
Daisy's story

My name is Daisy Corunna. I'm Arthur's sister. My Aboriginal name is Talahue. I can't tell you when I
was born, but I feel old. My mother had me on Corunna Downs Station, just out of Marble Bar. She said I was
born under a big, old gum tree and the midwife was called Diana. Course, that must have been her whitefella
name. All the natives had whitefella and tribal names. I don't know what her tribal name was. When I was comin'
into the world, a big mob of kids stood round waitin' for to get a look at me. I bet they got a fright.

 I was happy up North. I had my mother and there was Old Fanny, my grandmother. Aah, she was good
for a laugh, Old Fanny. She was a good old grandmother. 

On the station, I went under the name Daisy Brockman. It wasn't till I was older that I took the name
Corunna. Now, some people say my father wasn't Howden Drake-Brockman, they say he was this man from
Malta. What can I say? I never heard 'bout this man from Malta before. I think that's a big joke. 

Aah, you see, that's the trouble with us blackfellas, we don't know who we belong to, no one'll own up. I
got to be careful what I say. You can't put no lies in a book.

Course, I had another father, he wasn't my real father like, but he looked after us just the same. Chinaman
was his name. He was very tall and strong. The people respected him. They were scared of him. He was Arthur's
Aboriginal father, too. He was a powerful man.

My poor mother lost a lot of babies. I had two sisters that lived, Lily and Rosie. They were, what do they
call it? Full blood, yes. I was the light one of the family, the little one with blonde hair. Of course, there was
Arthur, but they took him away when I was just a baby.

 I'member Old Pompee, he was the old boy that looked after the vegetable garden, he told me my mother
cried and cried when they took Arthur. She kept callin' to him like. Callin' to him to come back. The people
thought Arthur was gettin' educated so he could run the station some day. They thought it'd be good to have a
blackfella runnin' the station. They was all wrong. My poor old mother never saw him again. 

Rosie and I was close. Lily was older than me. I spent a lot of time with Rosie. I was very sad when she
died. She was only young. My mother nursed her, did everything for her, but we lost her. Good old Rosie, you
know I been thinkin' bout her lately. She was what you call a good sport. I'll tell you a story about our white
man's names. My mother was in Hedland with the three of us when an English nursing sister saw her near the
well. She said, 'Have you got names for your three little girls?'.
 Mum said, 'No'. 

She said, 'Well, I'll give you names, real beautiful ones. We'll call this one Lily, this one Rosie and this
little one Daisy'. I was the short one of the family. We didn't mind being called that, we thought we were pretty
flowers.

 I haven't told you about my brother Albert, yet. He was light, too. Hе used to tease me. He'd chase me,
then he'd hide behind a big bush and jump out and pretend he was the devil-devil. Oooh, he was naughty to me.
They took Albert when they took Arthur, but Albert got sick and came back to the station. He was a good worker.
He liked playing with me. He called me his little sister. They was a good mob on Corunna. A real good mob. I
been thinkin' 'bout all of them lately. There was Peter Linck, the well-sinker. I think he was German, he lived at
the outcamp. He had Rosie, not my sister Rosie, another one. Then there was Fred Stream, by jingoes, there was
a few kids that belonged to him. He had Sarah, her children were really fair, white blackfellas, really. 

Aah, that colour business is a funny thing. Our colour goes away. You mix us with the white man, and
pretty soon, you got no blackfellas left. Some of these whitefellas you see walkin' around, they really black
underneath. You see, you never can tell. I'm old now, and look at me, look at the skin on my arms and legs, just
look! It's goin' white. I used to be a lot darker than I am now. I don't know what's happened. Maybe it's the white
blood takin' over, or the medicine they gave me in hospital, I don't know. 
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