
 

 

 
SUBMISSION BY CALITA MURRAY (SNR) 

8 November 2024 

My personal story and family history 

 

My name is Calita Murray and I am currently retired. Details concerning my education, study and 
employment are listed in the attachment. 

I want to share my personal story and family history with Yoorrook. I was born in Orbost, Far East 
Gippsland, Victoria, in 1947, not far from the Brodribb River/Milly Creek massacre site. I was 
raised by my mother’s older sister, Mum Vera and Dad Billy Stewart. He was a Yuin man. 

My brother Albert gave me my first name. He was in the Second World War and had a girlfriend 
named Calita. My first name is Calita after her. My second name is Elizabeth after my 
grandmother. They called her Betsy for short. She was the daughter of Charles and Annabella 
Hammond (nee McLeod). 

My people are Gunai from the Gunaikurnai people on my great grandparents’ side, Wotjobaluk 
on my great grandfather’s side, and my great, great grandmother was Dja Dja Wurrung. Dad Bill 
was raised on his Yuin country. He practiced his culture. Both my mothers practiced their culture 
handed down to them by their Old People (Elders) and Grandfather Muns. 

In the 1800s, my family, the Krauatungalung/Croajingolong people, experienced injustice both 
when, and after, they were attacked in the Brodribb River/Milly Creek massacre in 1851. I think 
people just think it happened back in the 1800s and that’s where it finished. But that’s not true. 

There is a plaque for the cook, Dan Dempsey, who died on Orbost Station. He caused the 
massacre. And then there’s a writeup on storyboards next to the plaque, and it just says how the 
Aboriginal people killed him. But the way they tell the story, the Aboriginal people were the bad 
ones, and they killed this cook and that’s why the people (who committed the massacre) kind of 
formed a posse to go after them and killed most of my people in retaliation. 

The plaque was done for the cook, and it's been there for a few years. But they did nothing for the 
Aboriginal people. Our family is telling the Aboriginal side of how the massacre happened. The 
Far East Gippsland Shire has given us a building in Forest Park in Orbost to tell the Aboriginal side 
of the story. What the Aboriginals said happened. And Uncle Phillip Pepper wrote a bit in his book. 
And our old people who we knew, they’ve probably all died by now. They tell that my family was 
camping and the cook from Orbost Station went and took a young girl, and he took her back to 
his hut and he held her for three days. And when her people, who are my people, went to get her, 
he, the cook, he must have planned this, because he had logs and coals around his hut, burning. 
And because they were barefoot, being tribal people, they couldn’t get into the hut because of all 
the hot coals and fire, so they sat and waited for him to come out, and after three days he came 
out and they speared him, and he died. And that’s how the massacre happened. My people, they 
got the girl and took her back to the camp, and that’s told by the Gunai Elders, our family history 
and Uncle Phillip Pepper in his book. So, we’re putting that on the written start of the history wall 
in Orbost. And I guess there’ll be a lot of graffiti sprayed on it, but the truth has got to be told.  

The effect it had on my great grandfather, Charles Hammond, he would have seen most of his 
family massacred. A few escaped and he was captured and taken by white men with two other 
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boys by the very people who massacred his family and was raised by them. One of those men 
was named Charles Hammond and my great grandfather came to be known by that name. I 
suspect he was used as slave labour because I learned that Charles Hammond, who took my 
great grandfather, didn’t have a wife living with him. I just can’t imagine what was going through 
my great grandfather’s mind – that he was living with these people who wiped out his family, who 
murdered his family. 

That would have had a big effect on him and then to be raised with non-Aboriginal people and not 
his tribal people. Just to think about what that little boy went through… it’s heartbreaking. When 
my great grandfather grew up, he found his way back to his Krauatungalung people at Bung 
Yarnda, now known as Lake Tyers Aboriginal Station. Reverend Bulmer had set that up by that 
time. So, my great grandfather would have known that they were his people before the massacre, 
because he went back to them. He didn’t go in the other direction. 

He married Annabella Hammond (nee McLeod), who was a ‘half caste’. My research has been 
unable to identify her white father, but she was conceived in times that were dangerous for 
Aboriginal people in Far East Gippsland. 

My great grandparents moved to the Omeo district. 

Great grandfather Charles Hammond had six children: 

1. unnamed baby boy 
2. Eliza Hammond 
3. Elizabeth (Betsy) Hammond, my grandmother 
4. Catherine (Kate) Hammond  
5. James Hammond (Grandfather Muns) 
6. Margaret May Mary Hammond 

My great grandmother Annabella Hammond (nee McLeod) had eight children. 

My great grandfather worked hard to support his family on Bindi Station and Tongio Station. He 
worked as a bullock driver. He sent his two oldest children to school at Swifts Creek.  

I have read the transcript of a court case which was published in a Bairnsdale newspaper, where 
a cook, Andrew Williams, was convicted of attempted murder of my great grandfather. The cook 
had given my great grandfather cakes to take home to his children. Before going home, my great 
grandfather ate one of the cakes and immediately became sick. He was treated by a local 
woman. The authorities sent a sample of the cake eaten by my great grandfather to a Melbourne 
laboratory and the sample was found to contain strychnine. The cook received ten years in 
prison. 

My great grandfather applied for land twice because he had seen that the early settlers were all 
getting land, and they refused him, twice, in his own Country. 

My great grandmother became very ill, and my great grandfather went to Omeo to find a doctor. 
The doctor gave him some medicine to take back to her, but the doctor refused to go because he 
didn’t have payment from the government. So, then, my great grandmother died. This was about 
eight months after giving birth to the last of her eight children. And my great grandfather couldn’t 
manage with all the children. Some were grown up, some were teenagers. But the baby was, I 
think, 18 months old. So, a letter was sent to Reverend Bulmer at Lake Tyers to send a horse and 
buggy to pick up the family and take them back to Lake Tyers, which did happen. The baby died 
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about six months after that and then the ‘half caste’ legislation was implemented, and because 
my great grandmother was a ‘half caste’ Aboriginal, her children were asked to leave the station. 
My great grandfather was told that he and his youngest son, James (who we call Grandfather 
Muns), could stay, but his other children had to leave. So, he took all his children back to the 
Bruthen area. But he was older then, so he found it hard to find work. One of his older daughters 
found work, but they were all still living in poor conditions. 

When welfare came and took the girls away to do domestic service work, my grandmother 
Elizabeth Hammond and her sisters, except one sister, were later sent to Coranderrk Aboriginal 
Station where they were told to find a husband to marry and support them (rather than the 
authorities supporting them). The girls got married and lived in different places.  

Great Grandfather and his youngest son James, Grandfather Muns, went back to Lake Tyers. He 
became ill and he was dying, and he wanted his children to come and visit, but the authorities 
wouldn’t allow it. The Aboriginal people on Lake Tyers Aboriginal Station sent a letter to the 
authorities asking that the children visit their dying father, but it didn’t happen, and he died. He 
never saw his daughters again. 

He’s buried at Lake Tyers Aboriginal Station. So that’s what the massacre did to him and his 
family. His children didn’t have an easy life. And the Aboriginals, they had to write and ask 
permission to leave the station, to go and visit a relative. They could not move until they had put 
it in writing and got an answer back. It divided the family. It was very cruel what the white society 
did to him and his family. 

My grandmother married a man from Wotjbauik, went to live with him and they had children. But 
she kept asking for a pass to go back and visit her sisters at Lake Tyers, but the authorities would 
never grant her that. She died at a young age never to see her siblings again. 

My birth mother, Agnes Harrison (nee Marks) was two years old when her mother, my 
grandmother, died. And my mum who raised me, my mother’s older sister Mum Vera, was four. 
So, they also had a hard life. They were with their father’s family but couldn’t see their mother’s 
family. And that wasn’t easy on them. It certainly wasn’t easy on Grandfather Muns, her youngest 
brother. And so, he had a hard life when his dad, my great grandfather, died and his sisters were 
out doing domestic work. So, he just depended on other Aboriginal Community people to help 
him. Then, over the years, the family always knew where they were from. They always knew their 
Country and when we lived in New South Wales we went back. 

My mother had 16 children. Some died as babies. During my childhood, my family feared welfare 
getting too close and we moved to New South Wales. They moved for work, but mainly because 
they feared welfare nosying around. And then when welfare would come around in New South 
Wales, they’d move back to Victoria. We did that a lot growing up. My family did that before I was 
born, and then it still happened after I was born.  

My family did seasonal work. Dad and my brothers worked in the timber mills. I have good and 
bad memories of my childhood. I was happy playing with the other children, swimming in the 
river, going to the beach, helping to get seafood, playing rounders. But it was a hard time for the 
grown-ups to keep the children safe from welfare and they found it hard to get good jobs that paid 
good money. And I suffered racism when getting served in the shop. I was made to sit in the front 
row seat in the movie theatre (“the pictures”) and not allowed to sit near white people. 

We were living culture. Mum Vera would get ‘basket grass’, dry it and teach the children to make 
baskets. We were also shown how to gather bush tucker and told to leave some for other people. 
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This was teaching us to share and take care of the land. We were shown bush medicine and how 
to use it. 

As children, there were things we were not allowed to know, like spiritual things. It was difficult 
to practice our culture back in those days – the manager wouldn’t allow it. Now, I visit some 
sacred places that we are allowed to go to. 

I am sharing this for the family. I have two sisters left. One has Alzheimer’s and she’s in a nursing 
home in Bairnsdale. Both sisters are older than me. One’s in Sydney. And she’s not well at all. I’m 
the youngest child in my family. I’m left fight for the family and for my Great Grandfather’s tribal 
Country Krauatungalung on the Orbost side of the Snowy River… 

And I think of the younger generation. It’s not just my grandchildren. I’ve got four children, nine 
grandchildren and four great, great grandchildren. And there’s others. My brothers’ and sisters’ 
children and grandchildren, and great grandchildren, and great, great grandchildren. So, I’m 
really just doing this for myself and for the family, but also for the younger generation. 

Most of the people my age and older, they’re not around anymore, so something like this needs 
to be done for the younger generation. 
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Attachment 

 

I started school at Wallaga Lake Aboriginal Reserve (on the far south coast, NSW). 

When my family moved for work to Bombala on the Monaro, NSW, I went to Bombala Central 
Primary and Secondary School. 

After I married and my family moved to Canberra, I studied at – 

- Canberra Institute of Technology (CIT), Conflict Resolution Service 
- Women’s Legal Centre 
- Tranby Aboriginal College, Sydney 
- Diploma of Community Services (Welfare studies) at CIT 
- Certificate IV in Community Services (CIT) 
- Certificate of Registration under Mediation Act 1997 (ACT) 
- Australian Federal Police Interview Training (CIT) 

My working life has included – 

- Seasonal and domestic work 
- Australian Public Service, Canberra 
- Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander Commission (ATSIC) 
- Conflict Resolution Service (CRS) as a mediator 
- Royal College of Nursing Australia 
- Consultancy work 
- Narrabundah Primary School 
- Aboriginal Justice Centre 

I also performed the following voluntary work –  

- Support for Aboriginal & Torres Strait Islander people when interviewed by Australian 
Federal Police (AFP) 

- Provided advice to the ACT Government on Law and Justice Issues affecting 
Aboriginal & Torres Strait Islander peoples in the ACT 

- Provided Court support for Aboriginal & Torres Strait Islander people when attending 
Court 

- Member of Project Management Group for Women – ACT Domestic Violence 
Prevention 

- A Board member for Job Solve Employment Service for People with a Disability 
- Law Support at Women’s Legal Centre Canberra 
- Interview support for Aboriginal friends when taken into custody by AFP Officers 
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