in the winter months.

Living on this continent for thousands of
generations, we have found the best way to survive, hunt and live
at peace and harmony with the land and its spirits. We do not take
more than there is or waste food and water. We do not steal from
the earth or devastate an area for greed!”
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“But the white man does, granddad. The big
mines make a scar in the earth. I have seen it and it is ugly!”
said Allunga sadly.

“It is true; most white people do not honour
the land. They think if they ‘own’ it then they can abuse it,
anyway that they like. We are not like that, my grandson! Some
people say that - ‘the Aborigine lives with the land, while the
white man lives off it!’

“I wish the Rainbow Serpent would swallow
them up!” said Allunga with a smacking of his lips.

“Tolerance, boy, tolerance! They are mere
children compared to us. They have not lived for many generations
amongst the deserts, forests and coast-lines. In time, it is hoped,
they will one day understand to live in harmony and respect for
what is here in this great continent, not merely treat it, as a
profitable resource!”

Allunga looked into the water-hole and
thought he glimpsed something in its green watery depths. “There
are no bunyips here, grandfather Bapp? I am scared of them!”

Bapp looked into the water-hole and then
shook his grey head. “I do not see any bunyips, boy.”

“Tell me about them; are they fierce?” asked
Allunga with a shiver.

“Yes, they are said to have a dog-like face,
a crocodile like head, dark fur, a horse-like tail, flippers, and
walrus-like tusks or horns or a duck-like bill! They are eleven
paces long and four paces wide and can easily eat a water buffalo
or a man!” answered Bapp.
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“Have you ever seen one?” asked Allunga in a
scared voice.

“No! But my father once saw one in the water
and ran for his life! That is why you mustn’t come down to the
billabong alone or at dusk. That is when they wait, for easy
prey!”

Allunga felt a pull on the twine in the water
and for a moment, he thought it was a bunyip. He squealed and then
composed himself. He scooped the net into the dark, green water and
out came a wriggling brown yabbie with sharp claws.

He looked around him and saw that the sun was
low in the sky, it was almost sunset. “Let’s take this yabbie home
to my mother for our meal!” suggested Allunga with his dark eyes
wide open for any lurking bunyips.

Bapp nodded and he rose from the water-hole
bank and they walked companionably back to their tiny
encampment.

 


 Chapter Three -
Sisters

 


Miki who was thirteen years old and her
mother, Kadee sat on a cliff, staring out over the huge expanse of
valley in front of them. Each year Miki’s tribe the Daruk made the
long journey from the flat, sun-bleached plains below, up to the
summer cool of the Blue Mountains.
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Sometimes strange white mists enveloped them
when they reached the heights of Katoomba, whose name meant
‘falling waters’ due to the numerous waterfalls. But here they
could find plentiful water, fresh game and spend the cool nights
sitting around the camp-fire singing and telling tales that were
told by their ancestors, long ago.

Miki’s name meant ‘the moon’ and with her
round, dark face and large eyes she reminded the tribe of the
celestial orb that peaked through the night clouds.

As a young woman, it was her daily duty to
collect berries that grew in the bushland and gather any edible
fruit, roots or witchetty grubs. These were thick white, juicy
grubs that the women found in the bark of trees. They were good to
eat!

But Kadee and her daughter were taking a rest
and just enjoying the view. The menfolk were out hunting kangaroos,
parrots and lizards in the thick scrub, so the women could sit and
talk of ‘women’s business!’

Miki loved to hear tales that involved love
and adventure. How she would love a handsome, brave warrior of her
own, some day! A tall, slim young man with dark, flashing eyes and
a lovely white smile, was what she desired, but so far, no young
man had been yet attracted to her or asked for her to be his
wife.

She sighed sadly and said “What if, no man
ever wants me?”

Her mother, Kadee smiled at her
sympathetically; she too had once had the same worries and fears
and she understood her lively daughter well. To distract her, she
asked if she wanted to hear a story about the three large rock
formations that sprung up from the dark green valley floor. Miki
brightened up; she loved new stories!

Kadee pointed to the three towering rocks.
“It is said that once these rocks were three young girls around
your own age, Miki. Their names were Meenhi, Wimlah and Gunnedoo
and their Witch Doctor father was called Tyawan. They were very
beautiful girls with soft black skin, lovely round faces and dark
curly hair. They were much admired by the local warriors.

But the girls fell in love with three young
men from the Nepean Tribe that lived below on the plains. This was
against tribal law for the girls to marry these three suitors and
so the young men sat and schemed how to steal the girls away.
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Unfortunately, their plan was discovered and
when they came to steal the girls away, they were met with a large
force of the Katoomba Tribe who through spears, boomerangs and
stones at them. The fighting escalated and the three girls were
caught up in the middle of it with deadly spears flying around
their pretty heads. They were so frightened!

Then their father Tyawan, who was a powerful
witch doctor, used his magic bone with a secret incantation to
change them into three huge rocks that could not be hurt by the
fighting.
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Unfortunately, he was then wounded and only
saved himself by turning into a lyre
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