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Dear children of PMH hospital, 

We’re thankful for you to be reading our book. We wrote this with the intention of offering support 

and promoting unity in this ever changing world where segregation is a thing of the past. We hope 

you think of the ideas presented in this book throughout your life and follow the positive ideals of 

our world. 

Thank you so much, we hope you get better soon 

 -Brayden, Emilly, Emily, Meliq and William 

  



  



Day 1 

ALIWA 

  “Kaya wer wanjoo! Hello and welcome. My name is Charles Robinson, and welcome 

to The Robinson Project. Today is the 1st day of NAIDOC Week, this gives me the chance to 

acknowledge my past and my ancestors and draw attention to the Whadjuk Noongar land of 

South West Australia, where our office sits.” Charles announces to the viewer’s at home. 

“While on the topic of NAIDOC Week I would like to shed some light on a club, ‘Take 

my hand’ stands for connections between all races, and how we need to come together to 

survive the harsh world that we live in. I’m hoping that this club can be the spear that leads 

the charge for a change in our racist world.” 

“Every day of this week I will be giving you a native word from my aboriginal 

language. Today’s Indigenous word is ‘Aliwa’ which means danger. So next time something 

seems dangerous, yell out “Aliwa!”.” 

Charles looks around his studio to see the large Aborginal flags displayed with pride 

around his studio, the wind making them fly like birds, free in the sky. The Aboriginal dot 

paintings brightening up the room with colour and adding wonder to each viewers eyes. A 

black leather couch and armchair are both located in the middle of the stage where the Host 

and guest both sit. And a didgeridoo in the background surrounded by plants and nature 

which imply this aboriginal-nature connection. 

“And now our special guest.” Charles addresses the camera with excitement, he was 

ready to see how blinded she actually was to other cultures and ready to try and change her 

opinion. 

“A comedian who has become well known through her unconventional humor and 

offensive jokes.”  

“My mission today, is to educate her on multiculturalism so that she may make a 

more educated decision on whether to keep her racist views. Sophie Greene!” 

A loud applause can be heard in the background as Sophie walks out on stage with a 

confident stride, as if she controlled the rotation of the world. She knew this would be a 

change from her stand-up comedy, she knew the viewers of this show had very different 

opinions to her, why else would they watch it when it has an Aborignial host. 

“Lovely to meet you Sophie.”  Charles beamed as he reaches out his hand for a 

handshake.   

“I would… but… I don’t exactly know where you’ve been”. Sophie laughs as she walks 

past the reached hand and ignores his attempt at connection. 



She places herself on the couch furthest away from the armchair where Charles has 

sat, as if she believed that sitting anywhere near him would lead her to catching an illness. 

Sophie sat with regal prowess standing herself above everyone else. She flicked her blonde 

hair over her shoulder and her cold, steel blue eyes stared at Charles, ready to strike like 

cobra at any insults that came her way. Her green shirt flowed off her body, and the white 

jacket and dress complimented her fair skin. 

“So how have been Ms. Greene, I hope life has treated you fair and with kindness.” 

Charles speaks, he hoped that by displaying some courtesy to her that she would in turn 

treat her exactly the same, after all how else did the term ‘Be treated how you would like to 

be treated’ come to pass. 

“I’m doing just fine thank you, I have so many events coming up that it does get a bit 

stressful at times, but that’s the life of someone who is famous. Sometimes I think it gets to 

my head.” 

The pompous response that Sophie replied with made Charles chuckle internally.  

How can this girl be so egotistical? He thought.  

“So it seems that you have very one-sided opinions about the Aboriginal culture” 

Charles accuses her. 

“I’m just speaking the truth. The harsh truth that no one likes to hear.” retorts 

Sophie. 

“I’m doing Society a favour by speaking my mind, your culture is a curse.” 

Charles tried not to show how affected he was by her accusations; this was his past 

she was talking about. How could she take an entire race, an entire way of life and call it a 

curse. In just one sentence she had insulted half the population of Australia. 

“Will you join the take my hand club? Become a conduit for acceptance of other 

cultures into the world?” 

“Absolutely not!” She snapped. 

“I don’t want to be involved with those radicals, they probably will end up stealing all 

they money they need to destroy the world we live in”  

“White people are found on every continent, we own the world”. 

“Well? What do you feel that NAIDOC means to you? Personally?” Charles replies to 

her racist remark. 

“It’s unnecessary, there is no need for an entire week acknowledging Aboriginals, the 

past is in the past leave it alone, your free, whatever. It doesn’t even matter anymore. We 



don’t need so much attention on what has been left behind. The only thing that NAIDOC 

accomplishes is making White Australians feel guilty for things they haven’t even done.” 

Her response was expected from her, Charles knew that she would be Anti-NAIDOC, 

she is so blinded by her cultures guiltiness, that she doesn’t realize that NAIDOC is so much 

more than an idea to produce fear and guilt. It helps aboriginals recognize the struggles they 

fought and won against, it helps the younger generation connect to the older. It represents 

everything that an Aboriginal is, in their heart. 

“What about the stolen generation? Thousands of aboriginal people were taken 

from their homes and placed in white households, hoping to ‘Root’ out the ‘Savagery’ that 

white people believed aboriginals had.” 

“Really?” She snidely retorts 

“The stolen generation? More like the saved generation…” 

“We took them in from their huts and spears and gave them a civil life, they should 

be grateful… you should be grateful. We taught you everything you needed to survive in a 

changing world, the Industrial Revolution was on the horizon and you still hunted with sticks 

and spears” 

Charles really wanted to reply with the broken world that the white people led them 

to, the world plagued by Global Warming and Famine, but he held his tongue. 

“Did you know that they took names as well?” 

“My name was taken just as most Aboriginal names were. Kgaiber was my name 

until it was stolen, it means ‘Warrior’ and to acknowledge NAIDOC week I would like to be 

recognized as such for the remainder of the week. 

Sophie remained silent.  

Kgaiber knowing he had won smirked so slightly that no one could tell.  

“And that’s all the time we have, thank you and goodnight.”  

  



 

 

  



Day 2 

KAAT WARRA 

“Kaya wer Wanjoo, hello and welcome, my name is Kgaiber and this is the Robinson 

Project. Today is the 2nd day of NAIDOC Week and we will be talking more with Sophie 

Greene about her” Kgaiber pauses, staring directly at the camera “unique brand of 

indigenous-based humour, but first today’s indigenous word is kaat karra which means 

nonsense or mad. The next time you hear something unbelievable you can say ‘That’s kaat 

warra’.” 

Now, please welcome our special guest Sophie.” Sophie walks onstage to the 

welcoming embrace of applause, waving at the camera as Kgaiber stands to welcome 

Sophie and direct her to a spot on the couch next to him but she completely ignores it and 

takes a seat as far from Kgaiber as possible.  

“Hello again, Charles, it’s lovely to be back here in my green dress.” Sophie smiles 

cheekily at Kgaiber, proud of both making the same joke for the millionth time and getting 

under his skin. 

“I’m glad you could return but, please, call me Kgaiber. Today I wanted to talk about 

your stand-up routine, could you run through your average show and some of your jokes?” 

Kaiber says, genuinely intrigued. 

Sophie smiled strangely as Kgaiber talked, she seemed almost confused at his 

enthusiasm “Sure thing, normally it’s quite an intense experience, everyone backstage is 

rushing around making sure everything’s ready, I’ll be in my dressing room trying to 

remember my jokes and practicing my lines and just psyching myself up. Then I’ll head to 

the side of the stage as the audience gets excited. When I walk on stage I’ll make a joke 

about how I’m happy to be there like ‘I’m so glad I made it here, on the way I almost got 

mugged by three indigenous guys.’” 

“Wait, sorry to interrupt but how is that funny?” Kgaiber looks at Sophie, confused 

“It seems like your just insulting indigenous people.” 

“It’s not an insult it’s just a joke. I’m just playing with the stereotype of indigenous 

people.” 

“But that’s offensive, you’re taking false, dated opinions and just saying them, 

there’s no punchline you’re just insulting an entire race of people for the sake of insulting 

them. What about this is funny?” 

“Just because you don’t understand the humour doesn’t mean it’s false, and it 

doesn’t mean you can take your envy out on me.” 



“That’s not what I asked, I asked ‘What about your jokes is funny?’” 

“They just are.” 

“So, your saying that insulting indigenous people is funny just because it is?” 

“Well… No…” 

“Then what are you saying?” 

“I’m saying that people find my jokes funny and that’s what matters.” 

“Just because everyone agrees doesn’t mean that it’s right. The Nazi party all agreed 

with each other but that doesn’t make their actions right.” 

“I am nothing like a Nazi.” 

“What makes you different?” 

“I don’t kill people!” 

“Yet you subjugate people of a different race and disregard them in their entirety.” 

Sophie stands up violently, staring down Kgaiber. “You don’t have the right to insult 

me like this, Charles!” She practically spits the last word. 

Kgaiber looks up at Sophie calmly. “And you have no right to insult my brothers, 

sisters and ancestors for the sake of a cheap laugh.” 

“I don’t need to listen to you.” Sophie walks away fuming. Charles looks directly at 

the camera. “I’m sorry loyal viewers, I’ll fix my mistake. We’ll be right back after this break.” 

Charles hurries off stage calling Sophie’s name. 

Sophie hears Kgaiber calling and stops. “What do you want? Haven’t you insulted me 

enough?” 

Charles looks at her apologetically “Look… I’m sorry for pushing you earlier. I just 

want to apologise and make it up to you. Just hear me out, tomorrow, I’ll cook for you, 

Okay?” 

Sophie looks at Kgaiber sceptically for an uncomfortable amount of time before 

sighing. “Fine. But it better be something good.” 

“It will be, I was going to do a cooking segment tomorrow and I think it would help 

the both of us if we did it together.” 

Sophie, still sceptical merely nodded and walked away as Kgaiber watched her walk 

away hopeful that he had managed to influence such a stubborn woman. 



 

  



Day 3 

MOORDITJ 

“Kaya wer wanjoo, hello and welcome, my name is Kgaiber and this is The Robinson 

Project. Today is the 3rd day of NAIDOC Week and I’m glad to share with you a traditional 

meal of yonga and damper. For those who do not know, yonga means kangaroo, so we will 

be trying kangaroo stew with damper to dip on the side. We are joined again with Sophie 

Greene who we are bringing along to explore the multicultural nature of NAIDOC. Today our 

native word is Moorditj – it means delicious, I hope whatever meal you all make today you 

find it very moorditj” 

Sophie who isn’t too excited nor willing, sits further back in her chair portraying a 

look of disgust, “I am not eating kangaroo, that’s disgusting”. 

“Have you tried it?” 

“Well, no, but why would you eat kangaroo? That poor animal” almost as if 

imagining an animal being slaughtered, Sophie shudders and looks away. 

“How is eating kangaroo any different from eating cow, or chicken? Just give it a go, 

some people even say it taste like beef”, Kgaiber offers the idea in an attempt to make her 

feel more comfortable. 

Shaking her head and staying strong to her ideas, Sophie continues to deny there to 

be any possible positive side to eating yonga.  

“Alright, well why don’t we get started and you can share your opinion after you 

have tried it?” Kgaiber leads Sophie into the break room to begin preparing and cooking the 

meal.  

Getting agitated with the pointless banter, she decides to get it over with “Let’s just 

get this over with, what’s first?” 

“Well originally, the indigenous men would go out and hunt for the kangaroo but in 

our case we had to purchase ours from the local store” Kgaiber pulls out the pack of 

kangaroo fillets and begins to dice them. 

With a smug grim Sophie responds, “Did you steal that?”  

Kgaiber gives her an irritated expression, was that comment necessary? “Moving on, 

we will be cutting and cooking our vegetables; we are using carrot, and onion. Once the 

vegetables are lightly cooked we will add the meat and stock and allow to cook”. 

Being unhelpful in the cooking process Sophie takes a seat on the chair in the corner 

while Kgaiber makes the meal. 



“When this meal was generally made, the indigenous would part take in a 

ceremonial dance as the kangaroo cooks in a way of acknowledging the sacrifice of the 

animal and feeling as one on a spiritual level”. Sharing this history surfaces the pride he feels 

towards his culture. Kgaiber feel proud that their culture and their people have been around 

for so long. They have held on strong for so many generations and yet they still are 

determined and will not remain voiceless. 

“So what? You going to dance around this kitchen in a nappy?” Sophie blurts out. 

“Why do you need to be so disrespectful?”  

“What? Am I being kanga-rude?” Sophie jokes playfully. 

Kgaiber shakes his head in disbelief and goes back to the kitchen. “Maybe you’ll be 

more accepting towards this dish. For the damper we will be using flour, water, and milk. 

Nowadays we use a rising ingredient like baking soda, but we are making this in the 

traditional way that it was made, although we are using an oven and tray instead of a fire 

pit.”  

With a huff, Sophie gets up and goes over to the bench and begins to mix the 

ingredients together, “now you can’t say I never help”.  

 

* 

 

After 3 long, grueling, hours the stew was finally ready. Kgaiber was excited to finally 

eat the meal that had taken so long to prepare whereas Sophie was only excited at the fact 

that it was finally over.  

Proud of the food he has made, Kgaiber couldn’t help but to breathe in deeply at the 

strong aroma emitting from the kitchen, “wow, this smells amazing.” 

Sophie who is feeling extremely stubborn at this point sits with her nose up trying 

not to acknowledge the smell that she secretly like. 

The food was brought over to the couches where Sophie was sat looking around at 

the flags decorating the walls. She couldn’t help but to look over at the food and notice how 

appealing and drawn she is. 

The yonga stew looked warm and inviting; it drew her in and made her want to try it. 

The damper had been torn into chunks and was steaming while emitting a delicious smell of 

fresh bread.  



She was instantly curious about how it would taste considering the smell that was 

inviting her in.  

Looking over at Kgaiber, Sophie saw him digging into the meal, dunking the bread 

into the stew and happily enjoying his meal. 

Sophie looked down at her serving. If she ate the meal then it was a show of 

acceptance, she would be taking a step into acknowledging the good in the different race. 

She had always been recognized through her offensive jokes; it was what had strangely 

made her feel comfortable. This racism is what for her has been socially accepted and had 

been grown up with these beliefs, and so in taking this step it will be her taking a step into 

accepting the different race, it was a step outside her comfort zone that she had built up 

around her. She was unsure whether she was ready to move forward but she knew that she 

didn’t want to keep holding on.  

Taking some of her courage, she pushed her comfort to the side and brought the 

scoop to her mouth.  

She hums in approval.  

Sophie found the meal delicious and enjoyed the taste but was a bit reluctant in 

admitting so. She wasn’t quite ready yet.  

With this newfound realization, she had become a little less offensive in the 

comments she made for the duration of the day.  

When the day was over and Kgaiber had his suspicions about the success he had 

made, Sophie had begun to leave. She had gone to walk out but as she passed the kitchen 

she couldn’t hold back from the temptation. She took a quick look around before ducking 

into the kitchen to grab a bowl full of yonga and snuck out in a hurry in case she was seen 

completely oblivious to Kgaiber who was peering in from around the corner with a small grin 

on his face.  

 

  



 

 

 

 

  



Chapter 4 

WAAGAL  

“Kaya ya wer wanjoo, hello and welcome, my name is Kgaiber and this is the 

Robinson Project.  Today is the 4th day of NAIDOC Week and I’m going to share with you 

something quite close to my heart that I haven’t shown anybody in my long career of 17 

years as this shows presenter, however first I’d like to introduce, Ms  Sophie Greene.” 

As we’ve seen each day I’ve presented an aboriginal word of the day and today’s 

word is waagal  which is the word meaning rainbow serpent. 

Sophie walks out onto the stage with a smile as venomous as her views and a 

demeanour as cold as ice. “Hello Charles how are you today.” 

“I’m quite well Sophie, but once again, I would like to ask you to call me Kgaiber.” 

Kgaiber responded. 

“Fine, I will address you as ‘Kgaiber’ if you want me to.” Sophie retorted. 

“Thank you Sophie, I’m looking forward to this but I am quite nervous and now I 

would like to perform something for you, if you don’t mind.” 

“Okay I guess I can watch your little show.” Sophie says rather sarcastically. 

Kgaiber stares at her, feeling rather disheartened at Sophie’s words but decides to 

ignore them and walks of stage to get his gear for the performance. Whilst he’s off stage the 

camera pans to Sophie looking at her phone like it’s got more value than anything else in 

the room. 

Kgaiber walks back into the room with a warm smile on his face and a beautiful 

instrument in his hand. Sophie stares up at him with a look of pure disregard. 

“So today Sophie, I’m going to perform with an indigenous instrument, my 

didgeridoo. The didgeridoo is an ancient, indigenous instrument used to tell history and 

communicate stories to all people around them, regardless of age, gender or race.” Kgaiber 

declares.  

“So I’ve read a little bit about the didgeridoo, isn’t it true that woman aren’t allowed 

play the didgeridoo.” Sophie questioned 

Kgaiber Answered “Yes it is traditionally accepted that woman don’t generally play 

the didgeridoo, this is due to the spiritual nature and power that this instrument holds.”  



Kgaiber sits in the middle of the newsroom floor, laying out his didgeridoo in front of 

him with a confident motion, showing his familiarity with the instrument. The didgeridoo is 

an exquisite instrument, adorned with grand markings of white and brown. He prepares for  

 

his performance by taking deep breaths, trying to calm his nerves; he waits for total 

silence from the camera crew. As he takes one large breath he begins to play.  

The Angelic hum of the didgeridoo brought forth emotions of both great happiness 

and deep understanding of the sadness that has enshrouded his people. Every living person 

in the room felt this great emotion including the warped and narrow-minded Sophie 

Greene.    

Sophie soon starts to listen intently to Kgaiber’s performance and by the end she 

stubbornly denies the internal issues that has arisen against her racially prejudiced views, 

what she felt and what she now feels has begun to change and lost congruency between the 

two.   

Kgaiber states “thank you all for listening and I hope you liked it.” He stood up and 

walked to the edge of the stage, handing one of the crew members his didgeridoo. He sat 

back down in his chair, asking “what did you think Sophie?”  

“I found it quite interesting Kgaiber” she stated, unsure of the emotional shift that is 

taking place within her heart and unaware of the slight mistake she made.  

Kgaiber stares at her with a large grin and asks “did you just call me Kgaiber, Sophie” 

Sophie realises what she said and instantly backtracks “what are you talking about 

Charles.” She stands up quickly and begins to walk out stating “I’m leaving now.” As she 

leaves through the side exit, Kgaiber calls after her. 

“Sophie where are you going” Kgaiber called, Sophie too far away to hear him. 

 

* 

 

Sophie goes to bed tired and confused, thinking about how she views indigenous 

culture, completely baffled by the effect the music of the didgeridoo had on her.  

 

* 

 



Sophie found herself on the ground of a large expanse of red earth that stretched 

endlessly in every direction, dotted by shrubbery and bordered by a beautiful crystal blue 

sky. Rather than feeling panic and terror at her unexpected surroundings, she felt a strange 

calm settle over her. However something worrying happened, a portion of the sky began to 

harden and to the human eye it appeared as if the sky was becoming glass. In the space of a 

single breath the sky cracked apart, the millions of shards fell to the earth but never 

touched the ground. As the light of the blazing sun overhead hit every shard of the sky, it 

was directed into a singular spot whereby it coalesced into a radiant serpent that glowed 

with an iridescent beauty.   

 

 Sophie looked upon the Waagal with both amazement and fear, unable to 

comprehend the divine power that it exuded, like it was an entity outside time itself. As she 

gazed into the eternal eyes of the serpent, her senses were overwhelmed with sights, 

sounds, smells and most powerfully emotions. The serpent rested its snout against her 

forehead and her feeling of enlightenment reached an apex and in that moment she awoke 

with a cry upon her lips. 

“I’m sorry.” Sophie sobbed  

  



 

 

  



Day 5 
DJAKAROONG 

 

“Kaya wer wanjoo! Hello and welcome! My name Kgaiber and this is The Robinson 

Project. Today is the 5th day of NAIDOC Week. We will be joined again by Sophie to talk 

more about the themes and issues of NAIDOC and my culture.” With a smile, he talked out 

to the camera. Whilst he made himself comfortable, he sat up straight and kept his serious 

front up. Even though it wasn’t a very formal show, Kgaiber took it very seriously.  

He knew just how important it was to have an opportunity like this, and how much 

harder he has to try for most people to take him seriously. This is why he had to keep his 

professional demeanor up at all times. This didn’t affect the way he talked to his guests. He 

still kept himself warm, friendly, and open towards everyone. Even those he would prefer 

not to. Sophie, for example. Despite his constant attempts to connect the two, she had been 

very distant. It was disheartening, but he didn’t stop. “Today’s Indigenous word is 

Djakaroong. It means cracked.”  

After that, Sophie was cued to come out. Like clockwork, she walked out with her 

powerful stride. The smirk etched on her lips as if it were a part of her. “Thank you for 

coming back to us, Sophie.” The blonde didn’t respond to him, but sat on the closer side of 

the couch. Kgaiber noticed this instantly.  

After a week of keeping her distance, Sophie had sat next to him. “It’s great to see 

you again. How have you been?” He asked with a smile. This time, it wasn’t forced 

hospitality. It was genuine positivity. No matter how small, this was a step in the right 

direction. “I’m great, as per usual.” Despite being closer and more inviting, she had not 

changed her egocentric personality. “That’s lovely to hear, Sophie.” He nodded. “So, if you 

remember, at the start of this week I asked you some questions and we talked about your 

stance on Aboriginal culture. You responded negatively to them, but I was hoping I could ask 

you again. Maybe we will get some more positive responses from you. Would you be willing 

to answer again?” 

“Go ahead,” she replied. Kgaiber thought for a moment before speaking, “Shall we 

start with the Stolen Generation?” Silence. “What do you think of this?” As if remembering 

what she had said the first time he asked her this, she looked down bashfully. “It was wrong. 

I know that now. Hearing your story has helped. As well as some,” she paused. How was she 

supposed to describe what she had experienced? A hallucination? A dream? “External 

forces.” Kgaiber obviously didn’t know what she was talking about wither the other part, but 

he smiled at the fact he had impacted her the way he wanted.  

“I’m glad you acknowledge that. This is positive progress.” He beamed. If Sophie got 

nothing out of this but a new view on this subject, he would still be content. The fact she 

had also done more research without him was just an added bonus. “What about NAIDOC?” 



This caused a less pleasant response. “It’s still unnecessary.” The response was far too quick 

for him to even try to justify her. “It sucks, but the past is still the past.” Even though there 

was a frown on his face, he knew his original plan was unrealistic. He should have known 

better than trying to change her entire opinion and views in one week. As long as they made 

some positive improvement, they could continue making progress after.  

“But you still admit it was a horrible thing?” He pressed her. She didn’t speak, but 

this time she nodded. It wasn’t a silence of being appealed and defeated, but simply the 

silence of not having anything to say. He was just thankful there was no joke. For once, their 

suffering was not her punch line. 

He asked her a range of other questions and they had an in-depth conversation; 

Kgaiber still teaching her new things even on the last day. She listened in awe, giving him 

her full attention. Jokes slipped out and she disagreed with some things still, but she had 

improved a lot. No longer filled with venom and hate. 

The biggest change happened once the camera was off. She didn’t leave as quickly as 

she could this time. She stayed back and talked with Kgaiber, even walking out with him. 

“Long shot here, but remember Take My Hand?” If he bothered asking her when they first 

met, he definitely had to ask her now. “There’s still a place for you, if you’re interested.”  

His hand outstretched towards her in the moment shared between just the two of 

them. The camera’s prying eye long since gone. No matter what she said here, no one would 

know what. There was no public image she had to maintain. If she said yes, she could keep it 

secret. If she said no, there wouldn’t be people accusing her of acting fake on the show just 

then. Besides Kgiaber, of course.  

He didn’t have to think about how he would react to her denying him, because she 

held his hand in hers.  

“I’d love to join you.” 

  



Charles Robinson, a recognized Aboriginal talk show host. 

In celebrating and acknowledging NAIDOC Week brings Sophia Greene a racist, egotistical comedian 

onto his show. 

She believes all indigenous people are inferior to her. 

Determined to change her views, he spends the entire week exploring the nature of the indigenous 

people and puts all of his effort into dissuading her racist and anti-multicultural views. 

But some habits can’t be changed. 

Can her stone cold heart be unlocked? Or will she choose to remain in her prison of hate and fear? 

“This book goes to the heart of this nation’s troubled soul. This is a must read for anyone who cares 

about this nation’s future.” – Noel Pearson 

“I loved this story; it spoke to me on a spiritual level.” - Sally Morgan 

 


