
Tuesday 14th March 

Dear Diary, 

Today has to go down as the most gut wrenching, torturous day I have encountered in my short life. 

However, it didn’t start too dissimilar to a normal day. Daisy, Gracie and myself were at home, lazily 

sitting on the golden sand and blissfully doing what we always do – rolling the rock back and forth. 

Although this sounds mundane, it always kept us amused for hours. The joy was abruptly brought to 

a halt upon the sound of a car screeching around the corner of the police hut. I rapidly turned, 

almost so quick that I cricked my neck. The speed at which the car was travelling blew sand and 

dust everywhere, it created a cloud and lingered in the still, midday air. The stylish, black automobile 

rampaged through anything in its path, including the rabbit proof fence the labourer was erecting, 

before coming to a dramatic stop no more than 30 metres in front of where we were sat. As soon as 

the car had stopped, I heard the bellows from my mother and aunty. Not only were they screaming 

but they’d dropped everything in their hands and were sprinting towards us at break-neck-speed. My 

eyes were transfixed on them. Thoughts occupied my mind and raced around. Why do they look so 

distressed? Why are they screaming at the top of their lungs? It was at this point that time stood 

still and the events that unfolded weren’t happening to me. In fact, I wish they hadn’t been 

happening to me. I wish it wouldn’t happen to anyone because it’s wrong. So wrong! 

In a shot, my mother and aunt arrived to where the three of us had been sitting, without hesitation 

they grabbed us by the arms and instantly started sprinting away from the now stationary vehicle. 

We were sprinting like our lives depended upon it, but the car was gaining on us. Closer and closer it 

got until it swerved right in front of our path. It blocked our escape. My heart sank and that of my 

mother and aunty. Out got a white man, dressed in full, navy blue police attire. Chaos and 

pandemonium ensued. The officer brandished a piece of paper exclaiming “Maud they are coming 

with me; the girls are coming with me!” Aunty and mother were wailing uncontrollably. They held 

our hands so tight and refused to let go. But it was to no avail, the officer refused to give up. He 

was relentless and barged past mother and aunty to grab my poor cousin. We were thrown into the 

back of the car. Still unaware of what was happening. Before I even had chance to blink, the car was 

pulling away. I rose out of my chair and turned to look behind. What I saw is etched into my 

memory for life: my mother and aunty howling in pain and tears on the floor. They looked broken. 

As a car pulled further into the distance, my heart sank. What was happening to the three of us? 

Where are we going? Why is my mother not with me? Who are these white people?  

 

Diary entry by the constable tasked with removing the three girls from their parents.  

Tuesday 14th March 

Today seemed another unusual day on the job. Here I am, an employee of the Australian 

Government, an employee who is there to uphold the law of this fine country, but some strange 

citizens of this land don’t seem to appreciate the lengths we go to. My first assignment of the day 

was to travel south, to small rural hamlet of Jigalong – situated right alongside the newly 

constructed rabbit proof fence. Upon arrival, I saw the three girls and their mother situated at the 

rear of the police constabulary building. They appeared, like most locals to be doing nothing. I 

steadily increased my speed, aware that this uneducated kind might try to run. And as I predicted, 

that is exactly as they did. Thankfully, the automobile possessed a good rate of acceleration and as I 

plunged my foot hard down on the accelerator pedal, I closed on them until the point I took a hard 

left turn (approximately a right angel). The car wheels spun beneath the thick, grainy sand but 

gained traction and came to an immediate halt. As an enforcer of the law and a professional, I 

donned my officers’ hat and gave chase. Due to my fine athletic ability, I was able to give chase and 



comfortably catch them. With a firm hand I took the first chid from the mother, just as I was 

instructed to by the lieutenant. The child wailed and screamed but not half as loud as the mother. 

What I can’t understand is why don’t they see that we are trying to help them? To develop and 

advance their prehistoric existence. If I’m honest with myself, I did feel a tinge of guilt but that 

constant thought of ‘I’m helping’ enabled me to complete the mission and get all three girls safely in 

the back of the vehicle. On the short journey to the train station I was pleasantly surprised at the 

girls’ behaviour, they remained quiet and barley moved an inch.  

Another a successful task complete and progress made to educate these Aborigines.  

 

 

Wednesday 15th March 

Dear Diary, 

The past 24 hours have been like a whirlwind. I feel as if I have no more tears left to cry and all the 

love and hope in my body has been replaced with hate and anger. This is not the person I was! How 

can I have changed some much in such a short period of time? The events that unfolded yesterday 

continue to play on my mind, it’s like they are on repeat and playing over and over again.  

After the brutal policeman took us from our family and homeland, we were driven to a train station. 

Here we were treated like animals and thrown into a cage with steel bars surrounding us. I felt 

ashamed. I didn’t let on my emotions to Gracie and Daisy, as I didn’t want to alarm them further.  

While on the train I was feeling dehydrated, this was exasperated by the fact the train driven was 

brewing a pot of tea right in front of my very eyes. Being that close to fluid and not being able to 

gargle some, fuelled my anger even more.  

Eventually, the train pulled in to a remote station, far from any civilisation. We were manhandled 

out of the cage, off the train and into the arms of some very bizarrely dressed, elderly, white women 

wearing only white clothes and some ridiculous looking white hat. These women prodded and probed 

us, sending us this way and then that. Before I had chance to breathe or get my bearings, I was 

stripped naked and scrubbed so hard by the women that I literally felt my skin being scrapped off 

my defenceless body. It felt as if they were trying to wash away who I was, my culture and my 

heritage. This ordeal lasted for what seemed like a lifetime, but it was probably no more than 

15minutes. For the duration of the showering, I longingly starred at Daisy and Gracie, trying to 

reassure and them that things will be ok. I felt as if I could stay strong then they could be strong. If I 

displayed my true emotions of sorrow, anxiety and deep anger it would only alarm them and 

magnify this dire situation we found ourselves in.    

Once we were finally clothed, we were taken to a large dormitory full of other Aboriginal girls, just 

like us. There must have been 15 - 20 of us crammed in a dorm that resembled more of a prison 

than a girl’s bedroom. There were no paintings, no toys, in fact there was no colour at all it was 

white or light blue. It felt sterile, bland and made the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. I hated 

this place, where ever is this place may be. All I want is my mother and to be back with our tribe, in 

our homeland!  

 

 

 


