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STORIES THAT TELL: 
Of Reconciliation in Australia 

 
Study 4 

 
 

Trevor Faggotter 
 

LIVING IN ‘RECEIVED RECONCILIATION’ 
 

‘…we even boast in God through our Lord Jesus Christ, through whom we have 
now received reconciliation (Romans 5:11).  

 
The following two stories—from The Return of the Lorikeets1, illustrate the way in 
which people with enculturated blind spots can be liberated into a richer, fuller view 
of the world about them, and so develop a delight in, a communion with, and an 
appreciation of, the other nations, cultures, ages and eras. Through Christ Jesus, and 
his ministry upon the cross, and by the action of the Holy Spirit, we have now 
received reconciliation! The stories are: 
 

• The Man Who Never Saw 
• I Had Not Fully Thought 

 
THE MAN WHO NEVER SAW 

 
A skilled author, late in his writing career is confronted by his lack of genuine 
awareness of the history of the ancient Australian Aboriginal people. We all need to 
see a broad picture of life and history, in order to truly appreciate this world. If we 
are to make a valuable contribution by way of writing, art and culture, it is valuable 
to limit our blind spots, by gaining wisdom and then giving to others, out of a true 
understanding. The excerpts are as follows: 
 
He leaned forward. ‘Gerry, you are a writer, and a good one. Also you are a human 
being. Tell me, what if I could transport you back two or three hundred years? What if 
I could take you through some North Coast forest and you had no landmarks as we 
know them now, no industries, no knowledge of the land? Suppose all you can see is 
mountains, gullies, great undergrowth, vines, ferns, orchids and other plants and trees 
and shrubs which are all strange to you.  
 ‘You are on your own. You are overawed with your surroundings, your new 
environment, but you are alone: strangely alone and quite fearful. It is another world 
to the one you have known. You hear movements and rustlings and wonder what 
animal is around, or what beasts. Even the birds in the trees are different. There are 
brightly coloured parrots in flocks jostling and chattering as they eat the honeyed 
flowers high up. Some birds break out in laughter, and you have never heard that sort 
of thing before. You see a snake slide away before you. The trees themselves go up 
for hundreds of feet. Even so, the place is not in darkness. Bright sun is filtering down 
through the leafy giants, but it is a world so different from the one you have come 
from that you are just about in terror. You are even ready to believe in the 

                                                
1 G. C. Bingham, The Return of the Lorikeets, Troubadour Press Inc., Blackwood, 1995 
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supernatural, it all seems so uncanny.  
 ‘You see something move. When you strain your eyes you see what you would 
call ‘natives’. They are black; they are tall. The men have their hair piled up high so 
that they seem taller than any humans you have ever met. They are well made, quite 
regal in fact. They look like warriors, and you feel afraid; but they are as gentle as 
they are strong. They move with their women and children. They are laughing. Maybe 
they have been hunting for food, finding it behind bark, or have caught it high up in 
the trees. They chatter and they talk in a kind of liquid language. They are not in an 
aggressive mood. Food is plenty. They are not in competition. ‘Then, before you 
know it, one is standing before you. You look at his eyes, into them. They are brown, 
deep, intelligent. His face is swarthy, but his features are strong.  
 Your eyes look at him from tip to toe. You feel he is different. He has somehow 
brought wisdom as he stands before you naked. Maybe you think of him as guileless, 
and maybe he is, but he is not naive. The wisdom of millenniums is behind his eyes. 
He has been trained in wisdom and perhaps he doesn’t even have a word for what he 
has accrued. His wisdom is practical. He has lived in this world for millenniums. That 
is how you sense it all.  
 ‘As I have said, he has sighted you, and you have sighted him. Maybe he has 
some legend about folk with white skins. Maybe he thinks you are a creature out of 
his dreamtime. I don’t know. But he is naturally thinking about you. He does not seem 
to feel threatened. He does not threaten. As for you, you have suddenly seen a man of 
history.’2 
 
What I know now is what hurts me most.  
 ‘It goes something like this. When I went down to the creek that runs through 
our place, it was a creek I virtually owned. When I let my purebred milkers into a new 
paddock of mostly introduced grasses, I saw it as a farmer would see it in any land in 
which he lived. I never saw-as though out of the past, but yet belonging to the 
present—a black man, naked and tall and proud walk across my land. When I went 
into the great State forest and moved among the spotted gums, the bloodwoods, the 
tallowwoods, the blackbutts and the like, I never saw a man who carried millenniums 
of history in his bones. I did not see man who thought, "I own this land!", for had 
there been a man from that past he would never have thought that way. His origins 
would have made him think differently from me. He would not have thought of 
owning land. He would have thought of it as part of himself, and he part of it.  
 ‘My crime, if you can call it that, was that I have always thought history began 
with me: my life, my feelings, my ideas, my ideals-even my Sally-and so on. Even 
within my culture I was selective of what I thought was good, so far as I was 
concerned. As I said, if I thought about the history of my farm it went back to Sally’s 
ancestor who had once owned it, who had been given the selection by the 
government. I might have built up a story about the farm with some of my own 
atmosphere added to it, but then it came from my brain and my culture and my 
ideas.’3 
 
The writer Arthur continues to unload further, the burden he felt, until this response 
came from the listening friend: 
 
‘Arthur, my boy,’ I said, ‘you have taken up a great load. Are you going to reverse 
                                                
2 Bingham, The Return of the Lorikeets, p. 99-101 
3 Bingham, The Return of the Lorikeets, p. 103 



NCTM THURSDAY MORNINGS, TERM 4, (4.11.2010), COROMANDEL VALLEY,  
‘STORIES THAT TELL THE GOSPEL’ - TREVOR FAGGOTTER 

 

 3 

things, so to speak? If you looked at the events of history, of nations that have been 
overcome by stronger nations, of the stratas that have been built, one conquering 
people upon another-why, if you tried to sort that all out you would have the devil of a 
job’.  
 ‘Nothing is further from my mind’, he replied. ‘If the original inhabitants who 
have been foully treated are going to stand up and face the world they live in, and try 
to get some justice for the past and rehabilitate themselves, then I am all for it. Plenty 
of us have guilt for the past. Most of the efforts to do something about all of this are 
political anyway, and the politics are not all on one side. I am talking to you as a 
writer, and, I hope, as an artist. Maybe I’m selfish, also; out for my own 
rehabilitation. I want to know more of the world that was their country for some 
40,000 years. We are here, we have bulldozed our way into possessing the country. 
That was the mind of empire builders centuries before the British became the 
dominant power, and we had that mind in possessing this land.’4 
 
The conversation continues. The new insights break forth into a pasionate appeal: 
 
Arthur looked despairingly at me. ‘Can’t you get it, Gerry? I just want to be the man 
who sees, sees everything he should see. I’m not a reformer. I don’t want to bring 
back the past. I love our farm near old Yarrahappini, and I love the old mountain. I 
don’t even want to see it through the eyes of the people who lived so marvellously, in 
their own way, in their own days, by means of their culture, their laws and their elders 
and their ancient wisdom. They have their wisdom and I need to understand it, even if 
I don’t need to emulate it. All I want to do is to be a human who thinks that what he 
does is a contribution to the human race. I don’t want to be empty through ignorance 
and think I’m doing quite well, thank you very much.’5 
 
The conversation continues… 
 
I played my last card.  
 ‘Arthur, do you think they might find that in our history, in our religion, in our 
development over thousands of years, that we might have a wisdom from which they 
could learn, so that we, too, might have a contribution to them?’  
 He had a tired smile. ‘Well, of course’, he said. ‘Surely in this age when we 
have such powerful media, such sharing of our cultures and our heritages, and when 
the world is shrinking into what they call "the global village", yes, of course. I wasn’t 
saying it is a matter of them being right and us being wrong, or even the other way 
around. Maybe that isn’t the real point and certainly some of us got it wrong, really 
terribly, horribly wrong. No: it has something to do with us all being humans 
whatever different ways our cultures have led us in history.’  
 He looked up at me as though somehow I didn’t understand and he was 
miserable because he felt alone in his thinking. Somehow he had expected me to 
comprehend and to share with him in his new understanding, in his wider, richer view 
of life-all life-and the liberation it had brought him. I knew he had thought that 1, of 
all people, would grasp what he was about and that would bring relief to him-a kind 
of fellowship of minds.  
 Both of us had used Army Signal equipment during our war. If a signal was 
weak and barely discernible we would report, ‘I hear you strength three’. The 
                                                
4 Bingham, The Return of the Lorikeets, p. 105-106 
5 Bingham, The Return of the Lorikeets, p. 106-107 
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strongest one could expect was strength nine. As we sat there, meditating on one of 
the most important things of our lives I said to my old Digger friend, ‘Arthur, I hear 
you strength nine’.  
 His expression gladdened. His eyes shone a bit and became moist. ‘It was 
horrifying, Gerry,’ he said, ‘to be "the man who never saw"‘.  
 ‘That’s what I’ve been, too, right up to this moment, mate’, I said. ‘What a lot 
of empty stuff I’ve turned out. Maybe it had its place, in a way. I reckon I’ll write 
better, but maybe that won’t be what the editor wants, but I’ll get some satisfaction at 
last.’6 
 

I HAD NOT FULLY THOUGHT 
 
In this reflective story, the author, Geoff Bingham, is seated in a franchised ‘chain 
restaurant’—‘Sizzler’—and is contemplating the scene outside the window, across the 
road, near Flinders University, in Adelaide. He is reminded of the first Australians, 
the Aboriginal people. He notes that they often called ‘indigenes’ these days. He 
considers their past, and the cruelty experienced by them, when the invading nations 
arrived on these shores. The comments alone are worth reading, for their 
thoughtfulness and perception of the dynamics of race relationships in Australia.  
 
An Aboriginal family group comes into the same restaurant. The story concludes with 
a lovely moment, as communion breaks forth, between two quite different aged, 
people, previously unknown to one another. Geoff writes: 
 
The giggling increases. We rise to go. I replace my wife’s chair. We are going to the 
exit. I look across at the children. My heart is warm. I would like to tell them what I 
think, but their minds are on Cokes and fruit and ice-cream, and anyway they would 
not hear.  
 I smile because they delight me. A few of them look at me. Maybe they sense 
me. I do not know. The mother’s mind is not on us.  
 I smile genuinely, unable not to smile. In the smile is not patronage, no 
condescension, and perhaps no guilt. I smile as human beings often smile. For certain 
reasons I have a freedom difficult to explain.  
 They see an aged, white-headed man and an aged, white-headed woman. 
Perhaps they have respect for age. They may even think we have a certain wisdom. I 
do not know.  
 As I said, I smiled. One cute boy of about eight years of age looks back at me. 
He smiles. Then he winks.  
 He winks! That is the gift. Something passes between us. I think it is our 
humanity. I do not know. So many things I do not know, but I gather up this treasure.  
I wink back. We both grin hugely. We make our way to the exit, my wife and 1. The 
verse is still in my mind, and then, quite unreasonably, so, suddenly, is Beethoven’s 
‘Song of Joy’. This is a strange mixture.  
 I keep back the tears as I open the car door for my wife, and then seat myself. 
We drive off.7 
 
To further pursue this vast subject, in an informed and helpful context, please see Bryce Clarke, on 
Sermon Audio, ‘Aboriginal Australia’: http://www.sermonaudio.com/sermoninfo.asp?SID=881015920 

                                                
6 G.C. Bingham, The Return of the Lorikeets, p. 107-109 
7 G.C. Bingham, The Return of the Lorikeets, p. 167-168 


