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			BRIAN HUNT 

			in conversation with Mike Oates

			The Poetic Huntsman… 

			I was born in 1944 in the outback town of Bourke,
An old Darling River town where my father used to work.
Eldest in the family of two girls and seven boys,
Mum’s two girls; her precious pearls, and we boys made lots of noise.

			Then in 1955, down river, we moved south-west,
Mum and Dad had decided a move would be for the best.Wilcannia on the Darling, we then lived for seven years,
Where Mum’s Dad was a fisherman; we shared our joy and tears.

			Mum encouraged us to learn, to play music and to sing,
With maternal love she gave, to us meant everything.
A hard-working family man, Dad drove trucks and skinned ‘roos,
To put clothes upon our backs, and for each he bought new shoes.

			Then in 1962, moved down river to the South,
To Curlwaa down near Wentworth, we fed each family mouth.For many years I picked fruit, with sisters and each brother,
Helping our Mum and Dad, make a living for each other.

			Our mother’s name was Eileen, and our father’s name was Roy,
We worked hard as others did, each girl and every boy.
More than forty-seven years, with family and my wife
I’ve lived in Gol Gol New South Wales, enjoying country life.
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			To describe Brian Stanley Hunt in just three words; perhaps the quiet achiever would be a good option. He is a proud indigenous octogenarian elder, who has resided here in the MaIlee after arriving with his brothers Geoff and Dennis in 1962. He has worked, entertained, educated, and contributed in many ways, to not only his own indigenous community, but the entire community of Sunraysia during the past six plus decades.

			Brian’s parents, Roy and Eileen Hunt were married in 1943 in Bourke courthouse, New South Wales. After Roy secured accommodation for himself and his new bride, he purchased a bicycle for a better option of mobility to find a job, which was no easy achievement in those days. He offered a local Bourke business, Tancred Brothers Abattoirs, a day’s work without pay to demonstrate his keenness and his ability to work. The management being obviously impressed, employed him immediately. Roy worked there for some time, a highly regarded employee, becoming known as the running barrowman.

			Brian, on the 10th of January 1944, was the first-born child to Roy and Eileen. As the family expanded, it consisted of two sisters and seven brothers (according to Brian, he believes he is still the eldest). His siblings being Geoff, Dennis, Gwen, Tony, Glen, Wendy, Desmond, and Rod. Spending time in Brian’s company, one quickly becomes aware that he is most proud of his family roots.

			Brian describes his mother as an efficient and caring homemaker, and his father a good provider, working whenever, and wherever he could. After his time at the abattoirs, Roy acquired enough capital to set himself up as a fencing contractor, and with a team of young workers, constructed fences, as far north as Cunnamulla in Queensland. Brian remembers in detail, how Roy and his team would cut their fenceposts to measure two and a half axe-handles in length. An early memory is that of his father, along with two young brothers, Billy and Alan Shipp, constructing a stockyard on a station in Goolring. Brian was impressed by their skills, and strength in being able to lift and toss large heavy posts and timber into position, for neither were large-framed men. 

			In the early post-war period, his parents like many others, did it hard, but they did better than most in the district with Roy having a regular income. Brian remembers his family at that early stage in his life, being a bustling happy one; his parents being naturally musical. Mum sang a lot of songs of the day, and played piano accordion, harmonica, and Jews harp. Dad played button accordion and also sang a little. This early exposure to music would later have a profound influence on their children, most notably Brian himself, and younger brother Geoff. Brian recalls with fondness, many of these fine old songs and melodies, and performs them to this day with his rich and mellow voice.

			In 1955, the Hunt family left Bourke and moved south to Wilcannia NSW. By this time, seven of the children were born. An eleven-year-old Brian remembers the family gradually settling into the locality there. His maternal grandfather, Henry Carl Leppert, was a professional fisherman, who lived with his brother Fred by the Darling River. He taught Roy how to make and set fishing nets for a good catch. 

			Both Roy and Eileen were keen for their children to have a good education, so Brian and the other children attended St. Theresa’s Mission Convent School, to be taught by the nuns. Brian remembers attending and serving at mass as an altar boy in the church, and despite it being over seventy years ago, can still quote some of the Latin responses. The mission was situated across the Darling River and was linked by a bridge to the town. It consisted of fourteen houses, seven on either side of the road. The mission was constructed specifically for aboriginal families. Not all indigenous families lived there, with some residing in other locations. After a time, the Hunt family were able to move into one of the mission houses, which Brian recalls as being a comfortable residence. 

			The Hunt children rarely frequented the town’s facilities, other than running little errands for their mother. As a young mission boy, Brian did not feel at ease there for some time. One of these errands was being sent by Mum across the bridge for pink sulphur tablets, when a member of the family was unwell. The tablets had a reputation of having the ability to cure all minor ills. 

			However, when he was older and more confident, Brian carried out gardening jobs for an elderly lady, a Mrs. Swift, who lived in the town. On one occasion, she gave him twenty pounds as payment for a substantial job he had done for her. He wanted to give ten pounds back as he felt it was too much, but she insisted he take it all. At the time it was a lot of money for a youth to receive, and he felt it helped him to recognise his self-worth.

			When Brian and Geoff were shown a few chords on the guitar by a friend, David Williams, they took to the skill like ducks to water; they were naturals. Brian has fond recollections of two specific families in the town, the Hassans and the Milnes. They regularly welcomed the brothers to their respective homes to listen to records and urged the boys to play their music. Brian particularly recalls being taught to dance, and encouraged to feel more at ease by Marleen, the older daughter of the Hassan family. This meant a lot to him and boosted his confidence in social settings. The boys would later rewrite a version of a popular song of the era called The Calgary Roundup, re-naming it The Wilcannia Roundup, immortalising Alf Hassan (Marleen’s father) as the chuck-wagon driver, which they would later perform on stage.

			A local green-grocer, Bill Boland employed Roy to take a truck load of his pigs across the state to Campbelltown. He erected a platform-canopy on the truck above the tray for Brian and the other children to ride on, while Eileen, their new baby (Wendy), and Roy, rode in the cabin of the truck. They had only a vague idea of the direction they should take but were advised to follow the white lines of the main road, which did get them there, eventually. Remarkably, the delivery of the pigs was made successfully, and the Hunts remained in Campbelltown for several months afterwards, while Roy worked with his axe, felling and debarking (eucalyptus) lemon-scented gum trees for collection. 

			Brian recalls the truck developing mechanical problems while the family were there and has visions of Bill Boland lying underneath the vehicle attempting to repair it on a rainy day, with streams of water trickling down either side of him. He also remembers an occasion when Roy was late coming home one evening; the family had run out of food. Brian waited outside in the dark, making a wish that the next car’s headlights would be his dad’s, bringing the food. While he waited, he repeated to himself the rhyme, (Starlight, star bright; first star I see tonight, etc.) When the next headlights appeared and it happened to be Roy’s, he believed then, and for some time afterwards, he had the ability to make wishes come true. While they remained in the Campbelltown area, the Hunt Children did not attend school, which disrupted the flow of their education, but it was a good place to play together. 

			Their return journey back to Wilcannia coincided with the great flood of 1956. The Darling River, and the Tallyawalka Creek overflowed, washing away much of the main road and the three bridges. They found themselves stranded nine miles out from the town, during which time they were living in tents by the roadside. The family survived, by living on rabbits (underground mutton), and an occasional kangaroo that Roy shot. They also caught ‘wild’ sheep when they had to. 

			Brian remembers Roy purchasing 14 dozen Club Ace rabbit-traps, and the strategic daily setting of the traps among the many warrens. When they were fortunate enough to get good regular catches for their endeavours, it would be a case of all hands-on deck to gut, skin, and pair the rabbits ready for purchase and collection by the two buyers from Wentworth. 

			Brian recalls himself and Geoff regularly being taken out bush by their dad to shoot roos. On one of these occasions when spotlighting, they sighted in the distance, what they thought was a huge Kangaroo, sitting motionless, looking at them. They were sure they had shot him two or three times and could not understand why he remained upright and motionless. It raised concerns for them, thinking he may have been a spirit, but as they drove towards him, they discovered that the roo was in fact a tree-stump. 

			Even in hard times, and despite challenges, Brian remembers his mother being a very good cook on an open fire. One might find cooked yabbies, roo, or emu meat on the Hunt’s family table, whenever Roy and the boys were able to secure it. The roo skins proved a profitable source of income for a while, and Brian would help in pegging out the fresh ones to dry for sale to a buyer from Adelaide in due course.

			Unfortunately, they were unable to sell the meat of the kangaroo, even after separating it from the skin, as it was generally regarded as an impure waste product by the early European settlers who would not eat it. Fortunately, later white arrivals were more adventurous, and appreciative of its value. 

			Sport was not a priority for the family. Despite rugby league being a popular game of NSW, neither Brian, nor his brothers played it much. He did join in on a few games for his school. He recalls on one of these occasions when he captained the team, he was later mentioned in The Dawn magazine as having had an outstanding game. However, he did not continue with the game after his school days ended.

			There were limited options for socialising until the older siblings began to sing and advance their playing skills. A musical evening became a common event in the Hunt family home and would include the popular music from Hank Williams to Elvis Presley. As well as their parent’s earlier influence, they were impressed by veteran Doug Young, a local aboriginal man who sang and wrote songs that Brian related to. Another young man, David (Fox) Williams, showed the boys more simple open chords on guitar, and how to accompany his songs. They were also inspired by the melodies of Joe O’Donnell, and the way he was able to play the well-known piece, ‘Guitar Boogie’. Soon Brian and Geoff were mastering the craft. On their debut appearance they played in the town park for a large crowd, and despite being nervous, were well received, with all going well.

			About this period, Brian remembers a South Australian earth moving contractor, Geoff McMahon asking Roy to drive with him to Sydney to purchase and collect a road grader. They took the now seventeen-year-old Brian along for the ride. He remembers Geoff McMahon driving there at speeds of over 70 miles per hour in his Holden on roads of great contrast. Brian found it unnerving travelling over the Blue Mountains so fast, with the verges of the road often falling away down steep slopes. When they arrived in one piece, Brian was relieved, although, they found there was actually no grader available for sale. However, they were advised that one could be had near Taree, in Cundletown.

			That night both Brian and Roy stayed in the Hornsby Hotel, but as they had not expected a stop-over, nor realised how far the journey was, did not have sufficient money to buy food. Making the best of a couple of bananas they had; being so hungry, they ate the skins and all. Off they sped again early next morning, and just as they reached their destination, the steering system of McMahon’s car literally fell apart. It came as no surprise to Brian; from the way he drove it over the rough terrain.

			After the purchase, father and son were given the task of getting the sizable, slow-moving monster back to Wilcannia. In addition to the grader, Mr. McMahon also acquired a small caravan which he hitched to the grader for Roy and Brian to sleep in on the journey back. He also fitted headlights for night travel, and a couple of enormous spare tyres for the grader, that were squeezed into the little caravan.

			While the contractor made his own way home, father and son set off on the long, slow journey back, driving all day until darkness fell. On the first night, for safety concerns, they pulled into a small clearing along the road and climbed into the caravan between the spare tyres to sleep. It was a tight fit. Neither Brian, or his father could nod off; nor could they understand why they could not do so. In the light of the morning after a sleepless night, Roy nudged Brian and pointed to the cemetery they had parked beside in the dark, saying “That’s the reason there, son”. It made good sense to Brian.

			They eventually got the grader back safely. Afterwards, Roy taught Brian and Geoff how to operate the grader. First, you would have to start a pilot motor before you could start the big engine, which could be a tricky job. They quickly got the hang of it and were busily grading the White Cliffs and Louth roads in the locality for some time, while Roy was doing other sections. Roy had squared it with local police to allow the boys to drive the machine to get the job done quicker. When they completed their work, the two brothers, drove what would have seemed like to the residents of Wilcannia, a mini cavalcade of machinery moving slowly down the main street. Behind the big grader, they were towing the mobile fuel-tank, and the caravan that they had been living in while they had worked. A proud moment for the teenagers.

			Brian confessed that he developed a major crush on a local girl by the name of Doreen. It was an unrequited love, as he never had the courage to tell her. He remembers worshiping the ground that she walked on at that time. While visiting Wilcannia recently, he paid her a visit. She is now in her 80s and lives with her daughter. He felt greatly relieved to confess to her the feelings of a shy teenager, feelings that he retained for more than sixty-two years. He was well received when he did so and earned himself a warm hug on departure; happily concluding what had been for him, unfinished business of his youth. 

			In 1962, Brian, Geoff and brother Dennis hitched a lift on a truck to Wentworth to pick fruit. They were given their first opportunity to do so on Lambert’s block in Curlwaa, near the Abbotsford bridge. Although their young bass-player Dennis remained behind, Brian and Geoff were fortunate to receive a break into semi-professional music, with Buddy Williams, who along with his show, was passing through the area on tour. It was an exciting time for the eighteen, and sixteen-year-old brothers, who travelled and played down through Victoria, and on to Tasmania with the experienced Buddy as their mentor. They were learning invaluable knowledge, serving them well over the years since. The boys celebrated Christmas 1962 in Port Arthur penal settlement; needless to say, they were all just visiting (not locked up).

			When they were requested to return home by their parents, concerned for their welfare, Brian felt a little dejected, but understood their help was needed to pick fruit during the harvest to support the family. As a family, together, they picked grapes and citrus each season, which well known in Sunraysia, is no holiday in the heat and dust of mid-summer. The boys had made their return from Tasmania by aeroplane, flying from Devonport to Melbourne, finding this first-time experience exciting, and while happy to support his family, Brian was keen to further his musical skills, and continued practising with Geoff. 
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			The Marvel Brothers (Brian centre)

			Soon, Dennis, Tony, Gwen and even eleven-year-old Glenn on drums joined them in a family band. They became known as the Marvel Brothers. The name was the brainchild of Eileen, who referred to them as marvellous. They played in many local venues, including Wentworth’s Crown hotel, and The Commercial Hotel (now known as the Captain Sturt.) They were supposed to be playing for the patrons to sit and listen, but the staff and management could not prevent many members of their audience from getting up and dancing.

			During this time, in addition to playing music, Brian picked grapes on Charlie Murray’s Birdwoodton block, and the following season, he was the cart-man on Jack McKenzie’s block. He also recalls doing casual work for Peter Corbolt. 

			In 1965, Brian purchased his first car. He and his father travelled together by train to Melbourne where he had the choice of a late model, green 1964 EH Holden, or a sky-blue ‘63 model EJ Holden special, with low milage. He opted for the ‘63 sky-blue; it was his pride and joy, and the registration number, HSN 476, is still indelibly etched into his memory. Having a car made travel much easier for him and the whole family. 

			Roy Harwood of 3MA fame, invited Brian and Geoff to record some of their music for radio broadcasting. One of the pieces they played was named Patricia; the theme tune for the program called The Penny Serenade. The Hunt boys had heard Roy play this tune each day and had taken a liking to it. Their rendition, apart from being enjoyable to play, also brought more recognition to the Hunt brother’s musicianship.

			In 1965, Brian and brother Glenn teamed up with Buddy Williams again, and began touring South Australian rural venues. As a performer, sporting a large bushy, black beard, Brian was sometimes billed as Brian Kelly; a common practice of the day for performers to take on a stage name when on the road. In a certain town where they were booked to play, the police sergeant began asking questions about the young, well-dressed, indigenous stranger with the beard, suspecting he may be on a wanted list. When he quizzed Buddy’s wife for information, the policeman was invited to come and listen to the band that night. The experience was more than sufficient to put the old sergeant’s curiosity to rest after seeing, and hearing Brian play.

			Although Brian continued to play with Buddy for a further period, he felt restrained. He was confident of making a name for himself, but could not, while he remained a support musician. He liked and respected Buddy and appreciated what he’d learned from the experience of being on the road with a well-known seasoned performer. Agonising on how he might break ties without offending Buddy, when dental problems arose for Brian, he saw this as an opportunity to make the break and part amicably.

			Brian developed a close relationship with a local girl from a white family in Mildura, who he was extremely fond of. He had hopes of a permanent relationship with her, but times were different then. They could only keep in touch when Brian had access to use the public phone to ring her on her friend Wendy’s family phone. It was neither an intimate, nor a private way to keep the relationship going. Due to their respective circumstances, the relationship did not last. He described his disappointment at this time, as a heartbreaking experience.

			Before long, Brian and brother Geoff went on another tour, up along central and coastal towns of New South Wales and Southern Queensland with Rick and Thel Carey, a well-known country music duo. During the tour they played alongside many popular, accomplished singers and musicians of the day, including Johnny Heap, Eddy Tapp, Paul Lester and Ray Kernigan, (father of Lee and Tanya). Brian recalls the last town they played together in was Nabiac and values his memories of this period working with good musicians, and good people.

			After the tour for six months or so, Brian worked on the Snowy Hydro-electric scheme; the first time that he had seen snow. Brian recalls it being hard yakka, but the pay was good. He was told by Greek workmates there was farm work available in Gundagai, NSW, during the asparagus season. After a brief return to Curlwaa, Brian made enquiries by letter to an asparagus farmer; he received a promise of employment there. He and brother Dennis headed over to Gundagai, and being strangers to the area, spent their first night sleeping under the bridge. In the morning, they were initially refused work despite producing the letter of promise, but after some protest, were eventually employed on the farm for a three-week spell of back-breaking asparagus harvesting. They did not care for the 5am start each morning and were glad when the work came to an end. (Unlike Jack O’Hagan’s well-known song, while he might have wanted to take the track back to Gundagai, the two Hunt boys could hardly wait to take the track out of there).

			They travelled to Jerilderie where their Aunty Elsie lived, and finding work at a sawmill, billeted with the other workers. They found the working conditions good there, and got very physically fit, plus their pay was also reasonably good. After working there for some time, Dennis said he wanted to leave, so both left and made their way back home to the Mallee, and their family.

			Brian continued to play music with members of his family. He has also played with other local musicians including Ernie Heath in a band named Country Mill, which became well regarded by local country music fans about the area, winning awards as far afield as Barmera and Robinvale. 

			One evening during which Brian and his Marvel Brothers were playing for a dance in Dareton town hall, Brian caught the eye of a young lady in the audience and was instantly smitten. He vividly recalls how his legs began to shake with nervous excitement when he saw her. During the break, although feeling very self-conscious, he followed her outside and they began to talk. He bravely persisted, until his mother, Eileen, came to break it up, reminding him that he had work to do; he had totally lost track of time. When he went back on stage, he dedicated a song to the young woman, Christina, Walking in the Sunshine.

			Brian confided; he could not stop thinking of her. One day as he sat in his car in town, he saw Christina and a lady, whom he later came to know as her mother, walking towards where he was parked. Christina smiled as they passed his car. He later found out, that her mother gave her daughter approval to see, and talk to him. Knowing this, and that Christina liked him, and showed an interest, Brian was overjoyed and saw this as a good omen. As young indigenous people, it was understood to be the man’s place to approach the lady in courtship matters, which Brian did. Over time the relationship deepened, leaving him with no doubt, she was the girl for him.

			On the day Brian was to be married, both he and his best man, Colin Clarke had to work, harvesting fruit. It was a very hot day, and after work they went to the pub along with their workmates for one drink before going home to get ready for the big event. When his mates became aware that he was getting married, they all in turn, wanted to buy him drinks. The one drink became several very quickly, as did the passing of the time, and they still had to drive home and prepare for the wedding at Wentworth Catholic Church that evening.

			On the way, they met the car carrying Christina and her bridesmaid, her sister, Raelene Kirby, already making their way to the church. It was plain that Brian was going to be late. By the time a spruced-up Brian and his best man arrived, the priest was pacing up and down impatiently, although it added an original twist to their 1975 wedding, having the groom turn up late, and the bride early.

			After the wedding ceremony, the reception was held in Dareton Town Hall. The couple celebrating their big occasion with a cup of tea. Afterwards, with everybody clearing off, the packing up, and rearranging of the furniture was left to the newlyweds. 

			Despite those early minor hiccups, working together stood them in good stead for the long and loving relationship they shared for more than forty years. 

			There were many things Brian loved and admired about Christina. He liked her playful nature, recalling that she used to tickle him, as he has always been ticklish. He was able to get his own back, when he discovered she too was ticklish, but oddly, only when she was in, or near water. She apparently would say “You’re not funny” just to tease him when he told her jokes or was trying to make her laugh. He also appreciated Christina for being a non-drinker and a non-smoker. He referred to their time together as being very special. 
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			Brian noted with pride that they had two fine children, a daughter named Sonya Ann, who has three children of her own, Regan, Levi and Sienna, plus stepson Thomas, and a son named Brian Christian (known as BJ – Brian Junior). 

			In 1977, Brian and Christina moved to Gol Gol, NSW. Initially, Brian continued to pick citrus and grapes locally, and like his own father, focused on being a consistent provider for his own new family. He drove trucks for Carbone Transport of Buronga, for over three and a half years during the late ‘70’s, travelling mostly between Sunraysia and Melbourne. He later worked for the local Sunraysia Drinks Company selling and delivering their products door-to-door throughout the Sunraysia-Millewa region for over three years. He recalls an occasion during this period when he twisted his ankle on the job. The company’s manager Eric Wood, instructed him to apply Penetrene (a rust inhibiter) to the injury, saying he would be much better in the morning. Brian failed to heed the boss’s advice and paid the penalty. Next day Eric noticed him limping about and pointed at him saying “You didn’t do what I told you to do, did you”. Brian had to own up.

			In the late eighties and nineties, Brian turned his hand to crafting quality indigenous artifacts, such as didgeridoos, boomerangs, clapsticks, etc. He made them by hand from the local Boxwood, Mallee and River Coobah, which he carefully selected for the task, and would often man a stall offering his artifacts for sale at social gatherings such as markets and festivals. In addition to his crafting, Brian continued to sing, play, and entertain many with his music, and was in regular demand for all manner of venues. 

			Several years into their relationship, Brian and Christina adopted and cared for, three young sisters, from their infancy through to their teenage years, and loved them as if they were their own. These children were Jasmine, Aurora and Ruby, who are now themselves fine young adults, and a credit to their adoptive parents. 

			During the mid ‘80’s, for seven months, Brian and Christina managed the Harry Nanya Hostel in Deakin Avenue, Mildura, a hostel housing several young indigenous students. Some years later in 2005, they also managed the Family Group Home in San Mateo Avenue, for a couple of years, supporting children in need.

			After undertaking a four-month formal course relating to The Aussie Host Project with local identity Frankie Bull, Brian became a tour guide for Ponde Tours to Mungo National Park for more than ten years; finding it most interesting. Lake Mungo, a unique local place where geologist Jim Bowler discovered the internationally significant indigenous skeletal remains that we now know as Mungo Lady, estimated to be over 42,000 years old. The remains are recognised as the oldest recorded human find, outside central Africa. Being a people person, this position afforded Brian the opportunity to put to good use his knowledge, and his talents as musician and poet, while he demonstrated, educated and entertained many hundreds of visitors each year to this special place in far Western NSW. He also worked as a tour guide and entertainer at Orange World, Buronga for a three-year period; a role in which he took much pleasure.

			Brian points out that his family have a long tradition in assisting with the preservation of indigenous culture. His maternal great-grandmother who was known as Granny Quayle, a daughter of William Hamilton, assisted anthropologist Jeremy Beckett, (a specialist in phonetics) to research and record, words, expressions and dialect of her local indigenous language of Western NSW, in a bid to preserve it. His Uncle Harold who lived to be nearly ninety-eight, was a learned man who published several books, and contributed to newspapers and magazines, promoting indigenous issues in NSW.

			Brian fondly remembers when he, Christina, Aurora and Ruby enjoyed a six-week caravanning holiday by Port Phillip Bay in Rosebud. He talks of this happy time with much delight. He tells with much pleasure, his witnessing of Christina making her debut in 1992 in the town hall of Red Cliffs. In the course of telling his story, Brian frequently referred to Christina as being the light of his life throughout the entirety of their many years together. He has been much appreciative of her consistent support, her wise council, her tolerant nature, and her perseverance and dedication to theirs and their family’s needs and ambitions. Her passing on 22-7-2021 has been a devastating loss for him. He still grieves for her and understandably finds it difficult to talk about his great loss. He misses her company, the personal things they shared together; the intimate understanding and shared moments known only to them…

			‘The Love We Had’
We both had loved each other,
There could not be another.
We could ever hope to find that’s better,
Than the love that we both had.
Through the good years and the bad,                       
I know that I will never forget her.
(Ode to my darling wife; with all my love, Brian.)

			Her remains rest in the tranquil Coomealla cemetery, close to where her parents are also buried; a place which Brian frequently visits. He has composed and erected a heart-felt plaque of dedication to Christina’s birth mother, Alice Rose, who passed away when Christina was a girl, and had it placed on the back of Christina’s memorial stone. Brian wishes to pay tribute also to Gordon and Eileen Kirby, who raised Christina after her mother’s passing. Gordon was a Wiradjuri man, and Eileen, a Barkindji woman. Both were formally recognised and honoured for their sterling contributions to the locality by their community. 

			In addition to Christina’s inspiration, Brian maintains his own parents to have been the people who have influenced and inspired him the most throughout his life, through their endurance, guidance and their wisdom. In 1996, Roy and Eileen went on their first proper holiday to Dubbo. Sadly, early in the course of their break, Eileen passed away unexpectedly. Her death came as an enormous blow to Brian. Roy went on to live for a further fifteen years and passed away in 2011. Yet again, Brian, and the Hunt family grieved for their loss.

			Brian feels that he is fortunate to possess the best of each of his parent’s qualities. He is a born entertainer despite all his life’s ups and downs. He possesses a keen wit and a jovial personality. It is imperative to remain alert in his company, as his jokes and wise cracks are prolific, (he certainly entertained the writer throughout the telling of his story). In addition, Brian’s musical ability has never waned, and he can recall, sing, play, and usually discuss the history of each of the many musical compositions he knows, the mark of a true musician. The fingers may not be as nimble as they used to be, but he still commands the skill and sensitivity in his playing. He owns a collection of fine guitars, a Takamine acoustic, which he plays for casual sessions, and a Maton acoustic for the more formal performances. In addition, he owns a cherry-red Gibson, a Fender acoustic, plus a twelve-string, and he values them all. 
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			Brian Hunt sketched by Chris Howe

			He is also known by many as The Poetic Huntsman, for his honest, yet witty poetic style. With a talent for identifying and describing how the world operates, he consistently puts his observations to rhyme. The subjects of Brian’s poems vary from serious to humorous, and from sadness to inspirational; many are hilariously funny. He has published a compiled book, entitled Our Aussie Pride, containing several of his poems, and can recite many of these, plus other unpublished works at the drop of a hat. However, with all his social interaction and involvement, he always has time and attention for family, particularly the youngsters of the extensive Hunt dynasty. 

			Brian’s ambition is to travel. He has recently purchased a four-wheel drive Toyota Hilux to enable him to take off-road journeys. He plans to visit distant family members, old friends, and old haunts of his earlier days. His philosophy is, treat everyone with respect; an admirable philosophy by which he lives. He is much respected by the residents of the district and has many friends, from diverse backgrounds and for many reasons. His friendly and gentlemanly demeanour ensures this. Brian is especially exalted amongst his indigenous brothers and sisters, and in recognition of this, he has been honoured this year (2024) with awards from the Mallee Action Group – Dhelk Dja ‘Elder of the Year’, and Mallee Family Care’s NAIDOC Volunteer Award. He is very proud of these acknowledgments. 

			We wish Brian many more years of good health, good music, and good fortune, and many pleasant travels. 
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			The Hunt Family, Sonya, Brian, Christina and BJ (Brian Junior)
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