[bookmark: _GoBack]Native Camp, Ooldea, E-W Line 13.9.31
Dear Professor Fitzherbert,
I found a few words by Winngarri (whom I’ve mentioned in a previous letter) and am forwarding them on to you. He called them Wongaii Wongga but as he is the most finished prevaricator you could meet, I am doubtful. Bunu, the word he gives for gabbi (water) is new to me, but I think somewhere I have another name, other than gabbi, for water ‘wailba’ west of Eucla, but I am not sure. However, please keep the two words in mind. I may come upon them in some MS.
I’ve rather let my pen run away with me in the closing pages of Wingarri Wongga and am inflicting some poor memorabilia upon you. Kindly excuse it: I have a great affection for the old Bibbulmun of the S.W. of W.A. They were my first Bibbulmun subjects, my first real camp being amongst a mob of ‘remnants’ at the foot of the Darling Range. They ranged from places over 80 miles north of Perth, to near Albany, and some came from the borderland between them and the cannibals of the Central areas. These Central Cannibals had actually reached the coast above Geraldton about 20 years after white settlement had made “travelling” easy for them. Between that coastal point and about – or near “Cape Arid” or Willilambi (Twilight Cove) ran a diagonal line which was the ever-decreasing borderline between Bibbulmun and Cannibals. Between the years when John Forrest passed along the South Coast (W.A.) on his way to Adelaide and my visit to the Esperance and other areas in the 1900s, the circumcised cannibals had penetrated several miles of Bibbulmun Country and had circumcised the boys whose fathers or mothers’ brothers they coaxed into giving them up to them, or frightened them by magic to make them relinquish their boys. So that if it had not been for White Settlement, the whole Bibbulmun race would have been absorbed or killed and eaten by the circumcised cannibals who had been pressing and pressing upon them for countless centuries.
Civilization stopped them and also the quick decline and extinction of the Bibbulmun groups under civilization. The memorable instance of their incursions comes to mind. Near Merredin (a town on the Kalgoorlie Perth line) Genburdong and his woman Buyerman had two children, a boy and a girl. The father was Ganba borunggur (snake totem) and so was his boy, these totems being hereditary. The day Genburdong came to me to say a message had come from the circumcised group N.E. of him to send them his boy. Genburdong and his boy were the last of their group. The father loved and clung to his son and would not give him. Again and again they sent their messages, becoming less friendly and more threatening, but Genburdong wouldn’t give his boy and wouldn’t leave his totem grounds. And the day his boy turned over on his side and died “from the magic of the angry cannibals. Then the “magic” took Buyerman and his little girl and Genburdong turned over on his side and died and so the Ganba borunggur group of Bibbulmun died out.
I’ve read of Mr Love and his translation of ‘Woroora’ dialect in English in the New Testament. I have over a hundred dialects but I have not been able to translate the Lord’s Prayer in any one of them.  There are no native equivalents. I can translate Our Father – sitting down in sky – but Hallowed be thy name, thy kingdom come, thy will be done etc. have no native equivalents whatever as there are no chiefs or kings of any kind, no terms for such, no name for ‘will’ etc., etc., and I saw that such a thing could not be done without certain inaccuracies and my aim has always been accuracy. Even the hymns of the Trappists at Beagle Bay were mainly imaginary. The natives liked the rhythm – the refrain was always a catching Spanish one and they had a good musical ear – but the words were nothing. And so I have kept away from Bible or other translations seeing the absolute hopelessness of turning our beautiful English into crude Native. The C.A. term for ‘good’ comprehends every adjective and adverb etc – beautiful, charming, sweet, lovely – that we English use. The Bibbulmun word was gwabba – good, gwabba gwabba - better, gwabbelitch or gwabbajil - best.
I would like to see a Chair of Anthropology at Adelaide. However that will come in its own good time and you may be destined to bring it to fruition. I always hoped Perth would have one and indeed in that hope I collected my information of the dying Bibbulmun and other groups before they passed out. Oddly enough and you as a philologist will be interested, the Bibbulmun dialect with only the ordinary provincial variation and of course local variations, was one and the same from Jurien Bay to beyond Esperance but on the Capel River (S.W. of W.A.) I found a group whose waters and land were near that river and its estuary and these had a dialect they called Dunan wongga – a dialect all their own, though there were certain general terms. How did it come there? From where? Neither to north or south or east of this Capel area was the Dunan wongga spoken. I got it, as much of it as I could compress into my book until there was only one old man left to remember it, Babur gurr and day by day and month by month I got from Baburgurr all he knew but he could not tell me where it came from nor how it was confined to his own group. They were Kalda borunggur (sea mullet totem) and his group and no other group spoke Dunan wongga. And Baburgurr died of old age and though after his death I tried a few words here and there among the survivors of other groups, I drew blank all the time.
I have promised the MS of Abbot Alphonse’s book (when I get it) to the Mitchell Library. I thought when I made the promise that I had the book. I made a courteous application to the German Missionary mentioning the Head House’s hope that the book would be sent to me but I received no line, no acknowledgement whatever. I don’t know if the German Mission at Beagle Bay is under the jurisdiction of the Perth R.C. authorities or if it is controlled from the Palatine Head House in Germany. If the former, I could make a bargain with the R.C. Archbishop…and so get the book but I detest bargains. You would need super caution to deal with these German missionaries. I distrust them profoundly and keep quite clear of them.
Of course you have noticed the tendency of the English speaking people to place accents on the second syllable. There are very few words in these dialects so accented. No matter how many the syllables all are accented on the first syllable with very few exceptions. Take the name of the lovely little Blue Wren – mirilyirilyiri, just trill it after you have the mir and you have the native name.
You know Mr Suburbia will say yundur’ga!
The social organisation of some W.A. tribes was written for the Services congress 1913-14. Would it be published in the full Reports of the Congress? Le Boeuf, the Registrar gave me several copies but I gave them all away except two and these were lent to friends and lost. I remember Sir Gerrard im Thurn, President of the Anthrop. Section 1914 telling me he was just a few minutes too late in trying to get a copy from Angus and Robertson – they had just sold one – a few copies obtained somehow. That French article treated of the social organisation of another peculiar Bibbulmun group. My Papers published in the R.G.S. Journal (Melbourne) were both crude and ill-written but their facts are all right. Adelaide University or/and Library should have a copy, I sent them to all the Austn. Libraries. I know Mr Ifould has a copy in the Mitchell Library.
My Coventry method is bearing fruit and I’ve achieved a part victory but I am inexorable until full reparation is made and they know it. Word has gone to Tarcoola that the third stolen article must be returned before I will buy any more flour, tea or sugar. They brought me two of the stolen articles and because they were not the actual thieves I gave each a shirt and trousers and food and scarlet wool (which they adore) and yesterday Ngurabilnga and Mindari – the two Karrbiji totem men, brought me a small inma – about a yard long – Mardargi they called it – which I know means an inma showing “a lot of women” – wana wiri (Many wanas (women’s digging sticks). Anyhow, I set it at nought. “I want my own long jilbi (greyheaded) inma and the message has gone on to Tarcoola. I don’t argue and am so patient that those who know me and my impulsiveness would say that I am not me! But your only way is to go slowly in all your researches amongst them – I’ve had the leisure to do this always.
If I could get Ngurabilnga and Mindari to go and bring me Karrbiji’s inma I should be quite happy. I’m just longing to get that emblem. I don’t even know the Karrbiji but believe it is a species of wallaby but I’ve wanted the emblem for years because of its importance and Karrbiji brought the water to Ooldea. You will remember the name Karrbiji’s Abu or Yabu (stone) inma and of course the markings (if any) would be their design of a Karrbiji.
Thank you for kindly inquiring re my health. As long as I was strong and well I did not see my privations. My own comfort always came secondary but now I want an ordered home life, attendance and leisure with ease, to collect and collate. I actually see my life in this tent for the first time and I don’t like it now. Its lack of everything appals me but only my health has gone for the moment and I must have all my personal things and my tent and everything about me absolutely clean and sweet and nice and the effort to accomplish this – but I must not grumble or ‘grouse’ so please don’t take heed of the above. I must look for the Eucla book before I begin on the Notes. I know I have some Murchison (W.A.) dialects. Several are called after their pronominal variations.
Ngaiu wongga (Ngaiu local term for S(outh?) Ngaidha wongga (local term for S(outh?). This is where the neighbouring Wonggaii and other wongga come in as these diverse pronouns are given by Wingarri and others.
Before I close I must tell you something. You know I have been reiterating that the Centre is losing its inhabitants who are all trekking into civilization. Well, Marn-ngur who came down with a little group in 1930 has told me that only one man, his marrudhu (brother in law) is “behind”. And Barrajuguna who came down with his little mob later tells me that only kuju kuju (a few) of ‘his’ group are ‘behind”. I must inquire further of these two men and get their waters and so on. Barrajuguna was and is slightly demented but it was these two men who brought me two of the stolen inma and to whom I gave clothing and food. I must stalk them but very warily. I’m keenly interested in their statements. They both think I am Marnu (magic) and I hope to do some good researches but a civilized native – older than either calls one of them his half Mama (half father) and his influence is bad white.
Yours faithfully,
Daisy M. Bates

