[image: ]
Excerpts from Bittersweet journey 
Ruth Hegarty (2003)
University of Queensland Press. 
Excerpt 1: pages 68–73
Page 68 
… have any energy to answer out loud. That particular long walk would’ve been taken by every woman on her way to the delivery ward. There was no vehicle available to transport any of us. A large port filled with the new baby’s needs and someone to give us support were all one could hope for.
Once at the Hospital I was about to lie on the bed in the delivery room when the baby decided to make an entrance. Her birth was too easy!
At this time Joe was employed at the Forestry and even though his wages would not have been more than about eighteen pound, eleven shillings and sixpence a fortnight, we were living a little more comfortably. I was getting Child Endowment Orders once a month and the Baby Bonus was what provided the baby's layette. The Baby Bonus, which was a Government payment of seventeen pounds for boys and fifteen pounds for girls, was useful for purchasing things from the Mission Store as well as other goods, unlike the Child Endowment. We purchased a cabinet and table and chairs for the kitchen. The Child Endowment, although introduced in about 1941 and payable to all Australian families, was now available to Aboriginal people living on Missions. However, it was not readily made available to us as cash, but could be used to purchase goods, on Order Forms, to the value of you were entitled to. 
Page 69
Once a month on Order Day (it was not called Endowment Day) the mothers in the Camp would arrive early at the Store and wait in orderly fashion until the doors were opened. Some would arrive as early as 7.30 a.m. This meant leaving smaller children in the care of older ones as this would free the fathers to report to work when the whistle sounded. The routine was arduous, we would sit on the ground waiting for the Store to open. Like the rations, the earlier you arrived the better. One by one we were served with our choices of Store goods and much of your Endowment allowance was spent in this way. At the end of month, a list of names, with what remained after the Orders were filled, was placed on a notice board for all to see and we could then register to draw the money out of the Office.  
Right out of the blue, with another baby on the way, we were offered a larger home by the Superintendent. Since it was being over the side of our street we accepted and watched with greatest interest as it took shape. It was a large house with three bedrooms, it hard no ceiling or lining, but the windows were made of glass. There was a large kitchen with lots of spaces around the wood stove – that came in handy during the winter months. Our large washing tub fitted nicely in the space behind the stove so the children could take their baths there at night. The small verandah soon become our lounge room and we purchased some cheap canvas and had it enclosed. We moved into the new house after the new baby’s birth. This time it was Duncan Leonard, and we were happy to be in a larger home as it would suit us should there be more children.  
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The Hegarty Jnr family was feeling really good now, and both Joe and I kept busy digging gardens around the house. Joe erected a fence to keep out the people who used our yard as a short cut. From late afternoon to early morning people who gambled at Muddy Flat often walked through our yard. 
Duncan was born on 10 December 1956 and at this time the Cherbourg Hospital was without a doctor. Several women were taken to the Murgon Hospital about four miles away co have their babies. I went there for Duncan's birth and was brought back to Cherbourg the next afternoon. After a few more days in Cherbourg Hospital I arrived home and Christmas Day was spent at the in-laws. As always it was a fantastic time with Jots of family and good food. Mrs Hegarty always put on a great spread. Surprisingly my mother arrived to spend Christmas Day with us, along with her friend Len, his mother and sister. At our house there was nothing to offer, so Mrs Hegarty graciously issued an invitation for them to join everyone at her house. Four more to feed was not going to be a problem! These people practised hospitality in a way that gave the impression that they were millionaires. Mr Hegarty earned no more than any other employee on the Mission but they were always willing to share. 
Page 71 
Joe was lucky to obtain work at the Forestry again. We didn't see much of him during weekdays as it was many miles away. The other workers who were employed there travelled to work on a pushbike or rode a horse. Joe's wages, at the time, were eleven pound, eighteen shillings and sixpence. He was required to pay a percentage of his gross earning to the Welfare Fund. Three pound per week to the Fund increased to five pound per week. We didn't know about the Welfare Fund then, it was something we learnt about much later.  
We were very happy for a time and four children should have been enough. However when Duncan was barely two months old I fell pregnant again. For the first four months of every pregnancy I suffered with morning sickness that seemed to go on all day, but the demands of everyday life had to be met. Glenys was now going to school but I had the three other children to take care of. Norman was so mischievous and every other day I was running him down to the Hospital co gee a pea or anything small and round out of his nostrils! It usually happened on a Monday while the doctor was visiting. I once heard him say to Matron, "Not this Hegarty kid again!" I was happy he was not pushing foreign objects into his ears. 
***
Joe's job at the Forestry came to an end and he was back working on the Mission. He had taken time off on a doctor's certificate due to some sap from the trees they worked with getting into his eyes. He was given some time off but needed more. However the Superintendent tried to force him to go back to work, probably because of the compulsory contribution of part of Joe's wages to the Welfare Fund. Of course his refusal was taken as an irresponsible ace against the Settlement rules. His contribution of three pound a fortnight into the Government fund was more important than his eyesight. After that Joe worked for less wages and this caused us some problems.  
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There was the endless struggle to put food on the table. I was still going each Monday for rations. I'd take the three small ones with me and, as Norman would nor walk, he had co ride in the pram too. The weight of little ones plus the walk from our house to the Ration Shed was hard enough, but with three children and the rations to gee home it would take so much longer. Our ration quota had increased considerably, so much so that Monday became rather burdensome. On Tuesday and Saturday there were the meat rations to collect. Also, conditions had not changed much and we were still without a water supply in the house.  
I began each day by filling as many containers as I could to save the constant walk out into the yard where our water came from. Everything seemed so far away. To go anywhere meant walking, even the lavatory was out the back. As well as going to the Ration Shed and Meat Shop we were required by law to cake the children for a visit to the Child Clinic each week Here they were weighed and given a body check then we were issued with powdered full-cream Sunshine Milk and Aktavite. Since we were not issued with completely full containers we needed to provide empty containers into which a portion of milk and Aktavite were measured, according to the number of small infants in the family. Our days for Clinic were pencilled in and if we did not attend a police escort was sent to our homes. Sometimes, for me, it was a waste of time except for the free issue, as anything I got that didn't cost money was welcome. The Monday ration supply did not include milk, fresh or powdered.  
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We spent many years in that house. No doubt it was larger than our previous house, but we were forced to live without running water, the roof leaked as the ceiling was never lined, there were no tap or showers or baths or laundry for washing. The bare floors in the house had to be scrubbed at least once a week. Open fires outside were a constant worry and the halved forty-four-gallon drum was still being used for boiling clothes and heating water for baths.  
One time when I was about four months pregnant with Moira, it was bitterly cold and we didn’t have enough blankets. This year I joined many of the other women in collection the large bags from the flour sheds. These gave great protection from the cold, particularly the icy-cold water drops from the tin roofs. I hauled six bags home and, after shaking all trace of flour out of them sewed them...
Extract 2 : pages 77 and 78
Page 77 
… and trying to meet the constant demands of the children
Talk about enduring hardships!  
I look back and recall the enormous efforts of women who, in the "white" world, would have been labelled heroines or pioneers. The hardships of "black" women are not spoken about or documented to disclose the tremendous effort our people made to sustain and foster family values. I feel privileged co not only have lived in the Camp but also to have shared some of their experiences. These women were tremendous role models, their composure in that almost ceaseless exposure to a life constantly under the scrutinising eyes of Government officials, whose objectives are only now beginning to be known, was inspiring. These were the women from whose lives I learned much, and they acquired this knowledge from their mothers - the knowledge of survival. So many of the older women, during my early years of marriage, told stories of the early Barambah days. These were stories of their families being forcibly taken from their country during the "removal" rimes. They talked, too, of the various ways the Government used to discipline and control them. Misery and disease caused endless deaths which resulted in children being left orphans, so that the Government took over the care and control of the children, placing them in the Dormitories. The women talked of forced labour, of being poor, of having their wages withheld or getting no wages at all.  
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They survived because they learned how to.
Extract 3 : pages 142–145
Page 142 
A few weeks into the New Year of 1970 I began to think about giving up work at the Cannery and finding something nearer to home. It was important that I continued to work, our lifestyle had changed somewhat and we were living more comfortably. I'd talk to Joe about finding something closer. A new school meant more costs and then there was the house to furnish. Joe was earning, on average, forty dollars per week, my wage was seasonal and there were the monthly Child Endowment payments. One afternoon after work I got off the train at Nundah to go to the CES (employment) Office. Fate again intervened. It must have been the right day and the right time for me as I was interviewed and given a notice to go to Zillmere Road, Zillmere as they were looking for an office cleaner and tea lady. Margaret Collins, our good friend, drove me to the interview. I could be so lucky! My hours were 6.30 a.m. to 2.30 p.m., I would be paid weekly and the job was only twenty minutes walk from Wavey Street or I could catch a bus that left at 6.00 a.m. I walked home most days. For five-and-a half years I worked for Wilkes Printing, and we were a happier family ... for a while. 
Page 143 
Over the past few years the whole family had shared the journey, the ups and downs, the disappointments. However these were not allowed to hold us back in our efforts to move forward. No negative talk, for we were well and truly grounded! Our children showed no outward signs of anxiety. It surprised me how quickly they’d taken to the life away from the Mission. No lecturers were given in our house. The rules were set out and the children could choose to follow them or we all suggested. We were all so busy during those times – it was important he children get through primary school, and the girls were marvellous. They took on such a lot of the responsibilities in the home. Joe and I worked every weekday, and talk about a shared journey! Budgeting both wages was shared with the kids, it was important for them to know that we wanted to include them in everything. I loved my family and wanted only the best for them, unlike my own childhood. I had never had the freedom to truly discover myself. For them it was different. At the Dormitory we became victims of a Government policy that destroyed children’s ability to have confidence in themselves so that we developed low self-esteem. That led to patterns of behaviour that were considered a good reason for punishment.  
Our girls, Pheonia and Mayleah, were fourteen and thirteen years when they entered Sandgate High. I took them down to the school on the first day of the enrolment period and we looked at books, uniforms, the rules, and the bus timetables. We were now able to access some funding from Abstudy (Government assistance for Indigenous students) and it helped to purchase what was required for school. However, the day before school began OPAL rang to tell me that Brisbane Girls Grammar School was offering a scholarship to one of our girls. I was thrilled to bits but the hard part was deciding which one. 
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Joe, very wisely, said, "Let the girls choose who will go."  
A word of wisdom from Father was just what we needed. My mother was working at the Girls Grammar and was thrilled to bits. She had, for some years, been working as cook for the girls who boarded at the school. I always like to think that it was in honour of her the scholarship had been offered.  
That evening we spoke to Mayleah and Pheonia saying that we needed to talk about it as the people at OPAL needed an answer soon. Mayleah chose not to go and that left the way open for Pheonia, who was not so academic but had great potential in softball and netball. She was a very competitive sportsperson and had already represented both school and State while in primary school. I was proud of them both, but I believed in letting them make the decision for themselves. They had been so close since we left Cherbourg, but were discovering their own independence and their own power. They remained, as always, the closest of friends. For the first time in their young lives they would be apart, but that was good as it led them to discover other friends and their own potential.  
Page 145 
The Aboriginal Hostels Ltd was advertising for trainee hostel managers. It had been a busy time since the 1967 referendum; the Government's recognition of Aboriginal people was beginning to take off. In the streets protest marches were being held as our people demonstrated for equal rights. We witnessed the setting up of numerous community-based organisations such as Legal Service, health service and accommodation services. Aboriginal Hostels Ltd was purchasing buildings all around Australia to accommodate students – male and female hostels. They needed to employ lots of people and they advertised to train Aborigines to become managers, bookkeepers, etcetera. I saw this as a chance for Joe to try something different. The kids encouraged their father to apply for a trainee manager position. We had no doubt that he would win a position and that was all the encouragement he needed. We hoped that for the Hegartys it was onward and upward, all positive thinking! 
Extract 4 : page 210
… reveal or disclose. Funny isn't it, since a few years later, in 1998, I wrote and published my first book Is That You, Ruthie? I value the eight months I spent at Carseldine [QUT] and occasionally meet some of the group who are now all professionals in the Social Sciences.  
[bookmark: _GoBack]This experience at university was one of the things that prompted me to find out more about my past. One unexpected source of information was the file kept on me by the Department of Native Affairs. In Is That You, Ruthie? I write about how awful it was to read the things they wrote about us. There were plenty of shocks and surprises in that file, including Ministerial letters to and from the Deputy Director of the Department of Native Affairs and the Superintendent of Cherbourg with the intent of exempting Joe, me and our two children from Cherbourg. Exemption meant that you were no longer under the control of the Government, but it also meant that you couldn't live on any Aboriginal Missions or Settlements. So exemption for us meant that we would have to move away from Cherbourg and get a permit every time we wanted to come back and visit. My mother had obtained an exemption, that was why she had to get a permit to come to Cherbourg and visit me and her parents. I was surprised to find application forms for exemption –  Joe or I hadn't filled them. 
Extract 5 : pages 212–215
Page 212 
A copy of the letter to the Deputy Director, Department of Native Affairs, Brisbane, from the Superintendent of Cherbourg dated 17 March 1955 reads: 
Re Exemption Joe Hegarty Jnr and family 
Attached is a completed application for exemption in respect to Joe and Ruth Hegarty. Joe Hegarty has been employed for some time with the Forestry Department. He has a Savings Bank credit of approximately thirty-one pounds. Joe Hegarty is young and intelligent and is quite confident he can manage his own affairs satisfactorily. The fact that Joe has been able to hold his job with the Forestry Department confirms his confidence in himself. 
They had to be joking! Holding down a job with approximately thirty-one pounds in the bank would not have been incentive enough to persuade my husband to leave his birth place.  
A reply from the Acting Deputy, Director of Native Affairs dated 30 March 1955 reads: 
Re Joe Hegarty Jnr and Family  
As recommended by you I enclose herewith Exemption Certificate in favour of the above. When they are ready to leave the Settlement please issue such to them and forward their written acknowledgment to this office. No recommendation had been furnished by you with regard to Joe Hegartys Savings Bank account.  
With respect Joe had a child for which he was contributing maintenance. You may consider it advisable to retain his Saving Bank balance against such payments. PIease forward your recommendation on this matter.  
Please advise as to the Post Office Ruth Hegarty will collect her Child Endowment payments in order that the necessary arrangements can be made with the Department of Social Security. 
Page 213 
Another piece of correspondence also dated 30 March 1955 states that "the Certificate of Exemption is to include children Glenys aged 5 and Norman two years".  
A second letter from the Acting Deputy Director to the Superintendent, dated 15 June 1955, reads: 
Re Joe Hegarty Jnr and family  
Exemption Certificates in favour of the above were forwarded to you on the 30 March last, but to date no acknowledgments have come to hand nor has any advice been furnished as to whether they have left the Settlement and if so where are they residing. Please advise. 
So, since 1955 the Deputy Director of Native Affair and the Superintendent of Cherbourg were corresponding in an effort to exempt Joe, our two kids and me from Cherbourg. From correspondence in my personal files it seems we were to be a test case. I try to imagine how meetings with the Super may have affected Joe since he kept them secret, I was never informed that they had ever taken place.  
Any meeting with the Superintendent meant that you were summoned to come before him. That in itself would be very daunting and would raise questions in your mind. Joe would not take too lightly the threat of being forced to leave Cherbourg. He had done nothing wrong – something the Authorities thought of as wrong-doing was usually what constituted a reason for removal. Joe would not have known that the reason the Superintendent was considering exempting us was due to his not contributing to the dreaded Welfare Fund. This kind of threatening and intimidating of families was one method that was used to control us.  
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A letter from the Deputy Director of Natives Affairs to the Superintendent of Cherbourg dated 11 July 1955 reads: 
Re Joe Hegarty and Family 
Further to your communication of the 30th ultimo and discussion with Mr Davis on the case of this man and others similarly placed, it is appreciated that Hegarty is not receiving good economic training being allowed to live rent free, in a Departmental house and have his family kept subject to contributing only 10 percent from his gross earnings. 
However, any action to collect any increased amount will require an amendment of the Regulations and will involve submission of a special case. Possibly Joe Hegarty’s case would be a good test case. Your views on this matter will be appreciated. At the same time will you please advise as to the gross weekly wages he is receiving so that the matter can be considered further. An indication as to the number of other men there are on the Settlement similarly placed together with names of their employers would also be helpful.  
Page 215 
The reply dated 30 June 1955 from the Cherbourg Superintendent notes: 
Re Joe Hegarty Jnr and family  
In reply to your communication of the 15th inst that you are advised the above and his family are still resident on this Settlement. Hegarty has recently been off work owing to an injury to his eye and has advised that he was unable to secure the house which he understood was available at Kilkivan.  
I am very much of the opinion, following my conversation with Joe Hegarty today that he is not making a great effort to secure accommodation. His reply to me when I was enquiring from him re his efforts to secure accommodation was "You cannot force me to leave the Settlement." 
This man has a Savings Bank credit of seventeen pounds sixteen shillings and five pence after nine months continuous work at award rates with the Forestry Department, plus the assistance received from the Settlement during that period. 
The Exemption Certificates will be retained at this office and Joe Hegarty will be reminded that they are available to him. 
I read the files with such trepidation – how could the Authorities not know that such a move would have a stamp of fear attached to it? Joe lived in the camp at Cherbourg all of his life and he knew the intolerant action the Government took against people who dared to return to Cherbourg. This would, no doubt, impact on Joe in a way that would threaten his relationship with his family and friends. Outsiders needed permits to visit Cherbourg and rime restrictions would be placed upon the visit, for example, it might be limited to a weekend. To overstay that permit involved intervention by the police plus a meeting with the Superintendent. The permit was a threat and put us in a position worse than what we were in at the time. All Joe needed to hear was that going outside Cherbourg posed a threat that would disadvantage him and disqualify him from ever returning. It would appear that our bank balance was what caused the Department to seriously consider our family for exemption. 
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