Bonne’s ABC radio interview 

19th May 2004

My mobile rang from inside my bag this morning…I had just missed the call. 

‘Damn thing,’ I muttered to myself. Some of the girls were planning on running through the corridors before school started, but I knew the phone would ring again and I didn’t want to be in the building if it did.

Never the less, we ended up outside walking past the library and it rang again. 

‘Hello’ I answered it.

‘Hi this is Craig from ABC, how are you? We will be putting you through in a moment to Rodger, but right now he will be speaking to Alanna, do you know her? Anyway I will put you on hold,’ he said. 

By the time he had, I had tapped Natasha on the shoulder, made by way to the car park and was struggling to get my note from my bag for Mr. Fowler. 

I passed it to him, in either disbelief or disgust he handed it to the teacher next to him and then back to me, ‘I believe you,’ he said.

I had made my way to the front of the school and listened to Alanna, wow, she had a lot to say and the worst thing-she knew what to say! What was I going to do, what if I screwed it up? I hoped I didn’t…I hope the girls, the mothers and the other children would be proud of me for this. Go Alanna, I thought, , it didn’t matter because she rocked.

Then, Rodger Taylor introduced me, as Bonn Marti…or something along those lines…I didn’t bother to correct him, I thought it was funny. 

Then he asked if each night I went home to a loving family in a loving house… 

‘Of course,’ was my reply, but hell was I going to finish it there, ‘but a lot of my friends don’t, each night they go back to detention…of course they have a loving family and parents but the environment is not nice, wire, guards…’ 

He asked me how many children attended school, oh no, I thought, I know this number… ‘About 20…’ I said. Not forgetting to mention ‘Little one’ and ‘Z’, the dear little ones born in an Immigration Detention Centre.

Rodger asked me abut Minister Vanstone, ‘ oh she’s nice, if she wasn’t the face of the Immigration Policy sure…I think she was just brushing us off, like we don’t know anything,’ I said, and Rodger asked if I thought we had made a difference, ‘no, I don’t know, of course we did with a lot of other politicians and others but with her…I think she was still brushing us off.’

I mean, of course we made a difference. A lot of people are trying, doing their best for refugees and asylum seekers, but I went straight to her. Possibly the highest authority that could help people in detention and still, she palmed us off like we didn’t know anything and told us the same crap, if you don’t mind me calling it that, that I hear from others in my town, including the school yard.

Rodger asked me about a lady that had recently turned 19, and it was her fourth birthday in detention. ‘ Really? I don’t know her, but a lot of my friends have had their birthdays in detention, one friend last year, in August, later that day she was to find out if she was accepted or not, sadly she wasn’t and she could remember that for the rest of her life.’ I could of mentioned Batool…how she told me she wished to have photos of her one of her birthdays, just so she could remember it.

He then, said my name…Bonn Marti, said my school, my age and cut me off. I took a deep breath and hung up…

I had forgotten to say ‘Du Sed Durram
’ and how ashamed I was of myself, living in a democratic society, that my government could welcome a rule that allows children to be locked back into detention. 

I had only forgotten my words and how to push in whilst someone is speaking, but not my thoughts, never them, how could I? Everything I do is for them, the children and teenagers in detention, how they some how shaped me into who I am today.

I wanted to let whoever was listening either to me on the radio or in the staff car park, not just how Immigration Detention is wrong, but how I just wanted my friends.

Not only, at that moment I wanted them to come to my house, to do the things friends do, maybe go for a walk down the main street or not only did I wish to see their faces, to hug them so tightly and tell them it will be okay…

I wanted them to hear me later on in life and realise all I want and wanted for them is freedom, and anything that will make them happy, just so they can smile their fabulous smile. 

� My best attempt to convert the Farsi sentence ‘I love you’ into an English sentence.





