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Dear Professor Fitzherbert, 
Raging winds and dust storms and whirlwinds are features of this equinoctial season and the papers have suffered accordingly. However I’ve just finished the Yogganguri and other Wongga. There are 38 pages in all, the marginal notes in the book being put under “Miscellaneous” [Uleru (‘Ooleroo’) Border of S.A. and N.T. (?)], 10 pages included in 38. I can’t tackle my deedbox just yet but I must find the Eucla Wongga. I will rest my eyes a while as the sand particles that the dust storms raise, blow or fall on my lower eyelids and affect my eyes.
All the other stray notes that I’ve huddled here and there must be begun. I think you will find them all ‘dovetailing’ into one or other of the vocabularies and Miscellany. No ‘order’ as there never is any time to question in an orderly way, and you really get very little result from any ‘systematic’ digging. My success is due to my readiness to leave off and listen to something else – waiting my opportunity to continue when they are in the mood. You can’t rush them – though “civilized” men will tell you many ‘lies’ if you rush them. The voluntary information, the unconscious information is always the best, I’ve even had to ‘drop’ taking notes: when I saw them looking askance at my pen or pencil moving and now and then they have been frightened when I have read out the names of waters etc. they have given me. Cannily and cautiously I pursued my task. Getting them to argue with each other on certain questions was a great help.
I’m giving you every little item written on the margins because all will help.  You cannot realize the pleasure I have in transcribing all these notes for you. You are an expert and your expert approval has comforted me greatly and that is why I wish to justify your approbation to your Council. Adelaide University will possess the most complete ‘languages’ of any University in Australia.
I wish you could meet our W.A. Premier Sir James Mitchell and let him know your opinion of my work. I remember he was Lands Minister when I was writing my history of the W.A. Tribes for the Govt, but like many others, he never took me seriously because he saw me at off times enjoying the ?...? of social interchange, and I never bothered to convince him or others – they hadn’t intelligence enough to appreciate a work that had nothing at all commercial about it.
Only Frank Wilson, the Premier at the time, understood that I was more than ‘playing’ with the subject. He gave me an “all lines pass” for years – gave me every facility I required. Made me a “Special Commission” of Inquiry – all to help me in pursuing the dying groups – and he knew my cheery manner was just my own and was as good (and better) in my work than any amount of official reticence or aloofness. Also my Chief, the late Registrar General, he too let me go my own way and pursue my own system. They were all specially decent to me in W.A. Every Government Departmental Head helped me and the result is my big box of unpublished and most valuable MSS.
Pray don’t mind my “reminiscing” You will understand that when you have pursued some special ‘bent’ satisfactorily. You can’t help going over your ‘steps’ on the way. As I write out these notes every little scene and circumstance connected with them comes to my mind and I have two pleasures: the pleasure of writing them for an appreciative reader, and the pleasure of remembering the poor souls – many now dead – with whom I sat and talked and whom I fed and tended in their illness.
I gave up all attempts at genealogies long ago.  I mean here in C. A. This is the straight and most simple marriage law of all aborigines throughout Australia. A man can only marry his father’s sister’s daughter (the daughter of his paternal aunt) or his mother’s brother’s daughter (the daughter of his maternal uncle). These are the only true ‘umari’ (father in law, mother in law). Spencer made much mystery of this very simple fact but it was the foundation of the aboriginal social system and Spencer’s Arrunda (I think his “class” names are not true to aboriginal sounds). They are:
Arrunda	Broome and Beagle Bay		Roebourne, Nullagine
Bulthara	Parrajer				Paljeri
Purula		Burungu			Boorong
Kumara		Karrimerra			Kaimera
Panunga	Pammunga			Banaka

Now the Broome marriage laws are exactly the same as the Arrunda and Roebourne. I’ll give the Roebourne Nullagine terms which John (Loss?) Forrest and myself learned from the natives themselves:
Boorong marries Banaka - their children are Kaimera
Banaka marries Boorong – their children are Paljeri
Kaimera marries Paljeri – their children are Boorong
Paljeri marries Kaimera – their children are Banaka
And so on throughout the hundreds of thousands of generations of Broome etc. The ‘route’ followed by the Kimberley groups into C.A. led evidently down slantwise from Broome, Ninety Mile Beach, Roebourne, Nullagine and spreading into sort of by streams S.E. and S. of Nullagine, one stream going on to Arrunda country where the marriage laws were still kept straight if Spencer natives were telling the truth.
At some point below the Nullagine in the long long ago some young blades who resented having to wait for the infant allotted to them, ran away with their father’s sister (their umari), their paternal aunt, or a man ran away with his sister’s daughter (his daughter in law) and so began the first ‘cross” in the line of marriage. The eloping couples got away and by and by they had formed a group under the changed classes. Again from this group another elopement – perhaps two or three – took place and again the classes were changed – and this went on through generations and centuries until the class name fizzled out in West-Central Australia. That is fact and that is why these C.A. are ‘promiscuous’ having no marriage law other than annexation of women after eating their men and dividing these amongst each other. When they are killed and eaten, again the women are divided amongst the killers and so on through the centuries. The above straight law prevailed from Kimberley to Eucla and as far as I’ve read Mathew, Howitt and Fison etc. prevailed all over Australia. Breach of that straight law meant death, both among the Broome (Kimberley) and Bibbulmun (S.W. of W.A.).
I could give you living instances; I mean incidents that occurred after white settlement of death for breach of this universal law.
I wish I had £10,000! I do so want to tell all I know before I pass on. You know that at home we are keen on our pedigrees. I’ve known two families who could trace back directly to the 5th century and the genealogical charts at home have always interested me, even as a child, so where I went in amongst these natives in Broome and Perth I found out their laws. I was bitten with the virus of research and it became a labour of love throughout.
Just now I’m engaged in a sort of spiritual fight and I hope to conquer and I think I will. They stole three inma from me and I sent the whole box and dice of them to Coventry. Men, women and children and they are still there. Today, in fact a few moments ago, I heard them call “Kabbarli” very quietly. I went out and found three Barrajugusca Mindari and Ngoingo or Marngur hiding behind some herbage. They had brought me an inma but not my stolen inma. They had carried it some 80 or 100 miles. I have sent them off to bring back my stolen inma and I shall wait and see. This is the first movement they have made towards acknowledgement of their sin and a desire to make restitution. I am standing apart and ill as I am and have been, I would not break my Coventry sentence. Tho’ it has meant my having to carry my birds water supply (I don’t cage anything but the birds come to my water vessels every year) the mile that lies between my camp and the siding tanks, only a billy can at a time but it’s a dreadful task just now.
These men said to me, “Mundurrgu juni ulainyi” – Mundurrwas the donor of the inma and his ‘bowels are crying’ over the theft. Now you can gauge the hold I’ve had on these poor creatures, the ‘spiritual’ hold when poor old Mundurr sorrows for my loss. He believes that my magic was also put into the inma, along with the magic of the Kangaroo totem spirit – also within the inma, and so his “juni ulainyi”. He is at Tarcoola, about 200 miles east. We know the thieves but I have my own code of laws with them and Coventry is my rock. I give no food, no clothing, no anything. They must not come near my camp. They must not speak to me at the siding and I have only to look in their direction thro’ my tinted glasses to make them squirm and move off. Yet they all know that it is due to the theft. The women don’t know what theft, the men know. These white settlements – Kalgoorlie, Tarcoola, the Goldfields areas and the E W line are dreadful examples for them. I stand in their minds apart from all these white nastinesses. That is why I keep apart from the siding and do not enter the white women’s houses. I must leave them this one solitary example of one kind of white woman and so I ordered my whole life before them.
Now I must stop as I have to gather my firewood before the sun goes down.
Yours faithfully, 
Daisy M. Bates

