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In 1954, two-year-old Samilya was abandoned by her migrant parents and placed in St

Joseph’s Home, known as Neerkol Orphanage, outside of Rockhampton in Queensland,

Australia. After suffering years of insidious abuse at the hands of the Catholic nuns and priests,

at age 10, Samilya is returned to her mother’s care where the trauma continued.Not Forgotten:

They called me Number 10 at Neerkol Orphanage, as told to Samilya’s friend, psychologist

Anne Moorhouse, lays bare the lifelong effects of horrific childhood abuse and neglect. A

psychological overview places Samilya’s trauma in developmental context, and explains

Samilya’s mental health diagnosis, dissociative identity disorder.Samilya is one of 500,000 so-

called “Forgotten Australians” who were placed into childhood institutions from 1920–1970. Not

Forgotten follows her marathon fight for elusive justice from the 1999 Forde Inquiry through to

the 2013 Royal Commission into Institutional Responses to Child Sexual Abuse.Each day

Samilya fights to survive, to work, to have a home, to be a good partner and a loving mother.

All Samilya has ever hoped for is an ordinary life.

“This essential volume happily doubles as a delirious memoir of the golden era of arthouse film

distribution (with Rocha simultaneously praising and disputing the work of his contemporaries),

but it also bombards the reader with breathtaking manifestos from one page to the next.”  �The

Brooklyn Rail“You might say that On Cinema, a compilation of the Brazilian filmmaker Glauber

Rocha’s writings, is cinema … Rocha reveals himself to be the ‘60s cineaste par excellence.”

 �Film Comment--This text refers to the hardcover edition.About the AuthorGlauber Rocha

(1939-1981) is Brazil's most important filmmaker and founder of the 1960s and '70s Cinema

Novo movement. His films are landmarks of Brazilian and world film history. He was also a

prolific writer and film critic, whose critical thought made a decisive contribution to the notion of

Third Cinema.Ismail Xavier is Professor of Film at the University of São Paulo, Brazil. His book

Allegories of Underdevelopment: Aesthetics and Politics in Modern Brazilian Cinema (1997)

marks a milestone in Brazilian cinema studies.Editorial co-ordination by Lúcia Nagib, University

of Reading, UK. Translation by Cecília Mello, Stephanie Dennison and Charlotte Smith--This

text refers to the hardcover edition.
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Contact Anne Moorhouse and Samilya

BjelicFacebook:Notfogotten.tvInstagram:Notforgotten.tvTwitter:Anne@NotforgottentvPlease

leave a review on Goodreads and wherever you purchased Not Forgotten: They called me

Number 10 at Neerkol OrphanageNot Forgotten: They called me Number 10 at Neerkol

Orphanage © Samilya Bjelic and Anne Moorhouse 2021All rights reserved. No part of this

publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by

any means electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior

written permission of the author.Cover photo: Peyton Blake PhotographyPublished in Australia

by Samilya Bjelic and Anne Moorhouse and InHouse Publishing.To my children Darren, Jodie,

Bettina and Trent, and my grandchildren. You were my inspiration to write this book. I want you

to understand my history, which is also your history. I love you all so much and will never forget

the happiness and joy you gave me. All I ever wanted was a family.To Michelle, the baby I didn’t

raise, I hope this helps you to understand.To all Forgotten Australians: we will not be forgotten;

our stories of the hurt we suffered need to be told.Samilya BjelicContentsMake them

understandThe day my mother died to meNeerkol was a hell holeMy mother was having a

wonderful timeI was like a slave to herBreaking down and overdosingWhere all bad girls wentI

hit them like a bombThe kids got the worst part of meI never knew what would set her

offPriests don’t do things like thatI still feel forgottenWho am I at the moment?One part of me is

Number 10When I went to the Royal CommissionI’m owed over $2 millionThey’re all dead

nowSomewhere to be and something to doI’ve decided that I’m SamilyaI want the Catholic

Church to payWhat am I fighting for?ReferencesEndnotesThanks to Anne Moorhouse for

taking the time to understand me. I could not believe you wanted to write about me. It took me

over thirty years to find someone to tell my story, and we then worked on Not Forgotten for over

seven years. Thank you, Anne, for having the patience and passion to finish this.I know Anne

had people who helped her by reading drafts of this book. Thank you to those people, some of

whom I have never met.Special thanks to Dr Ian Cheong, my GP, and Dr Warwick Middleton,

my psychiatrist, who supported and encouraged me to complete Not Forgotten.I would

particularly like to thank my daughter Bettina and her husband Jason for the millions of ways

they supported Anne and me to finish Not Forgotten. They drove me to appointments,

advocated for me through the legal system, and have been always at my side. Thank you,

Bettina, I am so proud and grateful of your ability to speak out in situations where I am

overwhelmed.Samilya BjelicI was blessed to have a community of insightful readers without

whom this book would not have come to fruition. Annie’s early feedback on a draft propelled

me to keep going. My book club — Raylene, Marion, Naomi and Wendy — provided

psychological and social justice expertise; Kerryn and Christine challenged and developed me

as a writer; Megan kept me going and provided research leads. Gail’s feedback on a later draft

helped motivate me to get the book over the line; and Rebecca, Jay, Alex and Kim provided

youthful and insightful thoughts on the impact of publication on family members.Thanks to

Frank Moorhouse, one of Australia’s literary greats, for his validation of my work and for

recognising the historical importance of Samilya’s story.Jacki Ferro from Raw Memoirs

provided astute editing. She went well beyond my expectations and it was a joy to work with

her.Thanks to Steven Moorhouse, husband and dedicated reader. His unfailing belief that the

book would be done, that I could do it, and that it was important, was the expectation I needed

in this marathon.Bettina, Samilya’s daughter, walked with us every step of the way. She

provided discerning feedback and ensured that Samilya’s interests were protected. Watching



her powerful love for Samilya is humbling.Mostly, thank you to my friend Samilya for trusting

me. You are the bravest person I know.Anne MoorhousePsychologistMake them

understandCan you write this so my children will understand what happened to me and why

I’m like this? I can’t change what happened, but I hope one day they will understand. I’m sick of

people not understanding what this did to me. You’re a psychologist. Make them

understand.Samilya BjelicThe grainy black-and-white photo lay on my desk, tattered and faded

by the ravages of time. It’s the kind of family photo most of us have tucked away in a cardboard

box at the bottom of a wardrobe in the spare room. Samilya, a cute little toddler less than two

years old, wears a floppy white bow in her dark hair and a shy smile. The elderly man standing

behind her rests his hands gently on her shoulders, as if helping her to remain standing. A

blond-haired boy, a little younger than Samilya, plays distractedly with his foot. A girl, perhaps

ten years old, holds the boy’s hand. A woman and teenage girl complete the group. The

scrubby Australian bush stretches out beyond the backyard fence. Such an unremarkable

family snapshot, yet I yearn to reach into that photo and draw the tiny girl to me. I long to

embrace her, and my arms ache with emptiness. I’m desperate to stop the inferno I know will

engulf little Samilya and profoundly alter the path of her life.Innocent and unprotected, Samilya

was destined to become one of half a million so-called “Forgotten Australians”. The term

Forgotten Australians was first used by the Australian Senate in its 2003–2004 report, Inquiry

into Children in Institutional Care. This dismal label describes a group of adults who, as

children, were abandoned, neglected, exploited, and brutalised — placed in Australian

institutional care during the 20th century. These children grew up in State, church, and charity-

run orphanages and homes. Many Forgotten Australians grew up to have families, so it is

highly likely that every Australian either was or is related to or works with, or knows someone

who experienced childhood in an institution or out-of-home care environment.For over 20

years, Dr Wayne Chamley has supported many Forgotten Australians through his work with

leading advocacy group Broken Rites. As Dr Chamley explained on November 16th 2009, the

day of former Prime Minister Kevin Rudd’s National Apology to the Forgotten Australians, “It

was an era where children were seen as units to be controlled. But to have at least 500,000

children removed from their families, not given education, not able to acquire social skills, and

then for them to enter adult society, partner, have their own children, try and raise children, try

and survive, that has had an immense impact on Australia.”1This is Samilya’s story. It is an

account of how the toddler in that photo endured overwhelming abuse, first at the hands of

those running the now infamous Catholic orphanage, St Joseph’s Home at Neerkol, near

Rockhampton, and later in the care of a brutal woman, her mother. Reeling from a devastating,

terror-filled childhood devoid of love or connection, Samilya was unprepared for the challenges

of adulthood. Fractured relationships, unstable employment, self-harm, and suicidality

eventually led to Samilya’s diagnosis with Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder and Dissociative

Identity Disorder. She has endured a turbulent and often unhappy life, and receives ongoing

psychiatric treatment.Although reliving her tortuous past creates a great strain, Samilya has

persistently fought for her abuse to be acknowledged by those who hurt her. Most recently, she

provided a submission to the national Royal Commission into Institutional Responses to Child

Sexual Abuse (2013-2017), and pursued a civil claim for financial compensation. While the

Royal Commission allowed her anguished voice to be heard, it did not heal the hurt nor

staunch the bleeding for her lost childhood, innocence, and opportunity. No financial

compensation can ameliorate the impact of a lifetime of poverty. However, it can provide

Samilya with a better quality of life today. Ultimately, Samilya’s hard-earned success is the

ordinary and safe world she creates for herself.I’m a psychologist, but Samilya is not my client;



she’s my friend. Our friendship developed late in our lives. Samilya had just turned sixty, and I

am four years younger. Bettina, a colleague of mine, is Samilya’s youngest daughter, and she

introduced us. Over backyard barbeques and cups of tea, I listened curiously to snippets of

Samilya’s story, intrigued by comments of a scary, isolated orphanage run by unforgivably cruel

nuns and depraved priests, and a violent, uncaring mother.Samilya lamented that her children

disbelieved the severity of her maltreatment and the intensity of her despair. Furious at how

Australian society had shunned her, and frustrated by not feeling heard, Samilya dreamed of

publishing a book. If she could describe her shocking upbringing vividly enough, surely others

would understand the ongoing impact on her life and others like her. Perhaps, equally

importantly, Samilya wanted to make people aware of how easily those who had the trust of the

public could hide behind authority and religion, and never face the consequences of their

actions.People’s life stories have long captivated me, and I grew up with my head buried in

books like The Diary of Anne Frank, Helen Keller, and Mr God this is Anna — stories of

trauma, grief and survival. As a therapist, I fell in love with Narrative Therapy, and I learnt to

unravel and amplify the multifaceted events that form a person’s identity. How could I not be

drawn to Samilya’s story?Clients in my psychological practice regularly share their traumatic

experiences, which are frequently caused by the violence of others. Many feel disbelieved.

Often, their friends and family question the extent of the brutality, doubting that the pain can

endure years later. Clients struggle with an unjust world where, too often, perpetrators go

unpunished. Within the confines of a counselling room, I witness their anguish as tears stream

down their faces. But I keep their stories secret, safely bound by the secure knot of

confidentiality. Narrating Samilya’s story allows me to speak not just for her, but for many others

whose voices are silenced by helplessness, fear and despair.Gradually, over four years,

Samilya revealed her story to me. We met weekly in her home, often sharing a home-cooked

meal. Painstakingly, our conversations rambled through her life. I took copious notes, as

recording formal interviews would have silenced her.Samilya directed me to do more than just

recount the biography of her life. She demanded that I provide a psychological understanding

of how abuse had shaped her, her life, and subsequently the lives of her children.Straddling

multiple roles and voices to narrate this story, I wrote, always with our most important readers,

her adult children, in mind. As a psychologist, I analysed Samilya’s personality development,

and commented on her past and current behaviour, uncomfortably applying this process to a

friend. As Samilya’s friend, I became sickened and enraged by what I heard. Voyeuristically, I

observed Samilya and her family at social events, hurriedly writing up my notes afterwards. I

became the keeper of my friend’s family history, with drawers full of documents, diaries, and

photos of people I did not know. As a storyteller, I strived to ground Samilya’s fractured

memories in a broader historical context.Although Not Forgotten includes psychological notes,

and places Samilya’s actions in context, one role I did not take up was that of therapist.

Samilya continued regular treatment with her psychiatrist and doctor, both of whom

encouraged the documenting of her story. She updated them on our progress, and the

psychological impact that the retelling had on her mental health. As we began our work,

Samilya introduced me to her doctor, and he insisted we sign a contract that protected

Samilya’s rights. Our agreement ensures that Samilya receives 100% of book royalties. We

laughed together as we selected the stars who would play us in our blockbuster movie. I was

adamant that the commanding Meryl Streep would do me justice, and Samilya’s first choice

was sassy Stockard Channing.Samilya’s memories were laid down during a childhood marked

by violence, ritual humiliation and neglect, and recounted as a fragile adult. Others may have

different recollections of the same events and may take different meanings from those events,



but that would be their stories, not hers.At times, Samilya has passionately advocated for

justice for herself and other Forgotten Australians. She has written to parliamentarians,

community groups, and the Catholic Church, and has produced occasional blog posts,

highlighting injustices against her. Her years of impulsive writing became an invaluable

resource.Samilya’s voice is strong and loud and, where possible, I have quoted her verbatim as

her raw, written work compellingly reflects her emotional turmoil and her passionate fight for

justice. Throughout this book, Samilya’s voice, in it’s unedited form, is separated from my voice

as narrator through the use of italics and a different font.My writing, in contrast, has been

rewritten a multitude of times, polished, and edited; in many ways, magnifying the educational

and social gap between us. This sits uncomfortably with me, yet Samilya’s writing

demonstrates the fragmented and often chaotic parts of her, which would be lost through

editing. I too experienced a small sense of the fragmentation that Samilya experiences as I

wrote from the different parts of me: friend, psychologist, and historian.In 2005 and 2009,

Samilya wrote brief entries in her blog, called Forgotten and Misplaced:Well it’s another day.

Nobody reads blogs as far as I can see. There must be somebody out there who would like to

know what it was like not to grow up in a home since birth. And to not discover what the

outside world was like until you were twelve.Again, Samilya sent a plea into the void, begging

for her story to be told:My story needs to be told. People out there should know. It’s still being

covered up. If a publisher should read this, or some person could help to write this into a book,

I would be so grateful.How sad is it to know that no one out there will read this? It’s important.

Just because I am not famous or it is not about porno or junk, or rubbish stuff people don’t

listen. Where are the people out there who care and understand reality?The day my mother

died to meMy parents dumped me and my two brothers in a cardboard box on the steps of St

Vincent’s de Paul. They just threw us away like rubbish. They didn’t care about us. They didn’t

want us. At the age of two, I was abandoned, forgotten, and misplaced. That is the day my

mother died to me.I must have been so ugly for them to leave me. Do you think I’m ugly?The

little girl stood sobbing in the battered cardboard box — confused, unhappy and hungry. Her

two brothers joined with her. Their howling drew staff to them. Discarded by their parents in

1954, three toddlers cried out from their pathetic shelter, open to the hot tropical sun, on the

steps of St Vincent de Paul in Innisfail, Far North Queensland. The girl, tiny for her age, looked

up, her wide brown eyes searching for comfort and reassurance. Her dark curls, tangled, and

damp with tears, fell down her olive-brown shoulders, dank with perspiration. The smell of fear

hung over her. Her baby brother, Peter, had just turned one. Her older brother, Alexander, not

yet four, could do nothing to protect his young siblings.* * *Smilja Bjelic, as her name was

stated on her birth certificate, was born at 2.20 pm on Wednesday the 9th of July 1952, at

Herberton District Hospital, over 100 km inland from Cairns. Samilya was fortunate to be born

in the flourishing, fertile Atherton Tablelands where farming thrived, and the area was fast-

becoming the food bowl of Queensland, producing beef and dairy cattle and a range of field

crops. Tobacco, timber milling and tin mining further boosted the area’s prosperity. The vibrant

Tablelands district was lush with undulating farmland, pristine rainforests, and crystal-clear

volcanic lakes — an idyllic location for a young immigrant family to build a new life in the “lucky

country”.Radislav Bjelic, Samilya’s father, originated from Visegrad, Yugoslavia, and her

mother, Maria Rosaria Fico, was born in Bari, Italy. Known as Radi and Rosaria, they married

in Italy in 1949. Their wedding photo captures Rosaria as a post-war bride. Her pale, calf-

length, tailored dress with delicate lace gloves and a bountiful bouquet were remnants of less

austere times. Beside her, Radi stands tall and handsome, formally dressed in a smart, dark

suit. The young couple poses confidently, with their arms entwined, beaming at the camera,



and full of hope for the future.Radi and Rosaria disembarked the migrant ship Amarapoora on

September 15th 1950, at Newcastle, New South Wales. The Amarapoora was commissioned

to carry displaced persons from Italy to Australia under an International Refugee Organisation

charter. The newlyweds left their war-torn homelands of Yugoslavia and Italy, joining 170,000

Europeans who migrated to Australia between 1947 and 1953.2 They were among the first

wave of post-war, non-British European refugees. A smiling Rosaria, with a toddler leaning

against her, is photographed in 1951 at the centre of a happy gathering of families, known as

the Ravenshoe Emigrant Group. Settling into Australian life, the relaxed group is captured

outdoors; children in casual shorts and summer dresses, and the men wearing open-necked

shirts and white singlets. Like most immigrants, Radi and Rosaria would have found comfort in

time spent with those who shared their culture and language.Wedding of Radislav Bjelic and

Maria Rosaria Fico, Italy, 1949.Ravenshoe Immigrant Group 1951.Rosaria kneeling in the

middle with baby Alexander.Born less than two years after the couple arrived in Australia,

Samilya joined her 27-year-old father, her 22-year-old mother, and her one-year-old brother,

Alexander. A year later, baby Peter completed the family.Radi, a tailor by trade, set up shop in

the main street of Ravenshoe. At the time of Samilya’s birth, Ravenshoe was a thriving

community of around 1,200 people. The growing township included three sawmills, two hotels,

two cinemas, a Queensland Country Women’s Association guest house and hostel, the dairy

factory, bowling and golf clubs, and two churches. Radi marketed himself as a modern tailor,

and he taught his wife to sew. Young and hopeful migrants such as Rosaria and Radi enriched

the Atherton Tablelands community, bringing with them much-needed skills, labour, and stylish

Italian tailoring. While Radi’s business prospered, not all went smoothly for him, and

Ravenshoe Court records for June 4th 1953 include a charge against a station-hand, with the

wilful and unlawful destruction of one rear-driving side glass window of a motor vehicle and two

shop signs, the property of Radislav Bjelic. The fine of £15 included restitution of £12, which

was a substantial sum for the time, likely to be more than the station-hand’s weekly wage.An

aged photo of Samilya as a toddler on the Atherton Tablelands is the only memento she

possesses of that time. The adults in that photo are strangers to her — they are not her

parents, but she knows she is the cute little girl with the bow in her hair.One year old Samilya,

standing with unknown group. Ravenshoe 1953.Despite Radi’s successful business and the

surrounding prosperity of the Tablelands, the young family with three children under three

struggled. Samilya had just turned two when, on the 26th of August 1954, Rosaria applied to

the State Children’s Department, the child protection agency of the time, to have Peter and

‘Zmilia’, her two youngest children, admitted as State Children.3 Rosaria planned to relinquish

the children, giving the State responsibility for their upbringing. She cited the breakdown of her

marriage as the reason for surrendering them. As Rosaria and Radi were Catholic, and divorce

was socially unacceptable and actively condemned by the Catholic Church, their separation

would not have been undertaken lightly. Rosaria agreed to pay £1 a week for her children’s

care.On the 30th of August 1954, the Society of St Vincent de Paul, Innisfail, a charitable

Catholic institution, requested an investigation of Rosaria’s application. A week later, the

Inspector from the State Children’s Department replied:… with regard to the children of Mrs

Rosario Bjelic of Ravenshoe, the reason given ‘impending separation of father and mother’ for

the admission of the children to an institution is unusual. The accommodation available is

somewhat limited, and is generally reserved for cases where there is no mother or where the

mother is incapable of caring for the children.The husband is liable for support of his wife and

children, and if he fails to do so, action can be taken against him through the court. There are

various pensions available so that the children are not unprovided for, should all efforts fail to



force the father to support them.It is preferable for the mother to keep her children with her and

in the event of an emergency, she should apply to the Labour Department, through the local

Police, for Ration Relief. There is also payments of assistance by this Department on account

of the children, and she may be eligible for a deserted wives’ pension at a later date.Whether

Rosaria became a deserted wife is unclear but, twenty days later, all three children were

deserted by their parents. The Application for Admission as a State Child under the provisions

of The State Children’s Acts, 1911 to 1928, listed Samilya as “Smilja”. Neither Radi nor Rosaria

signed the application. Abandoned by their parents in Innisfail, Alex, Peter and Samilya were

placed some 1,000 km south, in St Joseph’s Home at Neerkol, on the 16th of September

1954.4 Neerkol lay on the outskirts of Rockhampton. Radi remained in Innisfail, and Rosaria

moved to Aramac, an outback town over 600 km inland from her children.After Samilya and her

brothers were relinquished, Rosaria reported that the reason for the marriage breakdown was

Radi’s heavy drinking, and arguments, which caused her to become run down and unable to

care for her children. Rosaria also claimed that their children were the direct targets of Radi’s

aggression.Years later, I read my brother’s file and it said that my father broke Alex’s leg. He

wasn’t even four. Who does that?!* * *When Samilya began sharing her history with me, she

hinted at the existence of documents that would help me understand her life. However, it took

time for her to trust me, and so she kept them hidden. Others had previously offered to write

her story, but had abandoned the task. University students conducting research projects had

interviewed her then disappeared, without providing her their completed assignments. Samilya

despaired that her story would be repeatedly lost.One night, on our fourth meeting, Samilya

fetched a few papers from a cupboard, gripping them tightly. First, she tentatively showed me

her birth certificate and allowed me to read it while she held it safely. Hesitantly, she then

passed a few pages to me, one by one. Head downcast and, with her hair covering her face,

she avoided looking at me or the papers.Application for Admission as a State Child under the

provisions of The State Children’s Acts, 1911 to 1928. Dated 21/3/1955.A few months later,

Samilya offered me a jumbled bundle of original and copied documents and let me take them

home. I had hungered for these papers as I knew they would provide structure to the muddled

and horrific story I was hearing. Samilya’s recollections were more disordered than I’d

anticipated, and this left me bewildered. As I struggled to place her memories in a cohesive

order, my confusion provided insight into the chaos through which Samilya viewed her past.

Eventually, I organised the documents chronologically, surprising Samilya that any order was

possible from the disarray of her life.One evening, we sat by each other on the couch in

Samilya’s lounge room. Samilya cautiously handed me the application for her admission as a

State child. This document was the formal record of her abandonment. I finished reading and

returned it to her, placing the application on her lap. She clamped her mouth shut, shook her

head and, with clenched fists, attempted to push the paper away from her. It was as if the

paper was disgusting and dangerous — something that could hurt her. Silently, Samilya

continued shaking her head, rocking back and forth and pushing at the paper, becoming

increasingly agitated. I removed the paper from her lap and placed it face down on the couch

between us. Again, she shook her head and, rocking silently, pushed it away. Like a fearful

child, she twisted and pulled at her dark, shoulder-length hair, bowed her head, hunched her

shoulders, and remained silent. I took the application and placed it behind my back, as I would

to hide something from a young child. Samilya continued rocking and trembling.As a

psychologist, I knew Samilya was experiencing a dissociative reaction, triggered by a flashback

to an earlier, atrocious event. That faded page from sixty years ago, the tangible evidence of

her devastating loss, had spun Samilya back to the overwhelming, emotional and physical



experience of losing her parents. That powerful, sensory memory was emblazoned on her

body and mind when she was just two years old, before she was old enough to think about it

logically, and before she possessed the language to make sense of it. Samilya’s body writhed

with the agony of remembering. During the flashback, she was no longer in the lounge room of

her comfortable home. She was in Far North Queensland, a little girl lost and alone.“Samilya,” I

whispered. “You’re with me, Anne. You’re safe. We’re sitting here in your home. You’re safe now,

Samilya.” Acutely aware of the fragility of Samilya’s mental health, and terrified our

conversation had become dangerous, I tried desperately to drag her from her nightmare.Relief

flooded through me when she returned to the present moment.“Anne, Anne…” she crooned,

gently stroking my arm. I stroked her back. Embarrassed, dazed, and disorientated, she had

become a little girl, powerless and needing to feel safe.* * *Samilya’s story is not just a series

of brutal events; it’s also how those events shaped Samilya’s personality, and ultimately

damaged her physical, emotional, and mental health. Attachment Theory and Erikson’s

Psychosocial Lifespan Model provide frameworks for understanding the impact of

abandonment, abuse and neglect on Samilya’s development.Attachment Theory recognises

the vital importance of childhood relationships. During the early years of life, we learn about

our self and others. We know ourselves through our reflection in our parents’ eyes. Secure

attachment to caring parents facilitates essential areas of development, including psychological

and emotional regulation, self-reliance, social competence, empathy, problem-solving,

communication and language skills, and the child’s capacity to hold a positive view of

themselves.Conversely, insecure and disorganised attachment, developed through child abuse,

neglect, loss or bereavement, are the root causes of much psychological pain. Insecure

parental attachment places children at risk of developing psychosocial problems in childhood

and adulthood, including depression, anxiety, disassociation, conduct disorders and

aggression. At only two years old, Samilya was at high risk of developing a serious mental

health disorder through the abrupt severing of the relationship with her parents.In addition to

Attachment Theory, Erikson’s Psychosocial Lifespan Model provides a broad framework to

understand the formation of personality. According to Erikson, each life stage is a turning point

for growth where the individual develops a psychological quality, or fails to develop that quality.

The first stage, ‘trust versus mistrust’, spans birth to one year. If a child has loving and reliable

care, they feel safe and secure. The virtue of hope and trust in others develops, and is carried

forward into future relationships. Failure to gain trust leads to feelings of fear and anxiety about

the world. Given that Samilya’s father broke her brother’s leg, that he was drinking excessively,

and that her parents were fighting, it’s unlikely that baby Samilya felt safe and secure.Erikson’s

second stage during early childhood is ‘autonomy versus shame and doubt’. At around the age

of two, children learn that they are autonomous, independent little individuals with control over

their world, or they learn that they, and what they do, is shameful — that they are not good

enough. Developmentally, it was reasonable for two-year-old Samilya to deduce that if her

parents didn’t want her then she had somehow brought this upon herself. So began Samilya’s

pervasive and lifelong sense of worthlessness and shame.* * *Samilya’s youngest

granddaughter, Mackenzie, joined us many times as we talked. Mackenzie resembles the

toddler Samilya who is captured in that old photo; Mackenzie provided a walking, talking model

of optimal early childhood development. A bright and inquisitive explorer, with a secure

attachment to her parents and grandmother, Mackenzie is everything Samilya could have been

at the same age.At 15 months old, Mackenzie decided to play in a bucket of water. Confidently

she carried the bucket to Samilya and, through gestures and some words, demanded water be

put in the bucket, immediately! Stripping off her clothes and nappy, she climbed into the bucket,



pouring water over herself as Samilya watched on encouraging her. Mackenzie demonstrated

confidence, curiosity, intelligence, communication and physical dexterity, safely supported by

those around her. The moment was bittersweet. As Samilya rejoiced in Mackenzie’s capacity

and the love surrounding her, she mourned her own lost opportunities for growth, love and

learning.Many counsellors, psychologists, doctors and psychiatrists over the years must have

heard Samilya express her grief and revulsion at being discarded like rubbish. They would

have entreated her to consider that she was blameless. Yet the belief that she was to blame for

all that befell her stuck fast, cemented by all that followed. Unexpectedly, it was Mackenzie who

recently created a chink in Samilya’s belief.I look at Bettina’s little girl Mackenzie, and she’s the

same age now as when I went into the orphanage. She’s so little. So defenseless. How could

anyone not love her? How could anyone not want her? I think she looks like me. She even curls

her toes in the same way as I do. I would have been like her when I was that age. When I see

her and look at her I know all the horrible things that happened to me as a child couldn’t have

been my fault, just like nothing could be Mackenzie’s fault. Somehow with my own children and

my older grandchildren I wasn’t able to get that.Neerkol was a hell holeLet the little children

come unto me and do not forbid them to come, for such is the kingdom of heaven.– Mathew

19:14“Home” for Alex, Samilya, and Peter became a compound of imposing, two-storey, red

brick buildings that were set around a common asphalt area. The common area was

dominated by an A-frame church, emblazoned with an enormous cross. St Joseph’s Home at

Neerkol, over 20 km inland from Rockhampton, was also known as Meteor Park Orphanage

and Neerkol Orphanage. The institution appeared, to visitors, as a safe and nurturing place for

little Samilya and her brothers to spend their childhood. Secluded from the Rockhampton

township, Neerkol was set on 3,000 acres of farming land that raised livestock, grain and

vegetables. A dam provided a plentiful supply of water year-round, enabling a “self-sufficient”

and “safely cloistered community”.5Neerkol orphanage operated from 1885 until 1978 under

the Sisters of Mercy, a Roman Catholic female religious order, and was overseen by the

Queensland Government’s Children’s Department. The Sisters of Mercy lived communally and,

like all nuns, they took the three traditional vows of poverty, chastity and obedience. As the

Sisters were founded to do works of “mercy” among those most in need, they also took a fourth

vow of service to the poor, sick or uneducated. At Neerkol, the Sisters dedicated their lives to

the care of the most vulnerable of all, “children without parents to care for them”.6The local

community trusted that the estimated 4,000 children who lived at St Joseph’s Home during its

93 years of operation were treated well. After all, the children were in the safekeeping of

“Godly” women, dedicated saviours of orphaned and abandoned children. The State Children’s

Department’s role was to oversee the Sisters’ work, and the Mother Superior, the head of the

orphanage, was the children’s approved carer, taking over from their parents to ensure their

safety, well-being and education. While many children at Neerkol were orphans, others were

from disadvantaged homes, and were simply told that they were orphans. Neerkol was also the

destination for some “child migrants” sent out from Britain.In the book, The Quality of Mercy:

The Story of the Sisters of Mercy in Central Queensland (1964), Sister Christina extolled the

virtues of her fellow Sisters at St Joseph’s Home. She described the Sisters as hard-working,

fun-loving nuns who produced model, polite and well-educated, young citizens. Sister Christina

painted a picture of a community of happy children benefiting from an excellent education and

cared for by nuns who enjoyed dancing, singing and other exciting activities. The recreation

facilities described by Sister Christina that were apparently available to Samilya while she lived

at St Joseph’s Home included basketball courts, playgrounds, a swimming hole in the dam, a

projector for nights at the pictures, and even, in later years, a television.7According to Sister



Christina, during Samilya’s time at Neerkol she and her friends would have participated in local

community activities, including the annual Catholic Schools Basketball Competition, singing

with the choir at the Rockhampton Eisteddfod, and travelling to Rockhampton for a day out at

the annual Rockhampton Show. The children would also have enjoyed a holiday at the

institution’s seaside home at Emu Park during the summer holidays.8 Sister Christina insisted

too that the Sisters of Mercy were proud of the excellent behaviour of their children during

these exciting outings. The Sisters were maternal figures who, supposedly, when they prepared

the children for an excursion, would proudly ask, “What will they wear?”9The Sisters of Mercy

were apparently thrilled with the modern buildings and facilities erected at St Joseph’s during

Samilya’s time there. Sister Christina applauded these buildings and the resident priest, Father

John Anderson, who oversaw their construction:... planned with the greatest thought and

affection, so that besides caring for the bodies and the health of these little ones the faculties

might develop in the first states by being brought into contact with the beautiful and the good.

Father J.B. Anderson, who has been in charge of the spiritual welfare of the home for many

years, engaged an expert decorator to paint the ceilings and walls for the above

purpose.10Ongoing improvements meant that, by the early 1960s, after Samilya had lived at

Neerkol for six years, facilities included a nursery, modern kitchen, a large dining room,

modern bedrooms and bathrooms, and a large school room.Sister Christina praised the

success of the Sisters of Mercy at St Joseph’s Home, and noted that the boys raised there “did

very well in life, becoming honourable citizens.”Sister Christina’s description of St Josephs

evoked a scene of lush Queensland farmland under balmy tropical skies, caring nuns dressed

in flowing black-and-white habits, sun-hardened farm hands, lowing cows and frolicking, happy

children — The Sound of Music with an Australian flavour.Samilya vehemently opposes this

view:Neerkol was a hell hole. It was never a home. My time as a child was full of abuse and

pain. No love, no cuddles, no encouragement, no one to say how lovely or good or keep up the

good work. You were afraid you would go to this hell they talked about, and God would not take

us into heaven.The reality, as other former residents have also attested, was that Neerkol was

a lonely, loveless place. The nuns demanded absolute obedience of every child, regardless of

age; children were too frightened to talk; and the orphanage was run on terrorised, unpaid child

labour. Children never did anything without permission, and days were filled with the sights and

sounds of children screaming as they were belted or whipped.11When Samilya arrived at

Neerkol in 1954, she spoke Italian, like her parents. The nuns spoke English, some with an

Irish or English accent. Suddenly, Samilya’s carers were women she didn’t know, all dressed

similarly in unfamiliar black or white gowns, most wearing robes covering their entire bodies

with only their faces and hands exposed, and speaking an unknown language. Samilya would

have been unaccustomed to the Sisters’ strange-sounding titles and names, such as Mother

Superior, Mother Clare, Sister Assumpta and Sister Vinton.In line with standard Neerkol

practice, Samilya would have been immediately separated from her brothers, and housed in

the nursery, with up to thirty other babies and toddlers. Children at Neerkol were segregated by

age into dorms and playrooms: babies, small girls, small boys, big girls and big boys, with the

girls and boys sleeping in separate dormitories.12 The children were rigidly separated by

gender, with no endeavour made to foster the relationship among siblings:We never saw the

boys. You never saw the big girls, we helped look after the babies but never saw the big girls.

We only saw boys in the playground. This is what I remember when I was about 9 years old. I

didn’t know I had brothers until I left. Two brothers whom I did not know till I was nearly eleven

years of age.Samilya lived with up to 400 children, all under 14 years of age. A maximum of

just fifteen Sisters cared for them. The Sisters of Mercy reported that at one stage Neerkol



housed 35 children in the nursery, 15 babies and 20 in highchairs, with only one Sister to care

for them all.13The Sisters were often recruited from impoverished families, many of them

coming from overseas. Some of the nuns had themselves been raised in orphanages and, as

women who were not mothers, they had limited opportunity to develop childcare skills.14 The

small flock of 15 Sisters organised, fed, taught, cleaned and controlled up to 400 children — an

impossible task before even considering that these were 400 distressed, confused, and

grieving children who were dealing with the loss of their parents and siblings through death,

separation, violence or poverty. The result was an untenable situation for both the children and

the nuns.St Joseph’s Orphanage, Neerkol.After the 1940s, in the ultimate loss of identity,

children at Neerkol were no longer called by name. Instead, they were assigned numbers. They

were allowed no personal possessions, and individual birthdays were not celebrated. The

children became nameless:15I didn’t have a name in the orphanage. My name was number 10.

I don’t remember the names of the girls. We weren’t friends. We were just there. Getting

attached to anyone was not allowed or you didn’t get your time outside. You were locked in a

room — a small, dark room.The Sisters suppressed any expression of individuality among the

children, as they themselves endured anonymity with their uniform covering of black habits.

Children were not told about their personal circumstances, including whether their parents

were alive or dead.No child at Neerkol owned clothes. Clothing was pooled and allocated,

according to size and gender, and was insufficient for the children’s needs. They wore uniforms

the whole time; not provided with after-school or leisure clothing. Prior to excursions, the

Sisters were unlikely to have been proudly asking, “What will they wear?”, as Sister Christina

had reported. It is more likely that they would have been asking in desperation, due to the

scarcity of clothing available. Many children were not allowed to join excursions, due to

insufficient clothing.Sometimes we hardly wore any clothes. I never wore the same dress.

Nothing was my own, not even underwear.Neerkol is situated in tropical Queensland where

temperatures can soar to 45ºC in summer, and drop to below 10ºC in winter. Until the 1960s,

the children were housed in wooden, unheated and uncooled buildings, with insufficient

bedding to keep them warm on cold winter nights.We were very cold, so cold, we huddled up

in bundles to keep warm.The stark, soul-less dorm rooms with bare wooden floors were lined

with military-like rows of iron beds, placed 12” apart, with no place for personal belongings and

no windows to let in any light or air. A nun slept in the corner of each dormitory. Children were

not allowed to talk to one another at night, or they would get a belting.Occasional storybook

wall pictures and floral curtains provided the only concession that children lived there:We never

slept in the same beds, nothing was mine. Sometimes I would pull the prickly bits out of the

mattresses; we got belted for doing that too. We got belted for everything. We slept on

mattresses that were like wire, I think it was called horsehair, and smelled of urine and other

stuff.Bathrooms were communal rows of bathtubs, basins and toilets, with limited soap and

towels, and no privacy. Ablutions were a group activity, and the water was often cold and murky.

Nuns would shove children’s heads down the toilet and flush them if they were not satisfied

with a child’s personal hygiene.I hated when we lined up to have a bath. We would all be

standing there with no clothes on and it was so cold. We would huddle up together to keep

warm and then the nuns would tell us off for touching each other and say “That’s not nice”.

Not Forgotten They called me Number 10 at Neerkol orphanage haiti, Not Forgotten They

called me Number 10 at neerkol st, Not Forgotten They called me Number 10 at neerkol street,

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/vRmvM/Not-Forgotten-They-called-me-Number-10-at-Neerkol-Orphanage


Not Forgotten They called me Number 10 at night, Not Forgotten They called me Number 10

at mcdonalds, Not Forgotten They called me Number 10 at wendys, Not Forgotten They called

me Number 10 at walmart, Not Forgotten They called me Number 10 meme, Not Forgotten

They called me Number 10 lyrics, Not Forgotten They called me number one, Not Forgotten

They called me, Not Forgotten They called me ace, Not Forgotten They called me back, they

shall not be forgotten netflix, they shall not be forgotten, they shall not be forgotten streaming,

ties are not forgotten theyre severed, old times they are not forgotten, may they not be

forgotten, elvis old times they are not forgotten, all is not forgotten, they are not forgotten, gone

but not forgotten lethbridge, not forgotten foundation, gone but not forgotten nyt crossword

Alex, “Must read!! A voice for those who were silenced for so long. I was recommend this book

by a friend & once I started I couldn’t put it down.A horrible & heartbreaking part of Australian

history that needs to be heard by all.This book gives a voices not just to Samilya but all

survivors. The forgotten Australians are no longer forgotten.Reading this book had given me a

new perspective, when I stand in line at the supermarkets next to a stranger or pass a stranger

in the street, to be kind as you never know the life someone has lived.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Brilliantly written, sad but eye opening. Well done Anne!!! What a

wonderful friend you are!Samilja, I,m so terribly sorry for all the pain and suffering that you've

gone through and still do! You are such an inspiration and such a strong woman. Good luck

with everything else.”

The book by Anne Moorhouse has a rating of  5 out of 5.0. 4 people have provided feedback.

Title Copyright Dedication Contents Make them understand The day my mother died to me

Neerkol was a hell hole My mother was having a wonderful time I was like a slave to her

Breaking down and overdosing Where all bad girls went I hit them like a bomb The kids got the

worst part of me I never knew what would set her off Priests don’t do things like that I still feel

forgotten Who am I at the moment? One part of me is Number 10 When I went to the Royal

Commission I’m owed over $2 million They’re all dead now Somewhere to be and something to

do I’ve decided that I’m Samilya I want the Catholic Church to pay What am I fighting for?
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